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Sarah WaterRaven 

Prologue 
 

Julia hummed to herself while she put away the rest of the night’s snacks. 

The girls had been over for an evening of cards but had left sometime 

around ten.  

The last of the small sandwiches were covered when Julia heard the 

kettle whistle. She removed the kettle from the coal-red burner and set it 

aside to cool. After turning the stove off, she placed a teacup and saucer on 

the counter and turned toward the living room to collect her latest romance 

novel.  

When she went to spoon out her tea bag, she heard a creak from 

upstairs. She slowly put the bag down and stared at the ceiling. Another 

creak. It sounded like someone was walking around.  

She wiped her hands on her white nightgown and attempted to 

reassure herself. It was a big house, and houses made noises. It could be 

anything, like the wind blowing outside or a warped floorboard 

complaining.  

Another creak—this time the sound was unmistakable. Someone was 

upstairs. 

Julia grabbed her bathrobe from the kitchen chair and wrapped it 

around herself. She tied the fluffy white cords around her round belly and 

took a deep breath. 

It was most likely nothing, but she grabbed her phone anyway and 

made sure to take the rolling pin from atop the marble counter. Her baby 

blue slippers muffled her steps along the wood floor as she made her way 

into the hallway and placed her hand on the railing to quietly move up the 

stairs. 

It was dark, but she was afraid to turn the lights on. Julia thought 

about calling out “Hello? Anyone there?” but if someone was there, she 

didn’t want to let them know she was coming. 

But what would she do if someone were up there? Come to think of it, 

was this a good idea? Perhaps she should go back to the kitchen, phone the 

police, and hide in the pantry. If no one was there, what harm would there 

be? A false alarm and they could all laugh about it and everyone would go 

home with a story. She heard footsteps again and paused on the stairs.  
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Perhaps she should turn back, she really hadn’t thought this through. A 

rolling pin? What if they had a gun? Maybe it was the adrenaline, or maybe 

Julia was braver than she thought, but she continued up the steps. 

When she got to the top, she was on thick carpeting and left soft 

indentations as she walked. Julia listened, barely breathing. She was 

convinced a steady diet of pasta and veal would have been the end of her, 

not some burglar, but her heart did not seem to agree.  

She pressed herself against the wall and moved slowly along the dimly 

lit hallway, moving closer to one of the guest rooms. She was sure that’s 

where the noise had come from. Odd things had been happening around the 

house lately, and while she often indulged her fears with precaution, she 

was becoming more and more accustomed to the oddities.  

Julia reached the doorway to the guest room and glanced around 

before she turned toward the door. Her intentions were to take a quick look 

in and if she saw anything, slam the door, and run down the stairs to dial 

911 while she ran screaming across the street to her neighbors.  

Her palms were sweating, and the phone began to slip in her hand. She 

gulped and noted how dry her throat had become. Now or never. 
Julia whipped around the doorframe, hit the light switch, and scanned 

the bedroom. Nothing. She would have been more relieved had there not 

been a closet and a bed for hiding. Julia felt like a kid again, fearing 

monsters under the bed—if only her mother were there to comfort her.  

Her heart was in her throat as she opened the closet. Luckily the 

closest wasn’t too large, and she experienced much relief at finding it 

empty. She pressed her rolling pin through the hanging clothes and against 

the wall just to be sure. The wooden handle clunked against the wall, 

reassuring her no one was hiding there. 

Having done away with the closet and finding an empty room, Julia 

was feeling confident about the bed. Relaxing, she let out a sigh.  

She crouched down and peered under the bed to find the space vacant 

as she suspected. Smiling to herself, she went to turn off the lights.  

Julia stepped out into the hallway and squealed. She jumped back and 

almost fell backward into the guest room. She dropped the phone as she 

scrambled against the doorframe and stared in horror. 

“Dear God in heaven!” she exclaimed. “Bonnie, what are you doing 

out of your cage?” 
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It was her rabbit. This whole time, it had been her bunnies. She 

spotted Clyde farther down the hall, hopping into her bedroom. Julia 

straightened her nightgown and picked up the phone, laughing. 

“You two scared the wits out of me! How did you get out of your 

cage?” She was about to pick up Bonnie when she heard a creak behind 

her. 

The hairs along her spine rose; a horrible, sick feeling spread from the 

pit of her stomach. She turned around and instantly regretted it. A 

disfigured black shadow hovered over her. It began to reach for her, but 

before she could think rationally, a more primitive part of her brain kick-

started and sent her reeling. 

Julia let out a guttural scream and ran for the stairs—only she slipped. 

She was airborne for a second, but that second seemed to extend itself into 

the entirety of her life. Julia knew it was over before she came down. Her 

neck struck the first step at a sharp angle. It snapped with a grotesque 

crunch. Her body continued to roll down the stairs until it landed with a 

hard smack on the floor at the base of the stairwell.  

 

~.:*:.~.:*:.~.:*:.~ 

Julia was not sure how much time had passed when she woke up. She 

stared blankly around her for a time, unable to recall how she ended up at 

the bottom of the stairs. She stood up and moved her blonde hair out of her 

face. She went into the front hall and tried to turn on the light, but her hand 

passed through the wall. She blinked, groggy and unsure of what had just 

happened. Was she dreaming?  

Julia was feeling very lightheaded and turned away from the front 

door, trying to gain her bearings. There was something on the floor in front 

of her. The light from the kitchen cast an unfortunate shadow on it. Julia 

stepped closer, feeling her insides coil. 

As she moved closer, her mind began to register the familiar white 

robe and baby blue slippers. She took in the unnatural angle of limbs and 

neck and then stared at the dark pool of liquid seeping across the hallway 

rug. Julia was dead, and her blood was ruining her favorite throw rug. Who 

was going to clean up this mess?  
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Chapter One 
 

Do-do-do-do. Do-do-do-do. Ares’s watch went off as he opened the door to 

Detective Docherty’s office. Six o’clock sharp, right on time. He took an 

easy breath even though he didn’t need to. He supposed it was an old habit. 

They died hard after all.  

Ares pressed his cool palm into the doorknob as he opened it. His 

heightened senses as a vampire never ceased to amaze him, and he still 

marveled at how everything felt. This was not just a metal knob. He could 

feel its hollowness. Turning it felt like turning something inside himself. 

The lighting was dim inside the office. He said hello to Snow, the 

goldfish, as he took his seat next to her forty-gallon aquarium. Her white 

sides bulged out as she swam with interest to the corner closest to him. She 

was waiting to be fed and responded to any kind of movement this time of 

night. She was lucky he was there, otherwise she’d starve to death as the 

Detective often forgot to feed her.  

Ares pulled out a small container of goldfish food, popped open the 

lid, and sprinkled a couple of flakes in for her. He did not want to overdo it 

in case Docherty had already fed her twice that day, having forgotten he 

already fed her—assuming he had fed her at all.  

Ares watched her suck down the flakes eagerly and then waddle down 

to the sandy bottom. Her white fins danced around her like an evening 

gown. Peculiar, he thought, that even though she was white, she was still 

called a goldfish. He would never understand humans. It had been so long 

since he had been one. 

Snow chased a few false hopes around the bottom of the tank, floating 

around seashells and corals the Detective had collected on his numerous 

vacations to the coast. Ares rolled his eyes at the large castle in the middle 

of the aquarium. He could not decide what was worse—the bikini-wearing 

mermaid lying next to the castle or the dragon statue with bubbles coming 

out of its mouth. Of all the things in Docherty’s office, the aquarium was 

the cheesiest. 

Ares looked around the rest of the room, moving into his usual 

routine. He passed over the bookshelves, reading the titles silently in his 

head: Big Foot: Man or Alien?; Ludwig’s Complete Collection of 

Fairytales; Famous Vampires Throughout History; Crystals, Crystal Balls, 
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and Mirrors; and, his personal favorite—Santa Claus: The Man, the 

Mystery. Ares then followed the detail of the carpet (animals, unicorns, and 

lions) over to the desk, where his eyes skipped over the Detective and 

gazed at the pictures along the wall behind him.  

Ares lurked in the background of some framed newspaper clippings 

with Docherty, but there were a lot of pictures he was not in. There were 

photos from many of the Docherty’s adventures, so many adventures from 

before his time with the Detective.  

A good portion of the pictures were of cases with happy endings; the 

rest were primarily silly vacation photos of the Detective in his youth, 

wearing tacky Hawaiian shirts and shorts entirely too short, showing off his 

knobby knees. Most of those had been taken during his trips to the west 

coast.  

The remaining photos were of fascinating places and marvelous 

creatures that even Ares had never seen. 
On the back wall, immediately above Docherty, was a picture of him 

and a hatchling dragon that he had saved from some very surprised miners. 

The photo brought a grin to Ares’s face. A dirt-smeared Docherty was 

standing in the middle, wearing what one might describe as a safari suit and 

a miner’s cap, while he held a baby dragon. The hatchling, which was no 

bigger than a miniature poodle, was yawning and stretching its tiny wings. 

Miners stood around them smiling and laughing. Some of them were even 

patting Docherty on the back. The photo was a classic black and white. 

Docherty was in his prime back then. He had trimmed dirty blonde hair, a 

lean build, but still had glasses. He was grinning from ear to ear, showing 

off his dimple on the top of his right cheek. 

Ares let out a long sigh and waited patiently. Docherty was hunched 

over his desk, writing a report with such ferocity that Ares thought he 

might puncture the wood. Ares moved his long black hair away from his 

eyes and cleared his throat loudly. Docherty still did not look up, so Ares 

moved his chair, scraping the floor as much as possible. 

“What? What’s this now? Ares! Did you just get here? Walking in at 

anytime of the night. I say, you know that work starts at six p.m. sharp. 

You can’t just walk in anytime you’d like. What on earth do I pay you 

for?” 

“You don’t pay me. I’m here voluntarily,” Ares replied in his typical 

dry tone. He gave the Detective an equally dry stare. 
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“What’s that? I don’t pay you? Why ever not? You’re a genius.” 

Docherty blinked heavily through his thick spectacles. His white mustache 

twitched along with his mouth as his mental gears turned. 

“Well, thank you, but—” 

“Come, come my boy! I insist on paying you at once,” the Detective 

said with finality. He pulled a delicately folded handkerchief out from his 

breast pocket and wiped his nose. Though the Detective was absentminded 

and far from organized, he maintained a professional appearance. He wore 

suits to work, with a different colored handkerchief each day, polished 

shoes, and a bow tie, and he kept his white hair perfectly combed. He only 

wore hats when out in the field and insisted on taking his hat off whenever 

entering a home or place of business.   

Today’s handkerchief was hunter green with lime green polka dots—

classic.  

Ares was hoping to change the subject and distract the Detective from 

his ridiculousness when a knock came to the door. He turned and was 

surprised to find a young woman standing in the doorway. 

 

 
Alex stood nervously in the doorway. She tried to keep herself composed 

and managed a small smile. 

“Excuse me, I’m terribly sorry to bother you, but are you Detective 

Docherty?” 

The older gentleman at the desk cleared his throat. “Why yes, yes I 

am. Detective Docherty at your service. Please come in and have a seat.” 

Alex walked over to one of the chairs in front of the Detective’s desk 

and sat down. Her heart fired rapidly inside her chest.  

“There now, how may I help you?” 

“Well, uh. Hi.” She blushed. “My name is Alexandria, Alex for short, 

and I’m your niece.” 

Phew. She had said it. It was not how she had rehearsed it, but there 

she was, and she had said it. Alex had been searching for him since she 

came to school in Toronto. She had built up scenario after scenario of how 

things would play out, but to be here in this moment was exhilarating. 

Alex smiled, broader this time, trying to cut through the silence with a 

grin. From the corner of her eye, she caught a shadow and realized there 
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was a man sitting in an old leather chair by an aquarium. She looked over 

at him and smiled again, but she received no such kindness in return. He 

gave her a steady glare that she found unnerving. 

He might be handsome if he smiled, she thought. She was under the 

impression he didn’t do it often. He was wearing a long black coat, a gray 

V-neck sweater with a white shirt underneath it, and black dress pants. His 

black shoes were unnaturally shiny. She noted that his hairstyle was a bit 

outdated as well. It came out in ebony waves and framed his face 

pleasantly. It was just a shame his face wasn’t currently pleasant. His eyes 

were an arctic blue and his skin pale, but that’s what she’d expect from a 

vampire.  

Alex turned her attention back to her uncle and gave him a charming, 

yet expectant look. He was staring at her with his lips slightly parted. She 

was momentarily concerned that he had stopped breathing when he startled 

her with a sudden intake of air. 

“My dear girl! Alexandria! Yes, my sweet niece! By Jove, yes, I 

remember you. Come, come. Give your Uncle Docherty a hug.”  

“Oh, thank the goddess! It is you! I knew I had it right.” She ran over 

to embrace him, tears in her eyes. She couldn’t believe it after all this time. 

“Oh, I found you! I finally found you. Uncle Docherty, I’ve looked for 

so long. There is so much I want to tell you—” 

“Yes, yes of course! We have so much to catch up on. I say, what 

brings you to Toronto? Last I heard you were living in Michigan with your 

Aunt May.” Docherty hugged her twice more before returning to his desk 

and sat, looking at her expectantly.  

“It was very kind of her to let me stay with her a while, but about a 

year back I decided to go to school, and I thought: Sky’s the limit; I could 

go anywhere and when I came across the University of Toronto, I 

remembered my father mentioning you lived here, and knew I had found 

the right place.”  

“I dare say, I’m honored. How kind of you to come and look me up. I 

am rather surprised your aunt let you go. It must have been difficult for her. 

Your mother’s sister, as I recall it, was quite fond of you.” 

“Yes, it was a challenge convincing her to let me come to Canada. 

After all, she had a large role in raising me after Mom passed, and then 

when Dad left us two years back she was my sole provider, but she knew 

she had to let me go sometime.” Alex forced a smile. 



Detective Docherty and the Demon’s Tears 

 

Docherty paused. “My deepest apologies for the loss of your father. I 

know it was hard enough losing your mother. My brother was a good man.” 

He looked down at his desk. 

Alex could tell he was a cheery man by nature, and it saddened her to 

see him suddenly drop at the mention of her father, but she was not going 

to give up on their happy reunion. She had wondered two years ago why he 

hadn’t come to the funeral, and there were plenty of times she had 

questioned what had happened between her uncle and her father, but all of 

that was behind them now.  

“Thank you, Detective. My father was a good man, and his biggest 

regret in life was that we did not know each other. I know there were some 

differences between the two of you, but that’s all gone now. He asked me 

to find you, and I have. He used to tell me that something good always 

comes out of something bad, and here we are—and I think this is 

something good.” 

“He was such a happy man, always optimistic. It is so very good to see 

you, my dear. You look so much like your mother.” He smiled. 

Alex found the comment to be a bit odd. No one had ever said that to 

her before. Her mother had straight blonde hair while Alex’s was a bird’s 

nest of brown waves. 

“Thank you,” was all she could think to say. She was about to 

continue when she heard a cough from the corner by the fish tank. She 

blushed. She had completely forgotten the strange man sharing the office 

with them. 

“What was that now?” Docherty asked as if she’d been the one who’d 

cough. 

“Oh, I—well, actually, I better get going.” She shuffled 

uncomfortably. 

If she had known her uncle was going to turn out to be so wonderfully 

kooky she would have given herself more time, but because she had never 

met him before she had been wary of an extended first meeting. She had 

wanted to test the waters, dip her toes in, and see if it was too cold or too 

hot before she committed to anything. Not that Alex would have expected a 

weirdo, but her father and uncle hadn’t spoken in years, and while she 

promised not to get involved in it, she honestly didn’t know him and had 

been nervous.  

“So soon? What a pity. You’ll stop by again, won’t you?” Docherty 

raised a bushy eyebrow. 
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“Actually, is tomorrow okay?” Alex said eagerly. She bit her lip.  

“Of course! I cannot think of a single reason why not! Let’s say same 

time in the office tomorrow, six o’clock?” Docherty flared with excitement. 

“Sounds great.” Alex’s heart lifted as she stood and moved toward the 

door.  

“How delightful! I look forward to it.” The Detective rose to walk her 

to the door. “Be safe, my dear, and have a pleasant evening.” 

“Thank you! You too, Uncle Docherty!” 

Alex paused to say goodbye to the gentleman in the chair, but when 

she looked at him, his stare stopped her mid-breath. She turned quickly for 

the doorway and waved goodbye one last time to her happy uncle.  

 

 
The moment that young woman had stepped into the office, Ares knew she 

would be trouble. His first impression of her was of an unkempt woman 

with unruly brown hair and mismatched clothes. Her outfit consisted of a 

rather plain gray skirt and a dark blue sweater with toggle buttons. He 

attempted not to squirm in his chair at the sight of her brown and navy blue 

pleather cowboy boots. As if that were not enough, instead of wearing a 

sensible pair of gloves, she wore red, knitted things that ran up to her 

elbows. The gloves were fingerless, exposing her unfiled nails. 

He supposed she had an attractive face, a fine jawline, and a cute nose. 

She did not wear makeup (not that he wanted gobs of it) and he was not 

entirely sure he would ever be convinced she owned a hairbrush, let alone 

knew how to use one. Her seemingly natural, cheery disposition only made 

him suspicious of something rehearsed. For someone who had just lost her 

father and was alone in the world, minus one estranged uncle and a 

possessive aunt, she was a little too happy. No one picks themselves up out 

of the mud like that within two years and then happily embraces an uncle 

they only just met. No conditioned human being was that forgiving or 

trusting. Something was up. Something was simply unnatural about that 

girl, and Ares was going to find out what it was. A secret, a falsehood—

whatever it was, he would find it.  

Ares waited for Docherty to sit down. He listened carefully, hearing 

the clod, clod, clod of her boots down the hallway. He decided it was safe 

to speak. 
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“Want me to check up on her? Run a background check?”  

“No, no. Come, come, man. Don’t you think I’d know my own 

niece?” 

Ares harrumphed, crossed his arms, and raised his right eyebrow. He 

waited Docherty out.   

“Well, dash it all, Ares, don’t look at me like that! I am telling you she 

is my niece, and that’s that. If you don’t like it that’s fine. I don’t pay you 

to make judgments on my personal life. We are here to work! Now the next 

time she pops by, I expect you to be more civil to her. Act like the 

gentleman I know you to be. Goodness knows you’ve had years of practice. 

You’re older than I am!” 

“You did not introduce me to her.”  

“What? Why certainly I must have—” 

“No, you didn’t.” 

“Oh, dear. Well, sorry about that ol’ chap.” 

“Apology accepted, but it’s not necessary. It was a personal meeting 

between yourself and your—that young woman. I should have excused 

myself.” 

“Don’t be ridiculous. You’re my partner and friend. I was happy to 

have you here.” 

“Assistant, and thank you, though next time I’d much rather be left 

out.” Ares paused uncomfortably. “But, my sincerest condolences.” 

“Understood. Now, I fear poor Snow is looking rather peckish. 

Perhaps I should give her a little something to nibble on.”  

The Detective moved toward the aquarium. 

“I already fed her.” 

“No, surely not. I would have noticed.” 

Docherty came over and opened the small, wooden cabinet the large 

aquarium was supported on. He hummed to himself, and his bushy white 

mustache twitched happily as Snow ate dinner for the second time that 

evening. 

The rest of the night passed without incident, and the Detective and 

Ares turned in early when it became clear no clients would be calling. Ares 

could not shake his suspicions about the Detective’s newfound “niece” and 

decided he was going to run his own personal investigation on her first 

thing the next evening. 
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Chapter Two 
 

The small folding stool Alex had brought with her creaked as she shifted. 

Her sketchpad sat empty in front of her. There was no life on the pages 

today. For the fifth time in the last hour, she had lost her focus. Instead, she 

stared at the glass eyes of the tundra wolf she was trying to draw.  

How sad, she thought. It was all sad. She disliked being in this lifeless 

room. It was colorful and filled with different species in their artificial 

habitats, but all of them were imitations or shadows of what they had once 

been. 

Alex was sitting in the Schad Gallery of Biodiversity in the Royal 

Ontario Museum. As an art assignment, she was supposed to come to the 

museum and draw something from each gallery. The assignment gave her 

freedom to sketch as much as she wanted from each room. Originally, she 

had thought this would be a great room, but now she sat in doubt. She tilted 

her head, looking at the empty eyes of the white-gray wolf. How did you 

die? 

Were it not for the glass, she would have stroked its wiry coat and run 

her fingers through its thick fur. She would have cooed to it and soothed it, 

but she and the wolf were separated by more than one kind of barrier.  

She sighed and stretched and then looked around the room. There 

were animals behind glass walls all around her. According to the signs, 

some of them were real, some were fake, and others were a combination of 

the two but all of them were poor imitations of the living.  

Alex stood with her pencil in her mouth and closed her sketchpad. She 

would have to find something else to capture on paper. She took one last 

look at the Canis lupus arctos before she grabbed the pencil out of her 

mouth and shoved it into her messy bun. The arctic wolf was beautiful, but 

too depressing for her. In truth, Alex didn’t like to think about death.  

She knew education was important. If these images and displays 

weren’t here, if animals weren’t in zoos and education programs, no one 

would care about them. Still, it never failed to remind her of the fragility of 

life.  

This is too depressing. I need to find something more cheerful.  

Alex picked up her stool and cruised the gallery. Feeling conflicted, 

she pursed her lips together.  
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She appreciated each and every one of these animals—even the 

tapeworm in a jar by the bat cave—but she would much rather see them in 

the wild. She would love to see a black bear on one of her camping trips or 

see a humpback whale breach off the coasts of British Columbia. One day. 

She finally made her way to the only living things in the gallery: the 

leaf-cutter ants. Grinning, she thought, I bet these little guys can teach me a 

thing or two about anatomy.  

The colony was spread out through numerous chambers along the 

wall. Each chamber had its own purpose. Some held food, some wastes, 

and somewhere, tucked safely away, was the queen. On the bottom left was 

a large display that encased plants for the ants to cut. It was calming to see 

them busy, making their way down the main tunnel and onto the branches 

and leaves.  

Alex followed a soldier ant as she towered over the workers. She 

moved up and into one of the small chambers in the wall where they grew 

gray-honeycombed fungus for food. Her mandibles were massive on her 

equally massive head. She looked fierce, but to Alex she was a living, 

intricate design produced by the Goddess herself. Everything about her 

structure had purpose, and Alex decided she would do her best to capture it. 

An ant would be her muse today. She planned to sketch a couple of the 

workers and the fungus as well, but the soldier would be her focus. Ants 

were undoubtedly an example of nature’s craftsmanship and a fine example 

of order in a world of chaos. 

Alex was setting up her stool when one of the museum security guards 

stepped over. “Have you been to the new gallery on the third floor yet?” 

“Hey, Chris!” Alex mumbled, pencil in mouth. 

He was a bit shorter than she was, with naturally tan skin and black 

curly hair. He smiled warmly and opened his arms for a hug. He was a 

hugger, like Alex.  

“Have you been here long? I didn’t see you come into the gallery.” 

“Not long. I tried to sketch something on the other side in the tundra 

area, but I wasn’t feeling it. I decided to come sketch these little guys 

instead—wait, I didn’t know this was your gallery.” Alex eyed him 

suspiciously. 

“It’s not. The other guard mentioned you were in the gallery, and I 

asked to switch with him. I wanted to come over and say hi to my favorite 

artist.” He winked and nudged her. He was such a flirt and totally not her 

type, but Alex was still happy to see him.  
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She sat down on the sturdy canvas of her stool and readied her pencil. 

Chris was accustomed to her drawing while they talked. 

“I don’t know why you’re drawing these boring ants when you could 

be sketching a unicorn skeleton...” 

“What?” Alex blanched. 

“That’s right, girl! The new gallery is dedicated to otherkin and fairies. 

The boys in the back are working on the main attraction as we speak: a 

dragon egg. Polishin’ it up and fillin’ in the cracks. The skeleton inside was 

taken out and is being worked on for the New Year.” 

“Really?” Alex was excited and appalled at the same time. Her inner 

activist cried out for the remains of those magickal creatures to be returned 

to their resting places, but fascination tugged at her. Like most people, she 

had an impulsive and overwhelming sense of curiosity. Perhaps her uncle 

would like to see the gallery. 

When she thought about it, Alex was really starting to feel silly about 

the way she’d jammed out of her uncle’s office the other night. He had 

been more than she could have asked for—kindhearted, endearing. Yet, she 

had bailed on him. 

Her intuition told her he was a good man, like her father, and it had 

never failed her. Her anxiety all came down to not knowing what to do 

next. Should they talk about the weather or go see a chick-flick and bawl 

their eyes out together? How about mini-putt? Coffee? 

Alex had a family again. The thought was as precious to her as 

oxygen. She didn’t want to lose him. Aunt May had been more than kind to 

her, but she was her mother’s sister through and through. She was 

opinionated and overprotective, whereas Docherty reminded her so much 

of her father—a shorter, plumper version to be sure, but she saw her father 

every time she looked into his eyes. She was nervous about seeing him 

again, but excited too.  

“So, are you interested?” Chris asked. “I could take my fifteen and 

walk you over there.” 

“Um, that’s very nice of you, but no thanks. I need to get some 

sketches done. Want to tell me about it while I draw? I’d love to come back 

and see it sometime. Tell me about the highlights,” she said before 

returning to her sketchpad. She listened while she bit her pencil and waited 

for another soldier ant to come out and play muse. 

“Alright, alright. Well, let’s see here... they brought over some 

medieval tapestries of course, those famous ones of the unicorn hunt. 
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That’s where the skeleton is. Uh, they also have a nice display for weres—

oh! Get this! They actually managed to find a mummy with a wolf’s head, 

clawed hands and feet, and a tail! I think they put that one in the Anubis 

section though—yeah, that’s right—and um, there are a couple touch 

screens where you can watch short videos of naiads in their natural habitat 

in Greece...” 

A large soldier ant finally made an appearance. Chris talked on while 

the lines began to take form on Alex’s sketchpad. Her drawings were rough 

but detailed. Many of her teachers pushed her to step outside of the box and 

try more modern styles, but she would never stop aspiring for realism in 

her art.  

She smiled as she sketched, watching her hardworking ant friends and 

listening to the enthusiasm in Chris’s voice as it mingled with the sounds of 

the gallery. It was good to be drawing, but she could not wait to go see her 

uncle.  

Do you have anything you’re looking forward to, my tiny friends? 

Alex wondered at the ants before she lost herself in her work. 

 

 
Ares was reading over an old case involving a pair of gryphons nesting on 

a courthouse when he heard a knock on the door. He didn’t need to look up 

to know who it was. His gaze went from the opened file to the doorway 

where he found the young woman from the day before peering in. Today’s 

wardrobe struck him to the core with its repulsive abstract theme. This one 

must have been taken off a thrift store display. She wore a weathered 

orange vest that looked very much like a life jacket, a pair of blue jeans, 

crimson pleather shoes with bows on top, a red and white striped long-

sleeved shirt, a black t-shirt, and a red scarf. He suspected she had been left 

destitute after her father’s death.  

“Um, hello. Is Detective Docherty around?” she asked with a tentative 

smile. 

“Yes, he will be back in a minute.” Ares turned back to his file. He 

was hoping she would either leave or leave him alone. Unfortunately, he 

heard her shuffling closer. 
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“Excuse me, I just, well, we didn’t get a chance to introduce ourselves 

yesterday. I’m Alexandria. It’s nice to meet you. Feel free to call me Alex.” 

She extended her hand. 

Ares looked up at her with distaste, but attempted to hide it. 

“My name is Ares.” 

He ignored her hand and looked back down at his papers. 

“Oh, okay,” she said, disappointed. Ares could feel the blood rush to 

her face as she blushed with embarrassment, making it hard for him to 

concentrate on his reading. He no longer fed on human blood, but from 

time to time his predatory instincts became somewhat—irritating.  
Ares was more irritated with the awkward silence, however, and was 

glad when the Detective came back in, nose buried in a magazine.  

When they did not have assignments, they both kept their minds fresh 

by reviewing old cases and techniques, as well as researching, though Ares 

was not sure how this month’s issue of Home Decorating was relevant.  

“Ares, you must read this fascinating article on Feng Shui—” 

“Hello.”  

Ares snapped a sharp look at Alexandria when she spoke, but she 

ignored him and grinned happily at Docherty. 

“Why, if it isn’t my niece! Alexandria, how lovely it is to see you 

again. Ha ha.” 

“You two look busy. Is now a bad time?” 

“Hardly. Ares and I have been standing around picking our noses. I 

say, it seems as though you’ll be spending some time around the office. 

Why don’t we get you acquainted with what we do around here? Are you 

familiar with my work?” Docherty asked her enthusiastically. Ares 

suspected the Detective was digging for compliments. 

“Um—”  

“What Ares and I do here is somewhat unique. You recall The Great 

Awakening.” 

“Of course, how can anyone forget? The day of The Great Awakening 

everyone started to see fairies and—” 

“Precisely. For reasons unknown to humankind, we began to see 

magickal creatures, or otherkin as they’re often called. Fairies, centaurs, 

and harpies, mythical creatures from all walks of life were suddenly 

exposed to the world of man. When it became clear that it was not some 

terrorist hoax or food poisoning, the government had to act. It took 

everyone time to adjust of course, but for the most part countries the world 
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over accepted their new neighbors—and most fairy and otherkin adapted to 

human society.” 

“Most?” Alexandria glanced over to Ares. He kept his attention on 

Docherty.  

“Yes,” Docherty replied as he took a seat at his desk. “Most. It was 

difficult for the creatures of the old world to be thrust into the new. Things 

have drastically changed since last they were a part of this world.” 

“So, you investigate crimes involving otherkin?” 

“Yes and no, though I admit some of our magickal friends can be 

downright devious ha ha… The majority of the time problems arise from 

misunderstandings, and that’s where Ares and I come in. We identify the 

misunderstanding and correct it.” 

“And if a real crime has been committed?”  

“These days, traditional methods can only go so far. Dusting for 

fingerprints is nonsense when a shapeshifter has robbed a bank, and what’s 

the use of surveillance cameras when hobs can glamor them, eh? Why, 

those cheeky little devils, ha ha. You see, Ares and I fill an important 

niche. When the trail disappears from the normal, we investigate the 

paranormal.” 

“That’s awesome.” 

“Yes, well, all in a day’s work, you know.” Docherty began blushing. 

Ares rolled his eyes. Could she butter him up anymore? He did not 

buy her enthusiasm for one second. He was about to interrupt their 

mindless chatter when he caught a combination of scents: cologne, shoe 

polish, and hair gel. He looked over to the door and waited, listening for 

male footsteps. Sure enough, Ares heard the smooth steps of a fit male, in 

his thirties. He got up from his seat, placed his file back in the cabinet, and 

turned to face the door while Docherty rambled on from one subject to the 

next.  

The words Detective Docherty Paranormal Investigator were spelled 

out backwards on the frosted glass, but righted themselves as the door 

opened.  

“Ahem. ‘Scuse me. Sorry to interrupt, but I’m here to see a Detective 

Docherty,” the gentleman said.  

“… it’s the most fascinating subject, you see. The placement of 

objects within a home affects the flow of energy, thus creating—Oh, I say! 

Terribly sorry about that, my good man. Docherty. Detective Docherty at 

your service.” 
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The man took Docherty’s hand eagerly and smiled. He winked at 

Alexandria, which sent prickles all along Ares’s spine, almost causing him 

to convulse. 

“My name is Daniel Skipper, Dan Skip around the hangar. It’s a 

pleasure to meet you.” 

“The pleasure is all mine, Mr. Skipper. I’d like to introduce you to my 

niece, Alexandria, and my partner, Ares.” 

Ares nodded from the far wall, but Alexandria was far from curt. 

“Hello, Dan. Nice to meet you.” She smiled sweetly.  

Docherty was beaming with pride, but Ares was ready to gag. 

“Mr. Skipper, how might we be of service this evening?” asked 

Docherty. 

“I own a small airline business over at Pearson International Airport. 

I’ve got about five light passenger planes that I run for clients, but lately 

we’ve been having a bit of trouble.” 

“Oh, you’re a pilot,” Alex said with interest. 

“That I am, miss.” Dan grinned.  

Ares twitched involuntarily.  

“Trouble, eh? What kind of trouble?” Docherty asked soberly. He 

removed his spectacles and wiped the lenses with his handkerchief before 

replacing them. 

Ares was relieved the Detective was taking the lead. Had Alexandria 

been left to engage their client, who knew where the evening would have 

gone? Alexandria and Dan would start with similar interests and mild 

flirtations, and before you knew it, they’d have a date for Friday night, and 

he and the Detective would be out of a case.    

“I hope you don’t mind me saying this, but I have a hard time with all 

this magick mumbo-jumbo, even with The Great Awakening and all that. I 

never really bought this whole business about magickal creatures and the 

like, but I did buy my own flying business and lately business hasn’t been 

so great. New planes tested and true are having system failures during 

takeoff. Sometimes, a propeller will start sputtering and we’ll have to make 

emergency landings. Why, the other day, one of my planes wouldn’t even 

start.”  

“I see,” said the Detective thoughtfully. “I assume you’ve had 

engineers or mechanics out to address these issues?” 

“Of course. I’ve had the manufacturers out too. Every time I’ve had 

someone out, be it a mechanic or the company I bought ‘em from, no one 
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can find anything wrong with them. There’s been some talk recently. For a 

while there we’d suspected sabotage from another airline company, but 

I’ve got security cameras and systems in place all over the hangar, and the 

police have been out to investigate several times to boot, so I guess what 

I’m trying to say is, we think the hangar might be haunted.”  

Mr. Skipper sighed with his last words. Ares could understand why a 

businessman like himself would have a difficult time with this issue. Even 

with the general acceptance of The Great Awakening, many humans 

continued to live in denial or created elaborate government conspiracies or 

blamed terrorist and religious organizations.  

A man like Daniel Skipper certainly looked like the type that wanted 

things simple. Ares imagined that there were many things Daniel did not 

see because he did not want to see them. Most people who looked at Ares 

would never guess that he was a vampire, a predator of the night—

something people wrote about, dreamt about, and watched in movies—but 

there he was, right in front of them. Ares could probably turn into fog (not 

that he could really) and this man would assume a pipe blew, or there was a 

fire before he’d admit that Ares had special powers. 

Sadly, the only power he really had was immortality. Ares would 

never die. Some bonus material did come with the package though, such as 

the ability to seem invisible (known as glamoring), great strength that 

increased with age, and keen senses of sight, smell, and hearing, and lastly, 

his allure. It did not matter who they were—man, woman, old or young—

on some level, every human found him attractive. As much as he was 

himself, he was also a mirror. People would see in him what they wanted to 

see, making him the most dangerous predator of all.  

Even though he was a vampire, he had never truly been a hunter. Since 

his rebirth, he had always been given blood from clinics and hospitals. His 

parents had both been doctors at one point or another and had eventually 

owned enough hospitals around the world to never worry about feeding. 

They had been vampires so long they no longer found joy in hunting. Ares 

knew his parents only as the kind people they were.  

Ares had changed their lives and the lives of so many in his seventieth 

year as an immortal when he had developed genetically altered blood that 

self-propagated. Instead of blood being produced within the bone marrow 

of donors, his blood reproduced itself. After his discovery, not only had he 

saved the lives of millions, he had changed the lives of vampires around the 

world. His parents kept their hospitals, but they no longer had to steal 
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human blood. Ares had single-handedly freed vampires from the darker 

part of themselves. 

He would never forget the pride he saw in his parents’ eyes during his 

speech at the Nobel Prize awards. After The Great Awakening, he was able 

to take his self-propagating blood public, shedding a positive light on 

vampires and helping them integrate into society.  

Ares sighed and brought his attention back to their prospective client. 

So far Mr. Skipper had recapped on the problems he was having: 

instruments gone batty, landing gear malfunctioning, and not a sign of 

human interference or meddling. 

Ares could have guessed Dan had involvement with planes by the way 

he dressed. He wore a typical brown leather jacket, aviator glasses hung 

from his shirt collar, and he wore a tiny pin with wings on the lapel of his 

jacket. Dan’s hair was so thickly gelled that Ares imagined it would take a 

wind tunnel to move it.  

“So, you see, we’re baffled over at the hangar. We don’t know what to 

make of the situation, and someone recommended you to us, but, hey, do 

you think you could keep this quiet? I mean, no insult to your business, but 

I have a reputation to uphold, and I admit this is a last resort.” 

“Ah, not a problem, my good man. Mum’s the word. We shall be in 

and out of the hangar without rousing suspicion. You can count on us. Now 

then, what’s the best time to stop by?” 

“I’d say about ten o’clock. I’ll make sure everyone’s out of the hangar. 

I’ll meet you at terminal one, and we’ll go from there. I’ll drive you over, 

and you can do your thing undisturbed. Sound good?” 

“Brilliant. Looking forward to doing business with you, Mr. Skipper.” 

Docherty shook Daniel’s hand industriously.  

Ares rolled his eyes. He wished the Detective would provide a quote 

or at least some information about fees before blindly accepting a case. If 

Docherty only knew how many people Ares had frightened into payment. 

Docherty’s strong sense of duty and honor would have put him on the 

streets years before had Ares not acted as his personal bill collector. He 

could not bear the thought of people cheating the Detective, so he had used 

some of his persuasiveness to get them to fork over their money.  

“Great. I look forward to seeing you tomorrow evening, terminal one 

at ten p.m. Oh, and will you be coming with them, miss? Sure could use a 

pretty face around the hangar.”  

That primate had the audacity to wink at Alexandria a second time.  
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Ares’s clenched his teeth in revulsion. Alexandria was turning their 

honest business into a dating service. His stomach turned when she batted 

her eyes coyly and replied, “I would love to come along. Would that be 

alright with you, Uncle Docherty?” 

“Why, of course. I bet you’ll make a fine detective. Runs in the 

family, eh? Ha ha.”  

“How about I come back tomorrow, and we’ll go together to the 

airport?” Alexandria practically vibrated with enthusiasm.  

“Marvelous. Let’s say we meet here at eight thirty to get ourselves 

organized, and we'll be on our way by nine then?” 

“I’ll be here!” Her enthusiasm lit the walls. “My first case!” 

 

 
Alex was beaming, and Ares wanted to stake himself. Mr. Skipper took his 

leave. Alex excused herself for the rest of the evening (mentioning she had 

to meet a friend), and Docherty had gotten on his hands and knees to look 

under his desk for the magazine he had misplaced. 

Ares leaned against the Detective’s desk and pointed out he was still 

holding the Home Decorating magazine while he pondered why Alexandria 

was as quick to leave as she was to visit. Her eagerness partnered with her 

short visits was peculiar.  

Docherty turned to Ares. Forgetting the magazine, he arched his brow. 

“Now then, what say you, Ares? Have a guess at who might be toying with 

our pilot friend?” 

Ares held back a smile. He was more than eager for this investigation. 

It had been a rather dull past couple of months.   

“Hm. With the technical issues being as they are, my guess would be 

goblins. They’ve given us problems in the past with this sort of thing.” 

“Ah, our usual suspects. Yes, that would be a good assumption, but 

goblins are sloppy and generally disorganized. Mr. Skipper didn’t mention 

his planes had pieces torn off and havoc everywhere. It seems to me the 

culprit is a bit tidier and has a degree of cleverness.” Docherty paused to 

play with his mustache and then asked, “What do you say to pixies?”  

“That seems a bit too conspicuous,” Ares said. “With technical issues, 

it’s hard not to go with pixies, especially when it comes to their ability to 

jump into connections and live wires and pop out the other end as little 
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winged people. Pixies normally blow in and out, though, quick like a 

tornado, leaving a trail of destruction behind—not unlike the goblins, but 

when goblins have a leader, they can become impressively coordinated.” 

“You’re quite right, quite right. Our guessing, though fun, does not 

always serve us I’m afraid. We could go on guessing all night. If we go in 

looking for something specific, we may miss what’s right in front of us. Let 

us put our assumptions aside and see what lies ahead of us tomorrow.”  

Ares agreed with the Detective. Goblins or pixies, they would soon 

find out. It was hard to make a judgment call before seeing the location 

anyway. When it came to fairy kind and otherkin, location was key. 

Some fairy preferred to live in mountains, like dwarves, whereas trolls 

preferred hills or dens beside water sources. Location was the first clue as 

to what kind of magickal creature one was dealing with.  

In the city, they had to consider two important things: what was there 

beforehand (was it a wetland that had been filled in or a forest that had 

been cut down?) and what does it resemble now? Skyscrapers were 

intricate architectural designs, and dwarves loved mining and architecture, 

so naturally, large and impressive buildings might have a pull for them, 

whereas a bridge is an ideal location for a troll because it combines two 

things they love: water and a riverbank.  

Most fairy and otherkin were not troublemakers. Despite their powers 

and abilities, they just wanted to be accepted and live as normal an 

existence as possible. The majority of them were appeased by The Grand 

Apology; a broadcast and document that apologized for the environmental 

impact human industry had had on fairy and otherkin habitats. In addition, 

the government had announced the creation of several sanctuaries for fairy 

and otherkin to reside.  

The prime minister had also held a press conference to notify the 

public that they needed to accept their new neighbors, that this was an 

important step in the advancement of mankind and provided a unique lens 

from which to view history from immortals such as vampires.   

Ares had been especially touched by the part about vampires. He had 

been at the press conference in Ottawa with his parents as had many 

magickal creatures. They had all wanted to be there to witness history. 

There were tons of protestors, magickal and human alike, but he had 

been proud to stand with his family on the side of integration and progress.  

The way he saw it, The Great Awakening was one of the best things to 

happen to magickal kind, but not everyone agreed. Religious groups 
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thought it was the apocalypse, and many magickal creatures went insane 

being exposed to humans, but many more species had benefitted. The 

prime minister had even created more green spaces, preserved more 

wilderness areas, and helped green up the cities because so many of the 

magickal folk depended on it. 

Pixies were another thing entirely—everything found them annoying. 

Pixies were small members of the fairy family, and they could fly, turn into 

lights, and travel through circuits and electrical connections. They varied in 

appearance as all fairy did. Some were goat-like, while others were the 

hallmark image of small humans with insect wings. Some had red hair and 

green eyes with human skin tones, while others could be blue, yellow, or 

pink.  

Pixies loved human technology. They enjoyed tricks, such as ruining 

reception and stalling cars. Destroying workplace printers seemed to be a 

universal favorite, and a lot of the time what people referred to as 

“spyware” was really a bunch of raucous pixies terrorizing them.  

Goblins, on the other hand, could be serious trouble. They ate meat, 

both animal and human, and trying to integrate hungry, trouble-seeking 

goblins into human society had proven difficult. They frequented bad areas 

of town, brown fields, and factory sites, or stuck to swamps and wetlands 

outside the city. 

Some were big, some were small, and like pixies, they all looked 

different. They could have hooves, or clawed or webbed hands, and they 

could be green, gray, or black. Some goblins had horns, and others were 

hairy. Regardless of their appearance, they were strong, had mysterious 

powers, and a lot of the time, sharp teeth. 

Hobgoblins, or hobs, were smaller members of the goblin family and 

tended to look a little more human. They often dwelled within human 

homes and were, in a word, harmless. The name hobgoblin led people to 

believe they were malicious like their goblin relatives; however, this was 

often untrue.  

“If it’s pixies, the usual equipment will do, but just in case it’s goblins 

I think it’s best we bring some goblin gear,” said Ares. “I have a couple of 

things we could barter—” 

“It’s good to be cautious,” said Docherty, “but I am confident it’s not 

goblins. Let’s not get ahead of ourselves. Though I would like you to pack 

some ribbon and, I say, do we have anymore doll clothes?” 
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“I believe we do, yes. What—nevermind.” Ares stopped, remembering 

how fond of doll clothes pixies were. “I think I’ll call it a night. I have a 

couple of other matters to attend to, including some assignments to get 

ready for my class on Thursday.” 

“Very well, remember to meet here at nine o’clock and then we’ll 

make arrangements to travel to the train station tomorrow.” 

“You mean eight thirty, and we’re going to the airport, not the—” 

“Yes, yes goodnight,” the Detective said, returning to his magazine.  

Ares shook his head and smirked. He gave up and headed out the door. 

 

 
Ares closed the door to the office, giving the Detective his privacy. He had 

intentionally left without feeding Snow because she had been fed twice the 

night before. He’d decided it was best to fast her for the day. Though the 

night was still young, he would know by the size of her belly tomorrow if 

the Detective had fed her. 

Ares walked thoughtfully down the stairwell. The Detective’s office 

was above a restaurant called A Taste of India, which caused a constant 

supply of exotic aromas. Ares loved it though he knew some humans found 

the smell overpowering. He no longer ate human food, but he could still 

appreciate it.  

Oddly enough, the Detective’s office seemed to escape the smell. 

Perhaps it had a little magick of its own. It always smelled of books and 

cherry tobacco regardless of the odors dominating the stairwell and 

hallway.  

Ares stepped out of the dull orange door at the back entrance and 

called his driver on his cell. He decided he did not need his services for the 

evening. Ares had been driven by two generations of his current driver’s 

family. He missed Yusuf senior. Yusuf’s son, Yusuf junior, was reliable 

but his endless complaining was enough to drive Ares out of the limo to 

walk half the time. “Hoy, my back is the aching constant. I think I need see 

specialist and mine boy, David, he need braces. Too crooked his teeth. If 

only mine boss give me a raise I might provide for heem.” He could drone 

on like that for hours, but Ares was a creature of habit and did not like the 

idea of switching drivers.  
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Tonight he would be relieved of his driver’s monologue. He was 

instead plagued by a twinge of guilt. He had not been entirely honest with 

the Detective—he had already prepared his lectures for Thursday. 

When he woke up this evening, he had immediately pulled up 

Alexandria Docherty’s home address and phone number. A quick search on 

the Internet lead him to some high school literary awards and art exhibits, 

in addition to some photos of the polka band she had been in. 

Not surprising in the least, she had temporarily dated the lead singer, 

an accordion player named Paul Kouwe, a young Caucasian male dressed 

in punk fashion with safety pins, a bad jean jacket with patches, and a 

mohawk. Ares would have been physically ill were he capable of it.  

Ares printed off pictures and local news articles and began a file on 

her. He had memorized her home address and was on his way there. 

Docherty’s office was located on Danforth Avenue, but Alexandria’s 

apartment was somewhere near the High Park area. It was too far to walk 

this time of night. 

Ares loathed public transport. The conglomerate of atrocious 

stimulants he encountered on the bus and subway was enough to turn his 

insides green. Being in such close proximity to humans and squashed into a 

metal tube made him uncomfortable. Sadly, he could not use his driver 

because he would want to know what Ares was up to and Ares needed to 

keep this investigation private. Yusuf and Docherty were good friends and 

Ares wouldn’t put the Detective in an awkward position—not to mention 

the man was incapable of secrecy. And so, with much discontent, he made 

his way to the nearest bus station.  

Ares approached the bus stop but left a considerable amount of 

distance between himself and the other passengers. Having no wish to start 

a conversation, he focused instead on the busy street.  

The Danforth was alive with its usual characters. It was known as a 

Greek section of the city which Ares enjoyed because his mother was 

Greek. It was bursting with theaters, restaurants, and boutiques, all of 

which were flooded with a host of humans, fairy, and otherkin. 

Ares was not sure how A Taste of India snuck in, but a couple of 

Chinese and Japanese restaurants made their way in as well. Ares supposed 

even Greeks wanted to eat something other than Greek food from time to 

time. He was not involved with any of the Greek associations, but he did 

attend the Taste of the Danforth in August when he was not working. It was 
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a street party that all the shops participated in. It seemed out of character 

for him but he sometimes felt nostalgia for his mother’s ancestry.  

In terms of living, the area was a little too lower class for his tastes. 

Some might call him a snob—and Ares would not disagree. While he came 

here to work and visit, his condo was located on Spadina, near the 

entertainment district. Ares owned the building, in addition to several other 

buildings and businesses in the area. He had a private elevator for his 

penthouse to avoid the other tenants, his own driver, a sense of style, and a 

set of standards when it came to living and personal image. He couldn’t be 

bothered with neighbors. He simply didn’t have the time.  

Ares heard a woman’s high-pitched laugh and looked over to the 

entrance of a busy dance club called Wine and Dionysus. The street sign 

glowed red above the door. The building was slate gray, and the door was 

as wine red as the sign. 

The club was rumored to belong to the Greek god Dionysus. While 

Ares believed in Maenads, especially because they were the dancers and 

servers of the club (not to mention tended vineyards in Niagara with a host 

of fawns), he was not sure he believed in gods. Powerful spirits, old fairy 

with god-like qualities, perhaps, but not gods. If there were gods, they had 

never made themselves known to Ares. From what he had seen in 

investigations, if there ever had been gods, they had abandoned their 

magickal children a long time ago.  

Next door, an ogre and a troll were bouncing for another club, Angels 

and Demons. They were both dressed in super-sized tuxedos and doing 

their best to appear civilized. 

The troll had an oval face with big bat ears, a large, flat nose, a tail, 

and muscular arms. Its skin was a little moist looking (he most likely lived 

under a bridge) with a dark, yellowish color to it. The ogre was taller, with 

thick legs and arms more proportionate to its body. It had a round, human-

like face. He was bald and wore such a ridiculous number of large silver 

hoop earrings that his ear lobes stretched down to his shoulders.  

They were chatting with each other when a teenager attempted to get 

in. Ares watched with interest as the young man argued with the ogre. He 

was not surprised when the troll picked the teen up by the pants and 

chucked him, kicking and screaming, into the garbage in the back alley. 

According to law, the troll could not do him any real harm. Ares suspected 

the teen was all right, just a great deal smellier. The troll came back and 

high-fived the ogre, laughing.  
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From what he had heard of the club, it was not a place any respectable 

person should go. Ares was relieved they did not let the teenager in. He 

could smell some of his own kind inside and feel them through the stone 

walls, like an absence or depression. He knew they could feel him too. Not 

wishing to draw any unwanted attention to himself, he was eager for the 

bus to appear. When the bus for High Park finally arrived, Ares plugged his 

nose, and stepped in.  

 

 
Ares eagerly stepped off the bus, looking over his shoulder. He had been 

trapped against the window, begging for freedom from a middle-aged bag 

lady wannabe, who, like the rest of the miserable wretches on the bus, 

found him fascinating. She had sat down beside him only five minutes after 

he had gotten on and placed her hand on his leg. Ares’s eyes had bugged 

out of his skull in horror as his entire body convulsed with revulsion. He 

found her so utterly repulsive that he did not even have a food response and 

had to endure the entire monologue of her life in a failed attempt to seduce 

him.  

Outside, Ares inhaled so deeply he had forgotten he knew how. The 

late fall air filled him like an empty cavity and blew away the last forty-five 

minutes. 

He was never going to ride the bus again. 

Ares tasted the air for hints of Alexandria. As a vampire, he had an 

incredible smell memory. He had noted the peculiarity of her scent earlier 

that day, a bit like sea foam and brine with a hint of lavender. He expected 

her to smell like patchouli, but perhaps she used some other hippie product.  

Ares had to assume she hadn’t been by this way in the last hour or 

so—he couldn’t pick up her scent. He decided to continue to her house.  

He looked around as he walked and found the area to be surprisingly 

charming. The park was lovely and much larger than he had anticipated. He 

decided to come back another night to get a better look around.  

Ares turned off Bloor Street and headed down Parkside Drive to 

Westminster Avenue. He kept his senses sharp, not wishing to bump into 

Alexandria on his little excursion. He had anticipated some slum area, the 

kind university students normally survived in, but what he came upon 
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instead was a comfortable middle class neighborhood. Alexandria’s house 

was no exception.   

Ares got out his small, black leather notebook. One of the first things 

Docherty had taught him was that all good investigators take notes and 

pictures. The Detective had given him a notebook their first Christmas 

together (the Detective’s all-time favorite holiday, next to Halloween).  

He got out his pen and jotted down some defining features of the yard 

and house:  

 

-Small front yard, no tacky plastic animals 

-Cracked walkway leading to front porch 

-Wooden steps, possibly squeaky 

-Trim needs repainting 

-No car in driveway, garage present—smells of oil and gas. May have car.  

-Some small prisms in windows 

-Color: white paneling, red brick & white trim w/ black shingles 

-Eastern white cedars on either side of front porch 

-Small white fenced-in garden in front of porch. Front lawn needs raking. 

-Rocking white wicker loveseat w/ small table and another wicker chair 

-Fenced-in backyard 

-Dark red door with lovely glass window design (looks like ivy vines. 

Perhaps she’s not as tacky as originally speculated). 

 

Ares pocketed his notebook and scanned the area to make sure no one 

was in sight. He wanted to avoid suspicion, so when he spotted a couple 

walking across the street he decided to glamor himself. He pictured himself 

dissolving and disappearing into his surroundings. He became the house 

behind him, the yard and trees. He bled into the scenery with ease. He felt a 

lightness settle over him and knew it had worked. To the human eye, Ares 

was invisible.  

He walked up the driveway without a sound. Another perk to being a 

vampire—he could be completely still and absolutely silent. He headed 

toward the fence and hopped over it. He landed quietly and scanned the 

area. To his surprise, the yard was fairly tidy. He had expected a salvaging 

yard; what he found instead were hand-placed flat rocks on the lawn that 

made a path to the backyard. Along either side of him were dormant shrubs 

and spent herbs and grasses from the season. He noted that many of them 
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were native species while some were medicinal or culinary herbs. He got 

out his notebook, jotting down the information. 

To his right, next to a boulder covered in old growth from the season, 

was a little sign that read “Grow Where You are Planted.” Despite what he 

thought of Alexandria, he found the sign endearing—tacky, but touching. 

The back of the yard caused him to do a double take. With his acute 

night vision, it came alive. The garden was layered with small, native rocks 

dividing it as it rose to the back fence. Small, gently glowing spirit houses 

dotted the miniature landscape, and Ares noted the square solar panels on 

the top of each one. An artificial, yet tasteful, waterfall sang from the right-

hand corner and ran into a small pool. The pond was medium-sized and 

dark, but Ares could see some scarlet and white shapes sleeping beneath 

the surface: goldfish. 

Next to the pond was a statue of a girl in a nice Sunday dress, her head 

tilted as she silently serenaded the fish and garden with her fiddle. Ares 

admired the detail of her dress and the delicate ribbon in her hair. She was 

smiling a sweet smile, though if he concentrated hard enough, Ares 

imagined she held a secret in the corner of her lips.  

He admired the time and effort that had gone into the garden. It was 

already trimmed and ready for the growing season with all the dead foliage 

removed. Every nook and cranny had been tended and manicured. 

He had almost been taken in by the magick of the place when he 

spotted something peculiar: a circle of stones. At the center lay a raised 

slab of rock that appeared to be a table or altar with a single tea light 

resting inside a marble candleholder. Ares considered taking a photo, but 

without a dark setting he’d need the flash. He decided to sketch the stones 

instead as he mulled over some serious questions. Alexandria was involved 

in something occult related—the circle of stones clearly indicated that, but 

what kind of occult he would need to find out. 

Some clue may yet be woven into the garden’s mysteries, but as much 

as Ares admired the horticulture, it was time to go inside. He was mostly 

likely going to obtain more vital information from the house anyway. He 

could linger in the garden another evening.  

Ares regarded the house. A window would probably be the best place 

to enter, but he needed a window without a prism hanging in it, and she had 

quite a few. The prisms were an old-magick-turned-new-age-trend. Cheesy 

suction-cup trinkets with prisms hanging in them flooded malls, specialty 
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shops, and even Wal-Mart these days, but while they were tacky, they had 

magick. They prevented Ares from getting in.  

Prisms captured light and fractured it into color, but they also 

fractured negativity and prevented it from entering. Ares was a predator, 

and he was, in a sense, negativity. He found the prisms unnerving. The 

longer he looked at them, the more they distorted his vision. If he had any 

previous doubts about Alexandria being involved in the occult, they had 

fallen away—like he would if he tried to get into any of those windows.   

He noted too that each window glimmered slightly when he looked at 

them a certain way. He strained his eyes, focusing closer than any unaided 

human eye could. She had drawn protective magickal lines along each 

windowsill. He stood back and let his eyes blur—the entire house had a 

reflective blue shield pulsing around it. It reminded him of reflections on 

water.  

Ares turned away and considered his options. He would have to pick 

the lock on the back door. He reached into his coat and pulled out his black 

leather gloves and the lock picking kit the Detective had given him on their 

second Christmas together. He smirked. While he was unable to enter 

through a window, he suspected he’d be able to enter through a door if he 

focused on something positive, like puppies or kittens. He assumed the 

trick was that no one could enter the house if they intended it or any of its 

occupants harm. Ares did not have a lot of experience with witchcraft, but 

having quite a few years behind him as a vampire and an investigator, he 

trusted his instincts. 

He approached the house and stepped quietly up to the backdoor. Ares 

took out a couple of needle-thin pieces from his kit and began working on 

the lock. He focused on happy thoughts and forced feelings of peace onto 

himself. He heard a click indicating the lock had released and turned the 

doorknob slowly. He neatly set the tools back into place and tucked the kit 

away.  

The house was dark, which Ares hoped was a sign that everyone was 

either out or sleeping. He sniffed and listened carefully. He did not smell 

anyone, but what he did smell he had not anticipated. Ares suddenly 

panicked. He realized all too late that Alexandria had a dog. Just as he took 

a step inside, a black dog came thundering down the stairs to the basement, 

hackles raised, and jaws flapping as it barked the alarm.  

Ares went bug-eyed. He tripped, regained his footing, whipped around 

and slammed the door behind him just before the dog reached him. She 
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smashed into the door and it shuddered against her weight. Ares could hear 

her barking and clawing at the door. 

Why hadn’t he smelled her outside? Was it part of some enchantment 

in the yard? Ares never would have entered and exposed himself if he’d 

know there was a dog in the house. He loathed dogs. The prejudice had 

started on their end. The moment he became a vampire, every domesticated 

animal turned on him. If anything, he preferred cats. Most of them tolerated 

him; some even seemed to like him. Horses and livestock fled from him, 

and a friend’s parrot tried to pluck his eye out once. Dogs, though, the city 

was full of them, stray and owned alike, and they gave him nothing but 

grief.  

This really vexed his plans. He and the dog both knew that she was 

incapable of hurting him, but that would not stop her from trying. Ares 

admired her loyalty, annoying as it was.  

Ares could easily dispatch the dog, but he had no interest in harming 

an innocent animal, nor did he want to blow his cover. He stared out into 

the garden, admiring it one last time, and decided he would have to come 

back another night.  

  



Sarah WaterRaven 

Chapter Three 
 

Ares casually walked up the stairs, taking in the rich smells of the cooking 

below. He used to love butter chicken and reminisced on the flavorful 

foods he used to eat when he was human. His watch went off just as he 

approached the door. Ares paused to turn the alarm off and heard voices 

coming from inside the office. He sniffed the air—he smelled Alexandria 

and Docherty. They were laughing together.  

He was half an hour early, and the two of them were having their own 

private party. Ares felt all the hairs on his arms rise. He contemplated 

leaving and returning in twenty minutes, but decided he would not be so 

easily deterred.  

He opened the door and found the Detective and Alexandria bent over 

Snow’s aquarium. What he saw next shocked him to his core. Inside the 

aquarium swam a scuba diver with bubbles coming out of his mask. Ares 

stood opened-mouthed in the doorway.  

“Why it’s perfect! Just the thing the tank needed. I dare say Snow 

seems positively fascinated! Look how excited she is, the dear ol’ girl. Ha 

ha.” 

Snow was indeed following the little diver around, nibbling at his 

plastic fins.  

Alexandria giggled. “I just thought your mermaid could use a little 

company, you know? She looked so lonely in that big tank by herself.” 

Ares caught something then, something that surprised and puzzled 

him. Alexandria hadn’t caught it, but Ares felt it. He sensed a subtle change 

in Docherty, an emotional response to what Alexandria had said. Ares tilted 

his head and regarded the Detective with a furrowed brow. 

Docherty wore the tiniest hint of a frown. He was looking at the 

aquarium with glazed eyes—tears? But then, just like that, he looked over 

to the door and snapped out of it. 

“Oh, I say! Ares. Come in, come in! So good to see you! We weren’t 

expecting you for another half hour. You are ever punctual, my good man!”  

“Thank you, Detective. Good to see you as well.” Ares tried to hide 

the uneasiness he was feeling. 

“Ares, you’ve got to come here and see what Alex has surprised me 

with! It’s the most delightful little contraption. Absolutely brilliant.” 
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Ares stepped over, feigning surprise, “Oh, I see you have a new tank 

decoration.” Ares avoided eye contact with Alexandria. He stared instead at 

the monstrosity inside the aquarium. That was it. If she wanted to play hard 

ball, he was game. He stared daggers into the little diver. 

“What-what do you think, Ares?”  

“How nice of you to get the Detective such a—thoughtful gift,” he 

replied, trying to hide his disdain.  

“Oh, thank you.” She smiled tentatively. 

“Ha! Look at her go for those little fins! Looks like our little girl is 

going to get some exercise for the next few days, eh? Ha ha!” 

“Perhaps we should get going. Traffic being unpredictable, I think it’s 

best we make our way to the airport,” Ares said, wanting to put as much 

distance between himself and the tacky diver as possible.  

Ares knew it was foolish, but he could not help feeling betrayed. How 

could Snow do this to him? Was she going to succumb to Alexandria’s 

false charm too?  

He would win her back; he’d think of something. Snow was the 

closest thing he had ever had to a pet.  

“You are ever dedicated to the job. That’s why I pay you top dollar, 

eh, Ares?”  

Ares held back an eye roll.  

Docherty smiled and continued, “You are right, though. Traffic in 

Toronto is entirely unpredictable. Let us be off then, shall we?” 

“Great. I can’t wait to see the two of you in action,” Alexandria said, 

smiling. 

 

 
Daniel Skipper, or Dan Skip as he had insisted on them calling him (Ares 

felt there was something to be said about people who nicknamed 

themselves) was waiting for them at terminal one in his oversized black 

Hummer. Ares figured he was trying to impress them and hoped he’d 

squashed that when they arrived in his limo. 

Ares had to call his driver after they had all stepped out of the office 

and Docherty realized he did not own a car. The Detective suggested public 

transport, but Ares pointed out that it would take too long and decided to 

call Yusuf. 
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After a painful ride, during which Yusuf complained about the 

rheumatism in his left shoulder and Alexandria suggested a holistic cream 

she used and several herbal remedies he might consider, Ares was relieved 

to be out of the limo—until he was in the Hummer with Skipper.  

He attempted to lose himself in the business of the terminal: taxis 

fighting for space, people climbing in and out of vehicles, and luggage 

littering the curb. Despite what others might think, Ares enjoyed watching 

the chaos of mortals. It calmed him, though remaining calm was a struggle 

with Dan in the car. Daniel droned on about his planes, his wealth, and the 

exaggerated amount of important people he knew to Alexandria and 

Docherty (Dan and Ares had silently agreed to ignore each other) as he 

drove them down the back roads. 

Ares peered out across the runways, admiring the beauty of the airport 

lights. They reminded him of stars or sprites and he looked forward to the 

day he could see spaceships landing and taking off with as much regularity 

as the planes he saw now. He knew nothing about flying, but he 

appreciated the craft. Dan Skip appreciated it too it seemed—it was just a 

shame he hadn’t educated himself on the subject, because Ares was pretty 

sure that “aviational” wasn’t a real word.  

“Here we are,” Daniel said, smiling to Alexandria. 

Ares was the first to get out.   

It was a relatively small hangar. They had passed numerous 

commercial hangars that more than dwarfed this one. Regardless, Ares was 

eager to take a look inside. Dan led the way with Alexandria in tow.  

Skipper hit the switch for the lights as they entered. The large halogen 

lamps wavered as they lit up and Ares found himself squinting. It was as 

bright as daylight inside but once his eyes adjusted he examined the hangar.  

There were only two planes. The other three must have either been 

outside or out flying. The planes were much smaller than he had 

anticipated, each one sporting a gleaming set of propellers on their wings. 

Ares imagined a bumpy, yet thrilling, ride. He would have to learn how to 

fly someday.  

“Well, where would you like to begin? Heh, I’m kinda new to all this. 

Would you like me outta your hair or do you mind if I stick around? I could 

always do some paperwork in the office and keep outta your way.” 

“We could always use a fresh set of eyes, Mr. Skipper,” replied the 

Detective. “It’s also a good idea to have the client present during the initial 
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investigation to answer any question that might pop up. Now then, Ares, 

would you grab the trunk out of the car? Thank you.” 

 

 
Ares fetched the Detective’s trunk and his spare bag out of the Hummer 

and carried them inside. The trunk was a suitcase made of mahogany 

leather and was covered with faded golden leaf designs. It was 

compartmentalized and separated into numerous drawers and spaces of 

varying sizes. Ares stood the suitcase on its side and unlatched the metal 

clasps. There were a few odds and ends the Detective had picked up over 

the years inside, intermixed with documents and old forensics supplies, 

which had proven useful while investigating.  

“What equipment were you thinking of, Detective?” Ares asked while 

he opened a couple of drawers and looked in. Alexandria walked over to 

take a peek. Ares proceeded to ignore her.  

“Actually, never mind. I think I’d like to take a look around for now. 

Get out your notebook and we’ll begin with some notes.” 

Ares sighed and closed the trunk. He and Alexandria headed back over 

to the Detective and Skipper.  

Ares was retrieving his notebook from his pocket when one of the 

tools from his lock picking kit slipped out. The sound of the pin hitting the 

floor seemed to slow time, echoing thunderously throughout the hangar as 

if it were an empty cavity. Ares dropped to the floor and retrieved the tool 

in a heartbeat. Were he capable of sweating, he’d have been standing in a 

puddle. Concerned that someone had noticed, he glanced at his colleagues. 

They were all standing in front of one of the planes, listening to Dan, and it 

seemed that no one had noticed. Ares let out a sigh of relief. Thankfully, 

humans were practically deaf.  

“Ares, are you coming? I dare say, what’s the hold up?” Docherty 

asked. He turned back toward the plane and placed his hand on his chin 

thoughtfully. 

“Mr. Skip, you mentioned the problems only happened on the planes 

themselves, correct? No issues in the hangar?”  

“That’s correct.” 

“Make sure you mark that down, Ares,” Docherty instructed him. 

“Of course,” Ares said while he got out his pen. 
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“Now then, may we go aboard?” the Detective inquired.  

“Absolutely. I’d love to show you around.” Dan retrieved a stepladder 

and rolled it over to the door of the plane and then walked up the steps to 

open the latch. Once open, he stepped inside.  

After a moment he popped his head out, shouting, “Come on up!” He 

held out his hand for Alexandria, who was the first up the ladder. Ares 

rolled his eyes. What was the world coming to—couldn’t she walk up the 

ladder herself? How could his one escape from human ridiculousness be so 

polluted? 

Ares and Docherty were right behind them. Ares kept a close eye on 

Daniel, who reeked of masculine desire. He did not trust the man around 

Alexandria. 

“Come on over here and step into the cockpit, Alex. Ever seen a 

cockpit up close before?” Dan asked, his tone saturated with intent. 

“Oh, uh no,” Alexandria answered. “I can’t say that I have.” She 

tripped and almost fell forward, but stopped herself by grabbing on to one 

of the aisle seats. Ares eyed Dan suspiciously.   

“Are you alright?” Dan asked. 

“Yes, sorry. I must have tripped on some wires.”  

Ares looked by her feet and didn’t see anything. He watched them 

continue to the cockpit before turning toward the Detective. They were still 

within earshot and he knew he could get to them easily if he heard anything 

questionable.  

Docherty was busy taking a close look at the passenger seats and aisle 

way with his magnifying glass. Generally speaking, the two of them were 

never without their notebooks or gloves, but the Detective kept a few 

additional instruments, such as his magnifying glass.  

“Hm,” the Detective said out loud. 

“The plane appears pretty clean,” Ares commented, fairly sure he was 

thinking the same thing. 

If it were goblins they would have torn the plane apart. They were 

entirely conspicuous, leaving nothing but dirty hand and foot prints all over 

the place, with detritus and damaged belongings everywhere—but this 

plane was spotless. 

Considering the damage was done specifically to the plane, which had 

remained mostly intact, it was becoming less likely that pixies or goblins 

were the culprits. Ares was disappointed he had not guessed right, but time 

would tell.  
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Dan’s heavy steps came up behind him. “Find anything?”  

Ares’s senses were overwhelmed with the smell of commercial 

masculine cologne. 

“Well, I don’t know how you’d find anything in this mess,” 

Alexandria said. “Honestly, where do you begin?” she asked, stepping out 

of the cockpit.  

For a moment, they all stared at her. Ares was pretty sure they all 

looked like they were on a poorly written sitcom that had just hit a bad 

punch line. Slowly, yet surely, they all came out of it. Docherty was the 

first to respond. “Ares, get to the trunk—the headbands.” 

“On it.” Ares whipped out of the plane and hurriedly unbuckled the 

clasps on the old trunk. In a panic, he opened a couple of the wrong 

drawers, but he soon found the right one. He grabbed four brown leather 

headbands and headed back to the plane. Mirrors were attached to the 

headbands, and each mirror was positioned on the end of a thin, metal rod. 

They were like rearview mirrors, but for people. They were a clever 

invention of the Detective’s.  

Most fairy and some otherkin had the ability to glamor themselves but 

a more powerful fairy, or a group of fairies, could camouflage a whole 

place. If Alexandria was seeing something they all weren’t, something was 

up—with the plane and with Alexandria.  

The illusion magick only worked if you looked directly at the fairy or 

the object that they were glamoring. If, however, you looked at it through a 

mirror, the glamor could be dispelled. Ares never quite understood it, 

especially since the “illusion” defied physics. Once you dispelled the 

glamor, the reality could change everything, which would explain why 

Alexandria had tripped on something that no one else had. She was not 

seeing the glamor. She was seeing the reality.  

Ares was back in the plane in an instant and caught the tail end of 

something Dan was saying. “But what do you mean the plane’s a mess? 

Take a look around. It couldn’t be cleaner if it were brand new.”  

“Perhaps this will help clear things up, Mr. Skipper. Thank you, 

Ares,” the Detective said while he fitted his headband over his head. “Dear 

me,” he added when he peered into the mirror attached to his head.  

Suddenly, Ares heard laughter and the sound of small feet running on 

the outside of the plane. Everyone looked up. They had all heard it. 
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Daniel quickly put on his headband and looked around like an idiot. 

Ares placed his headband on and turned so he could take a good look at the 

plane. The once-pristine cabin disappeared, revealing a total disaster. 

It was a mess, but not the kind of mess pixies or goblins would leave 

behind. This was methodical. Pieces had been stripped off, and wires and 

circuit boards were exposed. The piles of equipment and tools were a little 

too neat for goblin or pixie mischief.   

“Do you guys see it now? It’s not just me?” Alexandria asked with 

concern. 

“I sure as hell see it! What’s going on here? Is this some sort of optical 

illusion?” Dan’s face reddened as he adjusted his mirror angrily.  

“It’s no trick, I’m afraid. Someone has been tampering with your 

planes and hiding behind a little magick. We call this a glamor, Mr. 

Skipper. It’s a talent that most fairies possess,” Docherty informed him 

with one massive eye peering at them through his mirror.  

Ares was about to add to what the Detective said when something 

heavy hit him on the head. He ducked, covering his head instinctively, and 

moved to the side. He looked down to see a wrench on the floor. Laughter 

echoed throughout the plane. Were Ares a lesser man he would have 

sworn. 

“Are you okay?” Alexandria asked. She began to push past Dan and 

came toward him. 

“I’m alright,” he replied, taking a step back as she approached. 

“Are you sure? That hit you right on the head,” she said, lifting her 

hands as if to touch him. He stepped back again and almost tripped. 

“Sorry. I just wanted to make sure you were alright,” she said, backing 

away. 

“I will be fine, but before anyone else gets hurt, we need to figure out 

what’s going on here. Did you see anything else in the cockpit?” he asked, 

searching her face. He still didn’t understand how she could see through the 

glamor and they could not. 

“It looks like the rest of the plane, torn open with wires sticking out,” 

Alexandria replied, walking back to the cockpit. 

“Are you kidding me?” Daniel barked, clearly not taking this well.  

“What do you think, Detective?” Ares asked, removing his headband. 

“What’s the next step?” 

But before Docherty could say anything, Ares heard a squeak from 

Alexandria in the cockpit. In a flash, he flew past Dan Skip, hopped over 
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the passenger seats, and was in the doorway of the cockpit. His eyes were 

wild and his senses high; Alexandria was standing in front of him. Her 

headband dangled from her hand as she stared at a small man sitting on the 

yoke of the plane. He took his small snoopy cap off and bowed to 

Alexandria. 

He said in a very formal tone, “I beg your pardon, miss, but I had not 

been expecting royalty on me plane this evening. Welcome aboard. May I 

get you anything, m’lady?” 

Ares arched his brow and looked at Alexandria. 

“Oh, I— thank you, but no.” She looked at Ares for help. 

The little man was less than a foot tall and was dressed in 

barnstorming aviation clothing: tan slacks, black boots, a black leather 

jacket, and a red scarf. He wore a cap that reminded Ares of the Red Baron, 

with dangling leather straps, and held a pair of goggles in his hands. He had 

pointed ears and a small pointed nose. He almost looked like the human 

stereotype of a Christmas elf, minus the pointed shoes and clothing. 

“Pardon me, m’lady, but is he with you?” The little man indicated 

Ares, eyeing him suspiciously. Ares was not unaccustomed to fairy being 

untrusting or wary of his kind. In truth, there was not a lot of love between 

them.  

“Uh—yes, yes he is with me. This is Ares, and my name is 

Alexandria. It’s nice to meet you.” As she spoke, she performed what some 

might call a curtsy. 

Ares looked at her with a queer expression as the Detective and Dan 

stuffed themselves into the doorway of the cockpit. It was getting crowded. 

“It is an honor to meet you, m’lady, Alexandria. They call me Bron. 

Who is your other friend? Him, I know,” Bron said, indicating Dan Skipper 

with what Ares could only describe as contempt. 

Alexandria looked over at Dan questioningly before she replied, “This 

is my uncle, Detective Docherty.” 

“Are you the one responsible for all of this?” Dan’s angry eye glared 

at the fairy from his mirror as he stood backwards in the doorway. Ares 

considered telling Skipper he didn’t need the mirror anymore, as Bron had 

removed his glamor, but Ares was never one to ruin a good show.  

“If you’re referencing the improvements, why yes. This is my work. 

How are you finding the—”  
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Dan spun around and lunged at him, shouting, “Why you little shit!” 

but before he could finish, a panel of the plane disappeared, and Daniel fell 

through the floor. 

“Oh my Goddess!” Alexandria cried as she leaned forward to look 

down the hole. “Dan! Dan, are you alright?”  

Bron disappeared, and peals of laughter erupted from the rest of the 

plane. Ares supposed he could have caught Dan before he fell through the 

floor, but he had been as shocked as everyone else—or so he told himself. 

Fortunately, the plane was not that high off the ground and Ares could 

hear Daniel moaning below. He was not dead, which, as far as Ares was 

concerned, may or may not be a good thing 

“I’m going to go see if he’s alright,” Alexandria informed them. “It 

doesn’t look like he broke anything, but you can never tell.” She got up and 

hurried out of the cockpit, saying, “I’ll be right back.” 

Ares turned to find the Detective moving back toward the passenger 

seats and followed him out of the cockpit. 

“I think Dan’s alright,” Ares told him. “What are you doing?” 

The Detective was sitting down in one of the front passenger seats 

shaking his wrist and tapping his watch. 

“Blasted thing. It appears to have stopped running. I say, what a 

shame. It’s an antique.” 

“What?” Ares looked at him perplexed. 

“My watch. I bought it ten years back at a charming gift shop in 

Scotland. It’s so hard to find someone who can get it ticking again these 

days. So many people rely on those digital contraptions. A serious shame. I 

had hoped it would last me a while longer. Ares, you don’t know anyone in 

town that can fix watches, do you?” 

“No,” he said pausing, wondering why the Detective was talking about 

his watch. “I’ve got one of those digital contraptions, a Timex Ironman. I 

normally replace them instead of fixing them. I like updating to new 

technologies. I’m sure you could find a jeweler or department store that 

could fix it—” 

Ares heard footsteps up the ladder and assumed it was Alexandria.  

“He’s alright,” she said breathless. “He had the wind knocked out of 

him, but he’s sitting up now. Uncle Docherty, are you okay? Did something 

happen?” Alexandria directed the last question to Ares. 

“He’s fine. His watch stopped,” Ares replied, unsure of what else to 

say.  



Detective Docherty and the Demon’s Tears 

 

“Blast, if I can’t get it up and running, it’s the end of it. Poor ol’ thing. 

I wish I knew someone who could fix it.” Docherty sighed mournfully. 

“Detective, I think we’ve got bigger problems to—” Ares stopped. 

On the passenger seat next to the Detective, Bron appeared. He stood 

on top of the backrest, as agile as a cat, and peered over the Detective’s 

shoulder. 

“Pardon me, sir. Is that a Davis Olympian watch?” the little man 

asked.  

“Why, yes! Yes it is. Do you know it?”   

“If you don’t mind my saying, Davis must have been part gremlin, 

because he made some of the best watches around,” Bron replied, moving 

closer.  

Gremlins. They were gremlins. Why had he not guessed that earlier? 

Planes, technology, sabotage—it was all too obvious.   

“Do you think you could have a look at it?” Docherty asked, showing 

him the watch. 

“I don’t see why not. I bet I can get ‘er running. Did you say it was ten 

years old?” Bron inquired as Docherty handed him the Davis Olympian. 

In Bron’s hands, the watch seemed gigantic. The fairy opened the face 

plate, revealing tiny gears. He started to tinker with it using a needle-like 

instrument that reminded Ares of his lock-picking kit.   

“Older, actually. It was an antique when I bought it. I’ve tried to keep 

it in good running order; however, my knowledge is so limited when it 

comes to these things. It was a good thing you were here, I say. I couldn’t 

be more relieved.” 

Bron didn’t reply. His focus remained on the watch while Docherty sat 

beaming next to him. To Ares’s surprise, several other gremlins started to 

appear. It was if they came into focus, as if they had always been there, 

somewhere in the background—the same way vampires did it.  

Except for Bron, they were all dressed like mechanics. Each gremlin 

wore a tool belt and had grease stains and smudges all over them.  

Ares noticed one of the gremlins was female (with some fairy, it was 

not always easy to tell the genders apart). She had a red scarf similar to 

Bron’s, and her hair was tied back. She even had a small pair of glasses 

perched on her nose. 

“Good evening.” The Detective nodded happily to the new gremlins.  

Ares stood there dumbfounded. How did the Detective do it? 
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He started to smile, but stopped himself when he realized Alexandria 

was smiling back at him. 

“I say, Bron, do you work on these planes as well?”  

“That’s right. Though she ain’t much to look at right now,” the 

gremlin replied. His tongue stuck out of the corner of his mouth as he 

concentrated. 

“Most impressive. How long have you been at it? I imagine it’s rather 

time consuming.” 

“Oh, just o’er the past couple of months. We had a home here before 

they built the hangar. When the airport moved here years ago, we were 

none too happy about it as we once shared the property with a lot o’ nice 

neighbors. However, change is change. We were fine for a time, but when 

Mr. Skipper built the hangar, we had no choice but to move into the planes. 

They are nice ‘n all, but they have a lot of problems. We decided to 

make a few improvements, but they keep runnin’ ‘em before we can 

finish.”  

“You don’t say? I can see how that would be quite bothersome—” 

“Excuse me, but just what 'n hell is going on here?” 

Dan was back. He leaned heavily against the doorframe. It looked as 

though he was favoring his left leg. It was interesting to note though that 

his hair hadn’t moved an inch. Ares wondered what type of wood glue Dan 

used for hair gel.    

“Oh, I say! Daniel, you’re back. Good to see you’re alright. Now then, 

Bron here was telling me how he and his family lived here prior to your 

development. Isn’t that interesting?” 

“Yes, it is interesting,” interrupted Alexandria. “Isn’t it illegal to build 

on green property without an inspection by the Bureau of Otherkin and 

Fairy Affairs? You built your hangar on their home.” 

“Hey now, this hangar was built well before The Great Awakening.” 

“Yes, but the laws have changed. I was reading in the paper the other 

day—I think it was—” Alexandria paused thoughtfully. “Yes, the article 

said, 'Any establishment built within the last twenty years must undergo an 

inspection to make sure the native inhabitants have not been disturbed, and 

if they have, the property owner is responsible for compensation up to 

eighty percent in cost or equivalent land value.’”  

The Detective’s newfound niece was full of surprises. Ares had not 

expected her to be up to date with fairy and otherkin affairs. He might have 

been impressed were it not for the peculiarities surrounding her life.   



Detective Docherty and the Demon’s Tears 

 

“Alexandria is right. While the department has taken it upon 

themselves to check up on developments within the last twenty years, it is 

the responsibility of the property owner to contact them for an inspection. 

If the bureau had gotten to you before we had, you could have been facing 

some serious fines.” 

“Are you kiddin’ me? What kind of kooky Detective agency is this? I 

lease this property from the airport and had this hangar built in a clean and 

honest business fashion. When it was built, there were no fairy, or whatever 

these things are. They didn’t show up until recently.” 

“Things?” Alexandria hissed. 

Ares was taken aback by her sudden change in demeanor, though 

externally he regarded her coolly.  

“Dear me, we seem to have a bit of a misunderstanding here,” the 

Detective said. “I say, Bron, mind if we step out a moment while you work 

on that watch? I think there may have been a mix up with our friend Daniel 

here.” 

“Not to worry. I’ll have this Davis runnin’ in no time. You take care of 

what you need to.” 

Docherty left his watch with the gremlins and walked over to Daniel. 

The Detective whispered, “I think it’s best we move this outside.”  

Dan didn’t respond. His face was red and his attitude far from 

understanding. Ares wondered how the Detective planned to cool him off. 

If the gremlins thought the plane was theirs, Ares was not sure what they 

could do about it.  

Ares followed the Detective as he assisted Dan down the ladder. 

Alexandria stayed back, lingering in the cabin with the gremlins.  

“Alright, what is all this nonsense about? He can’t just take my planes 

because I built a hangar on his rabbit hole, or whatever he called a home,” 

Daniel spat as they took their last steps off the ladder.  

“Well, that’s not a very nice thing to say.” Ares turned to see 

Alexandria coming down the ladder. 

“Oh, I didn’t mean—” Dan began. 

“How would you like it if someone knocked your house down without 

asking and built a hangar on it? Laws have been put in place to protect fairy 

and otherkin. In accordance with The Grand Apology, you should have had 

someone come out and examine the land for fairy and otherkin inhabitants 

before you—” 

“Right, right. You’re absolutely right, but I didn’t get a chance—” 
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“Really, Dan Skip, there is no excuse for this,” Alexandria replied. “If 

Bron takes this to court, it doesn’t look very good for you. I’d listen to what 

the Detective has to say before you slander that nice gentleman inside.” 

Alexandria’s cheeks were flushed and her tone full of disgust. Ares 

didn’t know whether to be irritated or impressed. He looked at the 

Detective who was gaping at his niece.  

When the Detective realized everyone was looking at him, he 

recovered by clearing his throat. “Hem. Mr. Skip, Alex has a point. There 

are laws in place for this sort of thing. After The Grand Apology, the 

Bureau of Otherkin and Fairy Affairs was created to avoid and correct such 

conflicts. Though we are on airport property, it’s quite possible that Bron 

and his family were living here for years, and I mean centuries, before the 

airport even existed. It is therefore his property, and the airport had no right 

to sell or lease it to you. Therefore, I suggest we strike a bargain with 

Bron,” the Detective said.  

“How do you mean?” Dan Skip asked, warily. 

“I mean, you might want to consider asking him if you can use his 

planes.”  

“But they’re my planes!” 

“Yes, yes, of course,” said the Detective. He continued in a hushed 

voice. “But until you can replace the home that you have taken away from 

Bron, I suggest you act as though the planes are his and ask him for 

permission to use them. I think you’ll find that he is exceptionally handy to 

have around.” 

“Okay, okay. Wait. So, you’re saying that I have to temporarily let 

this—this little man think that these planes are his, and I have to buy him a 

new home?” Dan groaned unhappily. 

“Yes. Listen, my dear fellow, you don’t want this to become a legal 

matter. Some fairy folk have exceptional amounts of money and resources. 

If you get the courts involved, you risk a run-in with LEAFF, the League of 

Elvin Alliance Freedom Fighters, and trust me, lad, you don’t want that. 

They could take your planes and the entire hangar away from you, in 

addition to causing trouble for the airport.  

“I suggest you take my advice. Ask him if you can use his planes for 

now, while you search for a new home for him. I also suggest you ask for 

his assistance with the mechanical issues you’ve been having. As for the 

new home, it will only be a small woodlot, something green, no building of 

any kind.”  
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The Detective looked pleased with his plan and smiled encouragingly.  

Daniel furrowed his brow while he considered his options. Alex 

walked up beside Ares and looked at Skipper expectantly.  

Dan finally relented, “Alright, alright, we’ll try it.”  

“Brilliant!” exclaimed Docherty, clapping.  

“Ha ha, well, we’ll get the lad out here and see what we can work out. 

Alex, my dear, he seems to like you. Would you ask him to come out to 

negotiate?” 

“I’d be happy to,” Alex said as she turned to step up the ladder. 

Ares walked over to the investigation trunk to start the paperwork. 

When it came to fairies and humans living together, communication often 

presented a problem, and there were some key dos and don’ts that he and 

the Detective had compiled. Ares pulled out the drawer that acted as a 

traveling filing cabinet and searched the labels for “gremlin”. He pulled a 

sheet out and scanned it over to make sure it was up to date. The paper 

read: 

 
Gremlins 

 
Congratulations! You have gremlins, part of the hob branch of fairies, 

consisting of brownies, gnomes, dwarves, and other small human-like fairy. 

Gremlins are typically smaller and often out of sight, but chances are you know 

they are around because your appliances and mechanical belongings are falling 

apart. Stay clear of electrical outlets until you have established a better 

relationship. 

 

Follow these few steps and watch a beneficial relationship grow: 

 

1. Never refer to your gremlin(s) as gremlin(s). It is a human term, and they 

find it offensive (regardless of whether they use the word). Acceptable 

references include “good neighbor,” “fairy” or “fairies,” “kinder folk,” or you 

may refer to them by their personal names.  

 

2. Do Not thank them. Instead, compliment them often on the hard work they 

have done, even if they have intentionally sabotaged something. The positive 

reinforcement will encourage them to actually mend things for you and to 

improve your equipment in ways you could not imagine. Please follow this step 

closely, otherwise their antics will only get worse. 
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3. Leaving clothes out for them will not send them away. It will only anger 

them by implying that you find their current clothes inadequate.  

 

4. Offerings of food are welcomed. No table scraps, please; this is offensive. 

 

5. Do not speak down to your gremlin(s). Ever.  

 

6. Always acknowledge that whatever technology they say they have invented, 

they have invented. 

 

7. Never pick them up because you think they are cute. 

 

8. Give them the remote to the TV if they ask for it.  

 

9. And lastly, take their advice about mechanical and electrical things. You will 

insult them if you do not, and you will most likely be missing out as you will 

never find more advanced technologically or harder workers.  

 

Traditional food offerings: Honey, mead, and milk; honey and bread; and bread 

and tea.  

 

Non-traditional food offerings: Pizza, cookies, root beer, brownies, scones, rice 

crisp squares, and popcorn.  

 

Note: Mead is an acceptable food offering, but not a recommended one. 

Prepare yourself for the worst if you offer it.  

 

If you have any questions or if you have an issue that is not addressed here, 

feel free to write to: Detective_Docherty@Docherty.com 

 

 
Alexandria had brought Bron out, and they were sitting on the ladder 

together. He was dangling his feet on the step next to her, talking with the 

Detective and Dan, while Alexandria smiled down at him. Her eyes seemed 

to sparkle with wonder. Ares caught himself staring at her and abruptly 

returned to his work.  
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He mentally reviewed the events of the evening while putting together 

an invoice for their services. For reasons that he would soon unearth, 

Alexandria could see through fairy glamor. Bron had also referred to 

Alexandria as royalty. The only royalty that fairy kind acknowledged was 

their own. If she were their kind, surely Ares would have uncovered that 

somewhere in her past. At the very least, he would have sensed her power, 

but he felt nothing. For all intents and purposes, she felt human. She even 

smelled human, minus that strange ocean spray perfume she used.  

Alexandria had some kind of power and the secret of it lay within that 

circle of stones. If only he could have gotten into her home. He’d think of 

something. 

Ares heard laughter from behind him and decided it was time to rejoin 

the party. He jotted some things down in his notebook before he made his 

way back to the plane. As he approached, he heard Daniel Skipper 

speaking to Bron.  

“Bron, I want to apologize for building on your home. That was very 

careless of me, and, if I may, I’d like to buy you a new home. You know, 

purchase some land for you and your family where you can start over.” 

Dan finished with a sideways glance at the Detective; who was beaming. 

Bron’s face lit up. “Truly? You’d do that for Bron and his family?” 

“Absolutely,” Dan said, smiling. 

“We would be greatly indebted to you, sir! The planes are nice, but we 

sorely miss our lil’ glen. We’d be happy to gift the planes to ye in 

exchange. Would ya be willing to shake hands with me on it?” Bron asked 

jumping to his feet and extending his small hand. 

Dan took the hand reluctantly, but everyone was relieved when he did. 

Things would be a lot easier from here on out as long as Dan followed the 

rules and did not try anything on his own. 

“Excuse me,” Ares said to Dan. “May I speak with you a moment?”  

Everyone looked at Dan. 

“Ah—sure, son.”  

Ares ignored the condescending way he had been addressed, knowing 

he surpassed Dan in both age and maturity. They stepped aside.  

“Here is the invoice for our services this evening. I realize the solution 

was more of a diplomatic one, but we are detectives, not exterminators. 

You have two weeks to pay the stipulated sum. If, in that time, you have 

not paid, expect a personal visit from myself.  
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“In addition, here are a few guidelines we have put together for 

keeping a constructive relationship with Bron and his kind. If you find that 

you have any more issues, feel free to call or e-mail us and we may address 

them on the phone, in e-mail, or in person, depending on the issue. 

Lastly, I suggest you do not give them mead or any alcohol as the 

paper states. I cannot express the serious consequences that might result 

from that action.” 

Ares looked at Dan square in the eyes.  

“Er—hem,” Dan said clearing his throat. “Right, why don’t I go into 

the office and write a check for you now? I’ll be back in a moment.” 

Ares went back to the trunk and took out the receipt book. Dan 

returned quickly with the check. Ares took a look over it before tucking it 

away in his coat pocket. He would leave it on the Detective’s desk once 

they returned to the office. No doubt the Detective had forgotten payment. 

He closed up the trunk and walked over to find Alexandria, Dan, and the 

Detective laughing with Bron. Ares stood silently and waited. 

“Well,” Detective Docherty wiped the tears of laughter from his eyes. 

“I say, Bron, we have to get going. It saddens me to leave you so soon, ol’ 

boy, but it is best to pay the office one last visit before we turn in for the 

night, just to make sure we don’t miss any late night callers, you know.”  

“Of course, Detective, but I’ll be missin’ ya. You’ll stop by the hangar 

sometime of course—oh, and here’s your Davis Olympian. She’s tickin’ 

again.” Bron stood up and handed the watch to Docherty, who gently took 

the watch, grinning. “Why Bron, she’s running like new! I say, well done, 

my boy! And of course we’ll be stopping by, but do make sure you come 

by the office sometime, won’t you? I’d be delighted to have you over for a 

spot of tea and biscuits.” 

Ares noticed the Detective didn’t thank Bron for fixing it and 

immediately chided himself. One should never thank a fairy; otherwise you 

placed yourself in their debt. Despite years of working alongside Docherty, 

Ares still felt like a novice sometimes. Inviting Bron over for tea was a 

well-played move. The Detective was showing gratitude by invitation.  

“It would be my pleasure,” Bron said and bowed respectfully. “And it 

was a great pleasure to meet you too, m’lady.” Bron extended another bow 

to Alexandria, but he didn’t even look at Ares. 

“It was wonderful to meet you as well, Bron,” Alexandria replied, 

attempting another curtsy.  
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Bron nodded and then turned to Dan. “Ah, Dan! Come in and meet the 

family! We have been sharing the hangar all this time and you have yet to 

meet the missus. Sadly, cousin Timwell is flying with one of your pilots at 

the moment, but you’ll have the pleasure of meeting him when he gets 

back,” Bron said as he took Dan’s hand and led him into the plane. Dan 

followed him, limping.  

Dan paused before he ducked into the plane, looked back, and waved 

to all of them with his free hand. He looked at Alexandria specifically and 

said, “Have a safe drive home and thank you for your help. Maybe I’ll see 

you around sometime?”  

Alexandria gave him a wary look. “You’re welcome, but really Uncle 

Docherty and Ares did all the work. Goodnight.” 

Docherty bid a disappointed Daniel farewell while Ares grabbed his 

bag and began to pull the old trunk along on its wheels.  

The Detective shuffled over to Ares. “Not bad, eh? We managed to 

solve the case in one night.” 

“Not bad at all, but how did you know the watch would work?” 

“I didn’t. Good thing they were gremlins though, eh? My watch has 

been broken for months.” 

Ares stared at Docherty while he opened the hangar door.  

The Detective, Ares, and Alexandria stepped outside, and just as the 

door closed Ares realized they didn’t have a car. Daniel Skipper had driven 

them from the terminal to the hangar. “Oh, we forgot. Dan drove us. How 

are we going to get back to the terminal?” asked Alexandria, coming to the 

same conclusion.   

“I’ll go back in and ask Dan for a ride,” Ares said.  

“Oh, balderdash. Let’s walk, shall we?  It’s a nice evening, anyway, 

and we best let them get acquainted.” 

“But—” Ares began to protest. 

“Now, now, Ares, where’s your sense of adventure?” 

Ares shook his head and began walking in the direction he thought 

they had come from. Alexandria commented on how much she loved 

walking, agreeing with her uncle. “Besides,” she said, “it’s wonderful 

seeing this part of the airport. The lights are so lovely.”   

Ares might have had a witty comeback, but he was too busy being 

inconvenienced.  

As a vampire, he did not tire. As long as he fed, Ares had unlimited 

amounts of energy. What he did not enjoy was wasting time. He liked 
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things to be efficient, precise, and calculated. This whole walking business, 

when they could have had a ride that would save them half an hour, was 

ridiculous, especially since he would have to slow himself down to a snail’s 

pace for the two of them to keep up.  

As it would happen, airport security found them and offered them a 

lift. This was, of course, after they decided to empty the entire contents of 

Docherty’s trunk onto the road to make sure they weren’t terrorists. Once 

they had a good look at the strange objects and paperwork, they proceeded 

to make magician jokes and ask them which circus they were with.  

Ares considered showing them a magic trick of his own, but held his 

temper. He had not survived this long by killing mortals in fits of blood 

rage. Instead, he took note of their names and considered paying them a 

late night visit sometime.  

The car ride to the back gate was as equally enjoyable. The Detective, 

Ares, and Alexandria all sat squashed in the back, while the two security 

guards called in their discovery to dispatch and shared their jokes with their 

comrades. Alexandria tried to interject by telling them they were not 

magicians and how her uncle was a respectable Detective, but both 

Docherty and Ares told her not to bother. It only made things worse. Ares 

and Docherty were, unfortunately, used to this type of reaction.  

It seemed to take forever to reach the gate but Ares distracted himself 

by calling Yusuf. Thankfully, Yusuf was waiting for them when they 

arrived. 

Ares climbed into the passenger seat eagerly, and just when he thought 

he was safe, the Detective leaned forward from the back seat and said, “I 

say, Yusuf, I meant to ask you earlier. How is your son? Does the poor boy 

still have those crooked teeth?” 

Ares brought his hand to his face and groaned. It was going to be a 

long ride back to the office.  
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Chapter Four 
 

Alexandria leaned against the counter and groaned. Between juggling 

school, work, and time with her uncle, she was dead on her feet. She heard 

a clatter next to her and rolled over to see Cocijo standing next to her with 

his arms folded across his chest. He had placed a small gourd on the 

counter with a strange metal straw sticking out of it. A light steam drifted 

lazily off the warm tea. 

Cocijo’s muscles bulged when he crossed his arms like that, giving 

him the appearance of a gladiator—or a steroid-addicted biker. It didn’t 

help that he was covered with tattoos and piercings. A lot of people 

mistook him for Native American, but Cocijo and his family were Mayan. 

They all had round, flat faces and beautiful, straight black hair. Both Cocijo 

and his brother wore their hair long but tied it back when they worked at 

the café.  

“What’s that?” Alexandria asked, head still pressed against her 

forearms. She squinted.  

“Hangover cure,” Cocijo replied with a straight face. 

“But I’m not hungover. I told you I was out late working.” 

“Don’t lie to me, little girl. Cocijo has been around long enough to 

know how you college students spend your time.” 

Alex managed to get an arm out from under her and put her hand 

around the gourd cup.  

“But really, what is it?” 

“Yerba maté, a strong drink to rejuvenate the body. You will feel 

much better after.” 

“Actually, I was thinking about making myself a shot of espresso,” 

Alex said, sniffing the gourd. The aroma wasn’t promising.   

Alex studied herbs and natural remedies as a hobby, but she had a lot 

to learn about South American herbs. She was passionate about holistic 

medicines and had a host of her own homemade teas at home, but whatever 

Cocijo had put in front of her wasn’t nearly as pleasant smelling as 

peppermint or chamomile. Besides, what she really wanted was an 

espresso, maybe a warm soy latté…  
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“Right now, coffee is the last thing you need. It takes you up, only to 

have you come crashing down. You want good tips today? You’ll get your 

smile back with that drink.”  

“Okay, I’ll give it a try,” Alex sighed, straightening up.  

“Good, now you can keep your job.” Cocijo smiled, his gold tooth 

shining.  

“Oh, ha ha.” Alex attempted to push him away. “How many times 

have you threatened to fire me? And you haven’t done it yet…” 

“Hey, you see any other whit chica’s working in Cocijo’s coffee shop? 

I don’t think so. They don’t last long. We only keep you around because Ek 

Chuah likes you,” he said with a straight face, pointing to the silhouette of 

the Mayan god on the shop door. 

Ek Chuah was the Mayan god of merchants and the name of the café. 

He had a large beak-like nose, big lips, and a black silhouette around his 

eyes. He had the same fierceness that most Mayan gods shared, and was the 

patron god of Cocijo’s home and business.  

“Ek Chuah may like me, but you’re the one who hired me,” Alex 

pointed out. 

“Maybe I was loco that day. Who knows? But we’re stuck with you 

now. You be good to yourself, girl. Get some sleep, you hear? Now drink 

that tea before you insult Ek Chuah and he decides he don’t like you no 

more.” 

“Ok,” she agreed.  

Alex had hoped he would take her word for it, but Cocijo continued to 

tower over her, waiting for her to taste it. Alex brought the silver straw to 

her lips and took a small sip. She tried not to gag. It tasted like plant root.  

“You see, you feel much better.” Cocijo patted her on the back and 

pushed back the curtain to the kitchen. 

Alex wanted to spit it out, but dared not. Cocijo could still be 

watching. She did however risk some brown sugar. She grabbed one of the 

shakers from the service counter, shook it into the gourd, and stirred 

quickly with the strange straw. 

“You better not let Cocijo see you doing that,” came a voice from the 

other side of the counter. 

“Derek! Shh!” Alex exclaimed before they both broke into laughter. 

Alex almost spilled her drink. 

“Hey, I’m just trying to warn you. What is that anyway?” 

“It’s a gourd.” 
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“A what?” Derek took off his shoulder bag and climbed onto one of 

the stools in front of the counter. 

“A gourd. You know, like a dried out squash.” 

“Whatever. Hey, what’s a guy gotta do to get an espresso around here? 

I’ve been here a whole minute and my hand is still empty.” 

“Okay, okay, I’m on it.” Alex smiled at her roommate.  

Derek dug around in his bag while she tamped down espresso into a 

filter basket. She attached the small metal basket to the espresso machine, 

locked it into place, and turned the dial. 

While the machine hissed and buzzed, Alex took a moment to enjoy 

the bright morning. The shop had south-facing windows that allowed 

sunlight to filter in all day, but this morning was particularly beautiful. The 

streets gleamed with moisture from the light dusting of snow they'd had last 

night. It melted with the rising sun, leaving behind a glossy city.  

Alex loved working here and was glad they had hired her. Not only 

did they have the best chocolate and desserts around, but she got free tea 

and coffee all day.  

The shop itself was beautiful. The walls were a burnt orange with a 

fascinating gold Mayan design for the trim. There were paintings and 

photos of South America, as well as a collection of pottery and statues that 

rested on bookshelves and tables throughout the store.  

The shop also had three coffee trees growing in colorful clay pots. 

They periodically collected and roasted the beans fresh. It cost a little extra, 

but boy was it delicious. They were small for trees, closer to shrubs in size, 

and Alex was impressed with how cared for they were.  

She once asked Cocijo where coffee trees came from and he explained 

that they came from the Middle East, but Ek Chuah had liked them so 

much that he decided to adopt the coffee tree. Being the god of merchants 

and especially cocoa, he enjoyed new and interesting things. Alex always 

liked how Cocijo made it sound like he had a constant open dialog with Ek 

Chuah. It amused her.  

Derek said something and Alex looked at him. “What?” 

He tried again, but she still didn’t hear him. Only then did she realize 

he was just mouthing words at her and not really saying anything. She hit 

him with a wet cloth. 

The machine finished, so she shut it off. She grabbed a carton of 

creamer to top it up and added a shot of hazelnut, just how he liked it. 

“Thank you, my love.” 
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“No problem.” Alex started wiping the machine off and dumped out 

the filter basket. 

“So,” she said, “someone didn’t come home last night.” She eyed him 

suspiciously. Derek’s normally well-groomed appearance now consisted of 

a wrinkled polo shirt, untidy short blond hair, and bags under his eyes.  

“Maybe I did. Maybe I didn’t. You would hardly know. You’re never 

home anymore.” 

“Don’t guilt trip me. Even if I was home, you’d be out at the clubs, 

and I’d be eating bonbons by myself on the couch.” 

“Like you’d eat bonbons. Do you even know what those are? Anyway, 

I was out at that club, Wine and Dionysus.” 

“Oh? How was it?” 

“Fantastic, thank you for asking. That’s good,” he said, sipping his 

espresso. “It’s an amazing club,” he continued. “We should go sometime. 

The music’s incredible and the bartender's a Minotaur.” 

“Get out! I had no idea. I thought there was just that one from 

mythology. I didn’t realize there was a whole race of minotaurs.” Alex 

sipped her tea, which was much better now that it was sweetened. She’d 

have to look up the medicinal properties and write it into her herbal 

grimoire when she got home. 

“Apparently, though there aren’t as many of them as there are other 

types of otherkin. Anyway, I met up with some people and we ended up 

staying out late.” 

“Some people or someone in particular?” 

“Oh, you’d love to know, wouldn’t you? No one special, though, sorry 

to say. I was hoping to find myself a Greek god in there, but maybe another 

night. How was your evening?” 

“Actually, it was incredible.” 

“Well, that’s about all the time I have—” Derek began, pretending to 

take his espresso and leave. 

“Oh, quit that. You know you want to hear about it.” 

“Actually, I do. Okay, continue.” 

Alex gave him a breakdown of the evening, from the gift she had 

gotten her uncle to the incredible experience with the gremlins.  

“And this Daniel, how tall was he? Young, old?”  

“Quit that. I didn’t like him, so unfortunately you most likely would, 

but I don’t have many nice things to say about him. I mean, he built a 

hangar on their home.” 
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“Yeah, but he didn’t know that at the time.” 

“Regardless, he was rude to Bron, and he had a wicked temper.” 

“Ooo, the angry type. I like him already.” 

“I thought it made him look foolish, but my uncle straightened him 

out. It was amazing. You should have seen him at work! We were all 

panicking, didn’t know what to do, but he knew exactly what to do.” 

“You see, you say that, but really it sounded like he was more 

concerned about his watch than with the gremlins.” 

“It only appeared that way. I know he knew what he was doing all 

along. He has this way about him. A gentle guidance I think would be the 

best way to describe it.” 

“It sounds like he’s cracked to me.” 

“No way! As soon as he started talking about his watch, Bron 

appeared. All of the gremlins came out to see it. The Detective was 

explaining to me later how fascinated with technology gremlins are 

because they’re so closely linked to the earth. Something about how all the 

different metals respond to their magick.” 

“Fascinating. Are you coming to the circle tonight?” 

“Shhh.” Alex looked around, making sure the gentleman reading the 

paper by the wall hadn’t heard. 

“Oh please, he didn’t hear anything. What do you have to be afraid of 

anyway?” 

“I know, I know. I just don’t want a lot of people to know.” 

“Whatever.” Derek rolled his eyes. “Anyway, we’ll be getting together 

tonight. It’s the full moon.” 

“I know.” Alex stared out the window a moment before replying. “I 

wish I could go, but I’m going to see my uncle again tonight.” 

“Are you sure? You haven’t been in a while. Roisin really misses 

you.” 

“I know, but this is important to me too. I want to get to know my 

uncle better. I’m heading over to his office after my last class this 

afternoon. I’ll come next month.” 

“Suit yourself. I’m going to eat your moon cakes.” 

She smiled at him. “I would expect nothing less.”  
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Ares was sitting in his usual chair by the aquarium, typing up notes from 

Wednesday on his small, red laptop. It was Friday, but because he taught a 

chemistry class on Thursdays for the university, he hadn't had a chance to 

finish up the official paperwork. He had his notebook out and scanned it 

while he typed up his report. He wished the Detective had a bigger office, 

not only because he wanted his own desk but also because it would put 

more space between himself and Alexandria. 
She was reading a newspaper in the Detective’s recliner in the corner 

next to him, with an old quilt hanging sloppily over her legs. 

There was a bookcase between them and it was not nearly enough for 

Ares. He could hear the air going in and out of her lungs, relaxed and easy 

like the sound of waves. Her perfume tickled his nose, and her heartbeat, 

though slow, pounded inside of him. He wanted to run out of the room 

screaming, but instead he sat there, composed and continuously fighting to 

regain his focus. 

Ares couldn’t take it anymore and got up. He hit print on his laptop, 

which he’d connected wirelessly to the new printer he’d gotten the 

Detective for his last birthday. God only knew how old the previous printer 

had been. Ares shuddered at the thought of endless paper jams. He grabbed 

his paper from the printer, opened the large filing cabinet at the opposite 

side of the room, and searched for N.  

Yesterday’s case was what the Detective considered an ND—a 

Neighborly Dispute. To him, gremlins sabotaging planes over someone 

building a hangar on their burrow was a simple misunderstanding between 

neighbors. Ares was searching through the S files for “Skipper” when 

Alexandria broke the silence.  

“Hey, did you guys read this? The paper says that the Toronto 

Huskies’ star player Tony Anderson has been suspended until further 

notice on suspicion of being a half blood. Why would they suspend him for 

that? Just because he is mixed shouldn’t mean he can’t play hockey.” 

Ares spoke before the Detective could reply. “It’s illegal to have a half 

blood on a human sports team. Otherkin and fairy generally have great 

strength, speed, or some other heightened sense or skill that puts them at an 

unfair advantage. That’s why otherkin and fairy are not allowed to play 

human sports.”  

“Really? I think they should play. It would make sports a whole lot 

more interesting anyway.” Alexandria folded the paper and looked out the 
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window thoughtfully. Small flurries played along the windowsill, and a 

stray hair lay along her cheek. 

“Oh, you think so?” Ares asked with interest. 

“Oh, yeah. Could you imagine the intensity? The speed, the action. If 

otherkin could play sports, it would be more like an art form. The grace and 

speed of the elves, or how about the sheer brute strength of an ogre pitted 

against a werewolf, or a vampire like yourself,” Alexandria said. Her feet 

bobbed with excitement from under the quilt, exposing some rather fuzzy 

pink socks.  

“Excuse me?” Ares asked, abashed and emptied of all previous 

thoughts.  

“Oh—I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to…” Alexandria stuttered and went 

pale.  

“I say, what was that, my dear? Nothing to apologize about,” the 

Detective said as he stood up from his seat. “H-hem. Now, what’s this all 

about, eh?” 

Ares could not respond. He couldn’t imagine what his facial 

expression was, but shock, anger, and uncertainty were probably a good 

start. How had she known? Neither he nor the Detective had told her. The 

university kept his age and race a secret. He hadn’t been out as a vampire in 

years.  

After winning the Nobel Prize, he sank back into society. With 

extremist groups and vampire hunters out there trying to make a name for 

themselves, it wasn’t safe to parade around. So how had she known? 

Had he been careless or was she toying with him?  

“Listen, Ares, I’m sorry. I didn’t realize you were not open about it. I 

just thought—” 

“Oh! I say, Alexandria! Come, come. Ares is in shock, and why 

wouldn’t he be, eh? What an astute observation! There must be a little 

detective in you yet. Ha ha. Now then, how did you figure it out?” 

Ares arched his brow, staring at her. He felt exposed.  

“I guess, I uh—I don’t know. I just knew. You see, I have this 

strange—it’s not something I talk about often, but sometimes I see ghosts. I 

don’t know how or why, but sometimes they find me, or I simply bump 

into them. Earthbound ghosts, spirits who haven’t crossed over yet, they 

feel heavy and thick, like they are weighted to the ground.  

“A very old spirit, one full of pain and negativity, would feel 

consuming and draining—and vampires, well I’ve noticed they feel the 
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same. Plus, I mean, he’s pale, and he’s never at the office before dark—and 

he's super fast.”  

Consuming? Draining? His heart sank. Is that what she thought of 

him? With those descriptive words in the forefront, one could hardly care 

for “fast.”  

Ares stared at the floor, processing this new information. 

“By Jove! Alexandria, you can speak to spirits! What an amazing gift! 

How fascinating. How long have you been able to do this marvelous 

thing?”  

Ares felt the Detective fill with excitement, thrilled at a new mystery, 

while Ares simply grew more confused and upset. Why would he care what 

Alexandria thought? She was just—some hippie that couldn’t dress herself 

to save the planet. 

“Oh, I don’t know. I guess I’ve always been able to do it, and the 

otherkin and fairy, I’ve always been able to see them too. The Great 

Awakening wasn’t really an awakening for me, just a relief. I was relieved 

that everyone else could see them too.” Alexandria turned to gaze out the 

window.  

Ares looked at her. He could only imagine what it would have been 

like for a little girl growing up, seeing things other people couldn’t, and 

being told she was wrong—until one day everyone realized she was right. 

What happened then? A pat on the shoulder. “Whoops. Imagine that, Alex, 

you were right all along.”  

Ares understood all too well what it was like growing up and knowing 

you were different, but he was proud of that, whereas Alexandria seemed 

uneasy discussing her youth.  

“Anyway, it doesn’t matter,” Alex said. “I mostly ignore it. Ghosts 

never make for good company.”  

“Alexandria, my dear, I assure you it is a great gift, I must say. Had I 

that talent! Ha ha! By Jove.” 

The Detective walked over to her with a comforting smile and put his 

hand on her shoulder. Had he been any other estranged uncle he might have 

been hesitant, but the Detective was his own brand of human.  

Ares stood by the filing cabinet, trying to figure out why he was 

feeling the way he was, but before he could give it any real attention, 

someone knocked at the door. Everyone turned in unison, but it was the 

Detective who said, “Come in.” 
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Alex felt so foolish. Ares hated her. It didn’t take a genius to figure out he 

had loathed her from the moment she’d stepped into the office. They hadn’t 

known each other a week, but he seemed set in his decision.  

She really wanted to be friends. She could see how fond of him her 

uncle was, and she wanted to know him like that too. Alex knew his dry 

tone and the way he persistently corrected her uncle were really just a 

facade for the devotion and caring he had for the Detective. Why else 

would he be here? From just a couple of days of observation, she’d seen 

Ares file Docherty’s paper work, process his billing, and feed his fish.  

Alex wished she could crack that shell and experience the softer side 

of him, but so far, he had been cold, rude, and critical. Ares may have 

wicked fast reflexes and great strength (the other night he dragged the trunk 

and carried his bag, and still managed to outpace them), but he was not the 

best at being discreet. He stared at her constantly. She could feel his eyes 

moving up and down her like a paper shredder, tearing her apart. She found 

it positively depressing, but she was not going to let that kind of thinking 

get the best of her. It really didn’t matter what Ares thought of her, she 

knew that, but she really wanted to be friends. 

She loved Detective Docherty. Yes, it was a bit soon, but he reminded 

her so much of her father. He had the same cheery disposition and light-

hearted nature that her father had. When she was with him, it was as if… as 

if she were home.  

If only Ares could accept her. The Detective adored him, and Alex 

knew that somewhere in the depths of his sarcasm and dry remarks there 

had to be a decent vampire. 

Why hadn’t she just kept her mouth shut? 

Even without her unique abilities, it wouldn’t have taken Alex long to 

figure him out. Ares didn’t hide it very well. The guy was a walking 

stereotype: dark hair, pale skin, dark clothing, and he only came out at 

night… Alex had even noticed him staring at the door before Dan had 

come in the other night—and who wouldn’t suspect him after he had gotten 

into the cockpit so fast? Or when he raced out of the plane to get the 

headbands? No human could move like that.  
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Alex didn’t understand how he thought he could hide it, but she could 

understand secrets. The world was not always a friendly place to his kind, 

nor was it always friendly to hers.  

Alex was relieved when the knock interrupted them. She got up from 

the recliner and folded the quilt, placing it back on the chair as neatly as 

she could, although folding had never been her forte. When she turned 

around, she saw a small blonde woman walk into the office. The woman’s 

eyes were red from crying and her nose looked brittle and irritated from 

who-knows-how-many tissues.  

Alex was struck instantly by the amount of emotional pain the woman 

appeared to be in. She recognized the dull look in her eyes and was haunted 

by it. It could only be loss—the loss of a loved one. Her heart began to beat 

uncomfortably fast, and she started to feel lightheaded.  
Alex struggled to stand; her legs began to sway.  

Without warning, she felt a gloved hand on her arm and realized Ares 

had moved her back toward the chair to steady her. Was she embarrassing 

him? She flushed and attempted to focus.  

The woman sniffed heavily. “Um, hello. My name is Nancy, Nancy 

Calloway.” 

“Hello there, my dear. I am Detective Docherty. Now, now, you look 

positively dreadful. Let me get you a chair. Ares, find some tissues for the 

poor woman, would you?” The Detective somehow managed to sound 

sympathetic and cheery all at once. It was the kind of tone a loving parent 

gave to a child to comfort them.  

“Oh, thank you very much,” Nancy said between sniffles as she took a 

seat in front of the Detective’s mahogany desk. Ares passed her a box of 

tissues and she took them with another thank you.  

Docherty took his seat while Alex and Ares pulled up two chairs. Alex 

was relieved to be sitting again though her mind was still swimming.  

The young woman, who appeared to be a little older than Alex, wiped 

away a couple of tears and cleared her throat. 
“Well, I suppose you are wondering why I am here.” 

“Take your time, it’s quite alright,” Docherty said, placing a 

comforting hand on Nancy’s. He gave her hand a light squeeze and waited 

for her to continue. 

She smiled politely. 

“I, uh, my mother passed away recently.” She paused before saying, 

“and it’s a mystery how it happened. You see, when they found her it 
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looked as though she had fallen down the stairs by accident. I couldn’t 

believe it. The police did an investigation, but… but they couldn’t find any 

evidence to support foul play, and decided it was either an accident or… or 

suicide.” Nancy stared at the desk in front of her.  

Alex placed a hand on Nancy’s back. She knew there was no real 

comfort for this kind of pain. It took every ounce of her strength not to cry. 

Alex wanted to, Goddess knew how she wanted to, but she fought to hold it 

in. This woman needed her, and she would do the best she could. 

“I’m so sorry. I lost my parents, too, a couple of years ago. What 

about your father, where is he?”  

“Oh, he passed away a year ago. He’d been sick for some time. The 

police, they said they thought that my mom may have tripped or even 

slipped on purpose. A type of suicide, I guess, but that’s not like my mom. 

That’s not like her at all. She was doing well and she… she…” Nancy 

stopped and cried into her lap. 

Alex looked over to her uncle. He had a compassionate look on his 

face and smiled at Alex. 

“My dear girl, Nancy was it? I know you are going through a hard 

time right now, but rest assured, we are here to help. Now, take a moment, 

and then perhaps you can give us more information about yourself and your 

mother, eh? Let’s start there. Keeping your mind busy is the best medicine 

in these situations, I find.” 

The Detective got out a pad of paper and pencil and then adjusted his 

glasses. Alex heard a shuffling to her right and saw that Ares too was 

getting out a notebook and pen. Alex began to wonder if she should be 

taking notes, but decided she was content listening.  

“Yes, yes, of course,” Nancy said sniffling, “I can tell you now that 

there was no lead up to this. My mother was in great health, and to my 

knowledge she was dealing with my father’s passing well. My mom always 

had a good spin on life. She knew he had been suffering from his illness, 

and when he passed—we knew he was at peace, and that gave her a lot of 

comfort. She was still hanging out with her friends, and I saw her often, 

and none of us feel that she would have done this to herself. The thought of 

her tripping on the stairs, in a house she had lived in since my birth—well, 

the thought is ridiculous.” 

“Can you tell us, Mrs. Calloway, did your mother ever mention 

anything out of the ordinary to you? Not about her being sad or in relation 
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to your father’s death, but anything that sticks out in your mind as being 

peculiar for her to say or have experienced?” asked Ares.  

Alex looked at him, wondering what he could be searching for.  

“Oh, um, let me see… Oh, yes. My mom mentioned that she had been 

having trouble with her memory lately. She said she’d been misplacing 

things. She would put her wristwatch down by the table in her bedroom and 

then find it put away later, but not in her jewelry box, just in some random 

drawer. She also said that she had been having trouble sleeping at night. 

She said it sounded like someone was walking around the house.  

“I suppose it stuck out because she has always had a good memory 

and was well organized. I’ve always known her to be a heavy sleeper too. I 

checked the house for her multiple times, but there was nothing,” Nancy 

said, more focused and coming out of her gloom.  

Docherty nodded as he made notes. “Interesting. You said she was 

well organized?” 

“Yes, she was very organized. A bit obsessive-compulsive, if you ask 

me,” Nancy replied, almost with a smile. 

“Ah.” The Detective continued to scribble with enthusiasm. “Can you 

tell me, whereabouts in town did your mother live?” Docherty blinked 

behind his spectacles. 

“She lived in Vaughan, not too far from the amusement park. Do you 

need her address? We can visit this week if you’d like. The police have 

finished their investigation, and the house has been left to me. I’m not 

staying there, but I have the key.” 

“Why yes, that would be wonderful. Now, before we get to that, can 

you tell me, did she have a profession or was she retired, or…?”  

“My mom was what we liked to call a household administrator. For as 

long as I can remember, my mom had been at home, taking care of the 

house and me.” 

Alex watched Ares and Docherty writing their notes and wondered 

how much of their notes would be similar and how much would be 

different.  

“By the amusement park, eh… fascinating… most interesting. Yes… 

hm.” 

Alex was beginning to feel a little out of the loop when Ares asked, 

“Has your mother ever had any experience with otherkin, magickal kind, or 

any fairy kind that you can think of?” 
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“No, not that I can think of. I mean, it’s hard not to bump into some 

sort of otherkin these days, but we didn’t know any otherkin personally, 

and we didn’t have anyone living on the property that we knew of. The 

house is rather large, but the yard was not much to speak of—oh, yes! The 

landscaping company my mom used was run by a very nice fawn 

gentleman and his wife. She’s a gorgeous dryad, but I couldn’t see them 

ever hurting anyone. Not even a fly.”  

Alex smiled. It was good to know there were more people out there 

like her that did not view fairy and otherkin as things, but as people.  

Nancy went to get up and turned to Alex. “Forgive me, but I didn’t get 

your name.” 

“Alexandria,” Ares said, before she could reply.  

Alex tilted her head and gave him a funny look, but Ares didn’t look 

up from his paperwork.  

“Feel free to call me Alex,” she told Nancy. 

“Alex, I’m very sorry you lost your parents too.” 

Nancy began to go white again. 

“Thank you, Mrs. Calloway, but don’t worry about me. It’s you we’re 

focusing on, and if I may say so, it takes some time, a long time, but 

eventually the daily pain will go away. You will never stop loving them, 

but you will find happiness again.” Alex hugged her without warning. She 

didn’t care about social norms or personal space bubbles. From her 

perspective, there was not enough hugging in the world, and, damn it, this 

woman needed a hug. 

“Oof! Thank you,” Nancy said awkwardly.  

After a brief overview and some planning, Nancy was soon out the 

door. Docherty, Alex, and Ares planned to meet at the office Saturday 

morning and then head over to Nancy’s mother’s house together. Nancy 

would meet them there.  

Alex felt badly for Nancy having to go back to the scene of her 

mother’s death, but she was strangely excited too. At first, Alex was 

worried she would have to sit this one out, but now that her original panic 

was over, she was feeling more confident. Seeing Nancy’s pain and 

knowing it like it was her own made her want to do something about it. She 

could not bring Nancy’s mother back, but she could help find out who did 

it and why—that much she could do.  

Perhaps she did have some of her uncle in her. She really hoped so 

because she couldn’t get enough of him. His charm and cheery disposition 
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washed away years of loneliness, and it seemed she was finding strength in 

their new relationship.  

Every day, Alex got up early in the mornings to do her yoga, went to 

her classes or work, did her homework on breaks, and rushed to the 

Detective’s office in the evenings. Alex never wanted this feeling of 

belonging to stop. She had really missed it.   

 

 
Ares waited until the door was completely shut before he turned to rapidly 

scoop out the flakes that had been dumped into Snow’s aquarium. Her 

plump little figure floated upside down, sideways, and right side up in 

somersaults in her attempts to scramble and catch all the extra flakes the 

Detective had poured in. Ares had already fed her that evening because the 

Detective had forgotten the night before, but he had been premature.  

Worried that she would gorge herself to the point of swim bladder 

issues, he swiftly scooped the flakes out before she could eat anymore. His 

movements were so hurried he splashed water out of the tank and had to 

get a towel to clean up his mess. 

He’d been counting the seconds after Alexandria and Docherty said 

they were leaving. Time had slowed in the minutes it had taken them to put 

on their coats. His initial panic at the amount of fish flakes layered on the 

water’s surface threatened to strangle him. Ares was relieved they had left 

in time for him to save Snow from her own gluttony.  

Ares was humored by the look of hope Snow still seemed to carry as 

she cruised the bottom for escapees. He supposed he was 

anthropomorphizing her, but he could not help himself. Snow seemed to be 

the only animal in the world that liked him.  

The little scuba diver swam past his line of vision, causing his eye to 

twitch. He wanted to reach into the aquarium and crush the abomination, 

but he was above that kind of action and knew it. Seeing the diver 

reminded him he needed to catch up to Alexandria. 

Ares turned around, grabbed his coat, threw it on, and zipped out of 

the office after locking the door. When a vampire wanted to move fast, it 

was not so much the force of muscle that moved them, but something 

ethereal. Ares felt lighter when he tensed for action. The only time he felt 

heavy was when he had to focus on being slow to keep stride with a human 
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or make sure he did not hurt them when he shook hands. When Ares was 

free to move as fast as he wanted, the feeling was exhilarating. 

In less than a minute, he was down the stairs and out the door. He 

pictured himself as moving glass, see-through and unnoticeable, as he 

glamored the surrounding humans. 

Ares sped along the Danforth, following Alexandria’s smell easily. 

Her scent was so unique he could recall it hours later. She seemed to be 

moving fast, but he was gaining quickly. The smell of sea and lavender was 

becoming stronger and easier to make out through the plethora of city 

smells.  

He was a tornado, a whirlwind, jumping onto street signs, flying in 

between pedestrians, and leaping over lanes of traffic, until he finally 

hopped onto a red overhang and looked down to find Alexandria 

dismounting a bicycle across the street.  

She was wearing a skater’s helmet with stickers all over it from 

varying non-profit organizations, everything from animal rescues to 

environmental organizations and supporting local farms. Ares thought he 

spotted a Wile E. Coyote sticker and rolled his eyes.  

Alexandria locked her bicycle to a bike rack and headed into a café. 

Her bike was an antique, but well-greased and with a new coat of paint. 

Ares wasn’t into sea foam green, but then, he was beyond thinking the two 

of them could relate.  

He scanned the area for any fairy or otherkin that might take an 

interest in him, but found only humans. Ares was not too concerned about 

getting into an altercation, but he preferred to remain undisturbed. Fairy 

folk would graciously ignore him, but his own kind would take an interest 

in him. 

Ares pulled out his notebook and pen and took one last look around 

before he made his stakeout official.  

It was a cold November night. The air was crisp, and flurries had 

played on and off throughout the evening. Seeing people bundled up with 

scarves and hats, Ares considered how lucky he was to be impervious to 

winter’s chill. The streets were relatively quiet for Toronto, but the coffee 

shop was busy with artists, poets, and university students. 

Ares began taking notes. He had never heard of this café, Ek Chuah’s 

Coffee and Chocolate House. It was rather unique, decorated inside with 

colorful and artistic paintings of Mayan gods and goddesses. The store was 

run by a family, or at least a group of people who looked remarkably 
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similar. They appeared periodically to wait on customers and man the 

counter before disappearing behind a dark green curtain.  

Alexandria was seated on a comfortable hunter green couch sipping 

what looked like hot chocolate or mocha. (The shop had a sign that boasted 

the best hot chocolate in the city.) She was reading a large book, the title of 

which Ares could not quite make out. He eased his eyes into seeing closer, 

and the title of the book came into focus: Otherkin: An Artist’s View.  

The small bells above the door of the café rang, indicating a new 

arrival. Alexandria looked up and said hello to the visitor. It was an older 

woman who took a moment to ask Alexandria how she was. Alexandria 

politely put her book down while they chatted. It was opened to a painting 

called Magic Circle by John William Waterhouse. Ares recognized the 

painting from an art gallery he’d recently been to. He wasn’t sure he would 

refer to a witch or wizard as otherkin, though there was much debate over 

the subject. When he thought of otherkin, he pictured his kind, weres, 

shifters, and the larger, more powerful, gryphons, and dragons.  

Fairy were in a category all their own, due to their shared ancestry, 

which gave many of them the same characteristics and abilities. While fairy 

were sometimes referred to as otherkin by the layman, the two groups were 

unrelated, but could a witch be an otherkin? They were humans, but then 

again, he had been human once too.  

Ares studied the painting carefully. In the center of the image, a 

cauldron boiled and ravens sat all around, while a young witch, wand in 

hand, drew a circle in the sand.  

Alexandria was a witch. 

The circle of stones, the herbs—she had to be a witch, but what kind 

of witch? Was she one of those neo-pagans who worshipped the earth, or 

was she a sorceress? Did she summon demons, or did she summon rain?  

Alexandria could see ghosts, an ability often associated with other 

gifts. She was not some nature nut, but someone with true power… no 

wonder she could see through the glamor at the airport.  

Surely, Alexandria wasn’t a wizard; otherwise, she would not be 

enrolled in the university, she would be attending the Toronto Academy of 

Magick and Alchemy—or had she been lying?  

The bells rang again and Ares looked up to see Alexandria jump from 

her seat with a surprised look on her face. She embraced a young male. 

Ares shot up, gripping his notebook to the point of permanently crumpling 

it. He realized he might be drawing attention to himself and sat down, 
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peering around awkwardly before straightening out his notebook for more 

notations. 

The young man wore what some referred to as a faux hawk. In Ares’s 

opinion it merely stated a lack of creativity and was a sad attempt at giving 

the impression that he cared about his appearance. The young man wore 

typical beat-up looking jeans with a burgundy sweater, a long, red and 

yellow striped scarf, and a faded green shoulder bag. His custom-made 

skater shoes also caught Ares’s attention. He may not care about his hair, 

but he paid close attention to his footwear. 

They laughed together and kissed each other on the cheek. Ares 

briefly considered throwing himself off the overhang but kept a firm grip 

on himself. The boy, whoever he was, went to the counter and ordered 

himself an espresso. While he did that, Alexandria placed her book back in 

her handmade, quilted bag and waited patiently, sipping her drink. 

The next two hours were a form of psychological torture. Ares 

watched as Alexandria flirted with the flamboyant youth. He put his arm 

around her and picked a hair off her shirt as if it were something he did 

daily. They giggled and talked enthusiastically like the best of friends. Ares 

even began to wonder if the café had their liquor license as the two of them 

were gathering looks they were so loud. Not that it really mattered. The 

shop collected a remarkably diverse crowd, most of whom dressed as 

poorly as Alexandria. Some of them read books, sat with laptops, knitted in 

groups, or were in discussion groups. Apparently asylums were not the 

only place to keep the psychologically disturbed. 

When the shop was finally closing, Ares blinked for the first time in 

hours. He had stopped writing entirely, devoting all of his attention to the 

interactions between Alexandria and her—he could hardly form the word 

in his mind, but—companion.  

Alexandria ran up to the register one last time to pay her tab and 

collected a slab of fudge. She hit the young man in the head with her bag 

and gestured toward the door. They headed out, pausing to grab her bike, 

and began to walk down the street together.  

Ares stood up and dusted off the piles of snow that had collected on 

him. He hadn’t even noticed. He felt dejected, wiping the remaining flakes 

away. Had he been human, he would have frozen to death, or fallen off the 

roof having sat there as long as he did. He was thinking about turning in for 

the night. He had planned on going back home to collect his notes and do a 

little bit of research on what occult Alexandria might be a part of, but he 
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couldn’t shake the image of them walking together, arm in arm. Were they 

going home together?  

He had to know. 

When they boarded a bus together, Ares jumped over to the next 

overhang and picked up speed. He was soon following them—rooftop to 

overhang, sign to street light, and finally, in the shadows of Alexandria’s 

neighborhood. His heart began to sink as he realized they were heading 

toward her house.  

The oversized child Alexandria seemed to be so fond of, took her bike 

and carried it up the steps and onto the front porch for her. He paused to 

lock the bike to the railing before turning to talk to her again. They chatted 

on while she unlocked the door and went inside. 

Before they completely shut the door, Ares spotted the dog from his 

last visit. It was a black lab or a mix of some kind, and he could tell by the 

white dusting on her muzzle that she was an older dog. She didn’t bark; 

instead, she wagged eagerly to greet them. Alexandria dropped her stuff 

carelessly in the doorway and knelt down to hug the dog and fuss over her.  

The young man took his bag off and hung it on some hooks in the 

hallway. He took his shoes off and placed them neatly along the wall. The 

hairs on Ares’s arms and around his neck began to rise, but before he could 

see anything else, the pompous young man closed the door. 

Ares panicked. What was he going to do now? He was perched on the 

rooftop of a neighboring house, but he needed to get closer. He jumped 

down, flew across the street, and hopped over the fence. Ares paused, still 

as night, and listened.  

He heard them inside the house and relaxed. He climbed onto the 

fence and into a maple tree in the neighbor’s yard. He positioned himself so 

he was facing a window, but he couldn’t see inside because the curtains 

were closed. They looked to be hand sewn, made from a thick blue fabric, 

and with small plastic beads hanging from them.  

There was a shadow in front of the curtains; they burst open. It was 

Alexandria. She looked outside, and for a brief moment Ares thought she 

was staring at him. His eyes widened, and just as he was going to flee, she 

turned away and went to sit on the couch in the living room. Ares shook his 

head. He thought for sure she had seen him. 

Someone else had seen him though. Ares watched as the dog stalked 

like the predator she was to the window. She stared into him with such 

intensity he was convinced she would break the glass. The black dog sat 
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down in front of the window, like a shadow in his thoughts. Ares looked 

away, ashamed of himself. He started to consider what he was doing out 

there, spying on Alexandria in the middle of the night, but then he heard 

her call out, and turned back to the window. He looked past the dog and 

into the living room. 

“Hey, Derek! Have you seen the remote?”  

Derek. He crushed the name mentally, silently choking it. Derek 

responded from somewhere else in the house, but Alexandria found the 

remote stuffed between the blue cushions of a large couch. Ares wished he 

were a little closer. He could make out their dialogue through the walls 

easily enough, but he didn’t want to lose his vantage point. For some 

reason, at that moment a visual link was more important to him than a 

verbal one.  

Derek walked into the living room carrying a glass of water and 

handed it to Alexandria. She smiled and said something to him. Derek 

laughed and kissed her on the cheek. Ares was gripping the branch of the 

tree so tightly he heard cracking and had to stop. Much to Ares’s relief, 

Derek seemed to be saying goodnight and left the room. 

A light came on in an upstairs bedroom, and music began to play. The 

tunes were mostly likely a form of indie rock, or something else to make 

Derek feel special. They carried slowly from the bedroom and into the 

night air.  

Did they share a bedroom? Was he a roommate or a lover? What was 

going on here? Could he be a brother or other relative? They kissed a lot, 

but not on the lips. Ares found the whole situation perplexing and rather 

nauseating.  

However, he realized that he wouldn’t get any answers that night. 

Alexandria pulled a blanket over herself and lay down. She yawned and 

then snuggled close into her pillow. Her eyes began to close softly as the 

night beckoned for her to sleep. 

For a time, she seemed to fight sleep, opening her eyes again and 

again, and staring at the T.V. Ares thought it odd she was sleeping on the 

couch and wondered why she didn’t go up to bed, her own, or perhaps to 

the bed she shared with Derek.  

She was normally so cheerful. Alexandria and Derek had spent the last 

few hours laughing together, and now she was so subdued. Ares leaned his 

head against a branch. He wondered if she was sad or if something was 

troubling her. To these questions, too, he would not receive any answers. 
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He remained in the maple tree for the remainder of the night, but two hours 

before dawn he headed home. Before he hopped out of the tree, Ares turned 

and nodded to the black dog that still stood vigil at the window. Ares was 

impressed with her dedication to the protection of her home. He wondered 

what she was thinking, but he couldn’t begin to speculate what happened in 

a dog’s mind. 

Ares decided to run home. He could have called Yusuf, just for the 

pleasure of getting him out of bed at this hour, but he wanted to be on his 

own. There was a lot he needed to think about.  
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Chapter Five 
 

Ares was wrapped from head to toe. He wore a black Akubra hat, a scarf 

tightly wound around his neck and face, black leather gloves, a dark gray 

trench coat, black slacks, black leather boots, and of course, thick black 

sunglasses. He had even gone as far as tying his hair back and pinning it 

neatly under his hat. Ares looked like a terrorist, and he knew it, but he 

didn’t want to overexpose himself to the sun.  

Vampire lore stated that his kind originated from True Vampyres, one 

of the darker fairies, and the most powerful fairy to have existed. They fed 

on human and animal flesh and drank their blood. It was said True 

Vampyres even fed on otherkin. They were shape-shifters, possessed 

powerful glamor, and ruled over fairy, otherkin, and man in their time. It 

was believed True Vampyres could come out during the day and were 

immune to the sun, but their power was at its fullest at night. According to 

legend, the moon was their mother.  

Vampires like Ares were but a shadow of the once noble and supreme 

race of True Vampyres. Ares was a turned vampire, third generation, to be 

more specific. Any respectable vampire could trace their lineage, but only a 

few could be traced back to the original fairy that made them.  

There were many myths surrounding the creation of turned vampires. 

Some say True Vampyres were dying out, and for fear of their race fading 

away entirely, they created a race to carry on their magick.  

Others say a single True Vampyre went rogue, and in an attempt to 

save himself from the rise of the primitive human race, he built an army of 

turned humans who, having been turned by the True Vampyre, were under 

his control. The blood of a True Vampyre carries his will. However, he was 

defeated and his children scattered to the four winds to create a new race.  

Ares’s father, Naram-Sin, one of the oldest vampires in existence, 

once told him that most True Vampyres loathed and detested turned 

vampires. He said that the fall of his great civilization, Babylon, was the 

result of a war between true and turned vampires.  

Sadly, no one had heard of, or seen, a True Vampyre in thousands of 

years. If they existed, they had not made themselves known during The 

Great Awakening. Ares wondered what had become of them, if and why 
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they had been fading, and whether he was a gift of the night left behind to 

preserve a species—or an abomination created out of war.  

Knowing who he was and what his vulnerabilities were made him very 

careful that morning. Unlike his ancestors, he would burn if he were 

exposed to the sun for a prolonged period of time. Now, he often scoffed 

and laughed at vampire movies, the way vampires burst into flames the 

moment the sun’s light touched them, or turned into blood bombs. But, 

truthfully, he would burn if he was out in the sun too long. 

His parents had warned him when he was turned that he could be out 

in the sun for an hour or so without being killed, but it would severely 

weaken him. If the sun touched his skin directly for any length of time, it 

would unravel him like a spool of thread. 

Most vampires found it impossible to get up during the day, and 

because they were so secretive about their resting place, they never really 

had to worry about it. So, naturally, Ares produced a series of experiments 

to overcome the heavy sleep and walked about during the day anyway. 

Ares harbored a secret thrill for it and was willing to take the risk, 

especially for a good case like this one. He had started with small 

experiments at first, covering himself differently and even using sunscreen 

(which definitely did not work; he had almost lost a pinky to that 

experiment) and finally came up with the ensemble he was wearing now. 

As long as he made sure that no sunlight touched his bare skin, and moved 

quickly from vehicle to house, he would remain intact. Ares could manage 

this for a couple of hours, but would eventually have to retire early if the 

Detective and Alexandria wanted to stay longer.  

Ares had just finished explaining this to Alexandria, who looked at 

him from the other side of the limo in horror. Worry had been written all 

over her face from the moment she realized Ares was coming with them. 

Apparently, when they had originally discussed these plans it had not 

occurred to her that the sun would be out on Saturday morning. Ares found 

her concern puzzling, especially since he had never been that nice to her.  

“Ares, are you sure about this? I mean, you could get killed,” 

Alexandria said.  

“Don’t worry yourself, my dear. Ares will be alright. He and I have 

had plenty of practice with this, eh ol’ boy? Ha ha. Now, now, trust Ares to 

know his own limitations. Believe me, I have tried to talk him out of this 

before, but he is as stubborn as they come!” 
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Ares was relieved the Detective answered, because he was having a 

hard time mumbling his answers through his scarf. She was not his mother, 

and even if she were, he would do it anyway. 

They arrived at the house. Yusuf tapped the horn, and Nancy came out 

to meet them in the driveway. Ares told Yusuf not to go too far in case he 

started to get sun sickness.  
“Hoy, how mine back is aching,” Yusef told them. “Me think if I stay 

too long in car I never get out again. Then mine son be without working 

father. Who will support mine wife when I’m no working?” 

“Alright, alright. Go for a walk or something, but don’t go too far. I 

mean it, Yusuf, don’t go far,” Ares mumbled through his scarf as loud as he 

could.  

“Aye, me, already it aches. Thank you, it good to have good boss. I no 

go too far.”  

Ares rolled his eyes behind his big sunglasses and put his hand on the 

door handle. He looked out the tinted window and waited for the Detective 

to give him the signal.  

To Ares’s dismay, the Detective was talking to Mrs. Calloway about 

her mother’s dormant flowerbeds instead.  

“Excuse me, sorry to interrupt, but Mrs. Calloway, is your front door 

unlocked?” Ares heard Alexandria ask through the car window.  

“Yes, I unlocked it when I got here. Do you want to go in now and-

and do the investigation?” 

“Yes, thank you, one moment.” Alexandria walked over to the car 

door. She held three fingers up and counted as she put each one down. 

One… two… three… She grabbed the car door and held it fast. Ares 

whipped out of the car like a fierce wind and was on the doorstep opening 

the door before Mrs. Calloway had a chance to blink. She and the Detective 

were bent over, looking at trimmed rose bushes when he made it inside.  

“Oh my goodness!” Ares heard Nancy shout. He had slammed the 

door shut and was pressed against the far wall of the living room. He made 

sure he was away from the door or any windows. He waited for them to 

come in, listening as they approached.  

“Ah, now, Mrs. Calloway, do not worry yourself. Ares has always 

been as quick as a whip, that boy! Why, I’ve always said he would have 

made a fine athlete, ha ha. Wouldn’t you say?” 
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“Why—why yes, I suppose I would say that. I guess I’ve never seen 

anyone move that fast before. He has lupus, you say? Is that why he never 

played?” 

Ares smacked his hand onto his forehead, almost knocking his hat off. 

He sometimes wondered why the two of them kept up this façade and why 

he kept himself hidden. His parents were exposed to the world freely as 

vampires, but for some reason he still worried his identity would harm his 

reputation with his students and colleagues at the university, not to mention 

that he would never want his identity to ever affect the Detective’s work—

and then of course there were the reapers. There were a lot of people out 

there who simply would never accept vampires. 

Alexandria was the first to come through the door. “Ares, are you 

alright?” she asked in a hushed voice.  

She was walking toward him, and Ares felt a fluttering in his stomach. 

He pressed his hand against it and furrowed his brow. He did not 

understand why he was responding this way. He wanted to wait there in the 

shadows for her, wanted her to walk into him. He would enfold her and 

consume her essence. Ares wanted everything she was to become a part of 

him… 

What sort of nonsense was this? Ares shook his head.  

What was that? 

“I’m over here. Could you ask Mrs. Calloway if she closed all the 

blinds to the house like we asked? I can see that a few are open here in the 

living room.”  

“Okay. I’ll close the blinds and then go get her.”  

Ares listened as Alexandria ran over to the large bay windows and 

closed the shutters. He heard her fiddling with something and realized she 

was tying the curtains together. He was surprised at how attentive and 

thoughtful she was being, but he wondered too what she was hoping to gain 

from it.  

When he heard Alexandria open the door and go outside, he took a 

look around. He relaxed and removed his sunglasses. He unraveled his 

scarf and finally freed himself from his clothing cage.  

The house was enormous, typical of the wealthy, mostly Italian area. 

Though the family was Italian, it appeared the décor was primarily French 

country. Perhaps one of the parents had been French or French Canadian. 

Ares assumed Calloway was Nancy’s married name. 
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The living room looked like it was more for display rather than 

practical use. It was white-walled and filled with expensive furnishing. 

There were large extravagantly framed paintings hanging from the walls 

and a large throw rug covered much of the hardwood floor. The curtains 

that thankfully covered the windows had typical French country style prints 

on them, and there was an unnecessarily large fireplace adjacent to them.  

The front door opened, and Ares pressed himself against the wall, 

waiting for everyone to come in. 

“Why, what an exquisite home you have here, Mrs. Calloway,” 

remarked Docherty. 

“Oh, thank you, Detective. My mother was quite the decorative 

enthusiast.” 

Ares could feel a smile forming on Nancy’s face. The Detective was 

good with flattery that way.  

“This is all very lovely, but can we close the front door? We don’t 

want to affect Ares’s lupin—er lupus, right?” Alexandria said hurriedly.  

Ares did not understand the fuss. He could take care of himself. 

“Of course, of course. Now, Mrs. Calloway, could you show me 

where your mother fell?” asked the Detective. Good with flattery, but not 

so great with approach. 

“Uh, yes,” Mrs. Calloway replied. Ares could feel moisture returning 

to her face as she attempted to hold back tears again. He finally heard the 

door close and the lock snap into place. He assumed it was Alexandria 

being fastidious. 

“She was here when… when her neighbor, Mrs. Russo, found her.” 

Nancy pointed to the bottom of the wooden stairwell near the front door. 

Ares stepped out of the living room and into the front hallway, joining the 

group. Everyone was staring at the giant brown spot that stained the carpet. 

Brown where it had once been red.  

Death was a foreign concept to Ares. It was something he never had to 

worry about. He supposed that’s why the subject never bothered him, and 

why, where everyone else wore a haunted expression and cast their eyes to 

the floor, he started to look up the stairs to take in the overall fall.  

There was a time that he wanted to be death, a predator to mankind. 

Every vampire felt that instinctual pull, that longing to satiate the thirst they 

were created for, but with the help of his parents, he had mastered it. Ares 

no longer sought the presence of death, but he often pondered its relevance 

to his life.  
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The Detective turned to Nancy, “H-hm. Well then, Nancy, could you 

tell me what the police concluded from their initial investigation?” 

Mrs. Calloway began to cry. “They-they said she fell forward into the 

stairs and continued to roll down. They said her neck was broken and she 

died instantly, but when she hit the tiles on the floor… it…” 

Ares grew impatient as Nancy wailed like a banshee. He realized how 

insensitive that was, but this really wasn’t getting them anywhere.  

“I’m sorry, I can’t help it.” Mrs. Calloway paused and dabbed her 

eyes. “I… I think it’s best that you go ahead without me. I’m just going to 

take a minute down here in the living room.” 

“Of course, my dear girl, of course,” Docherty said and patted her on 

the shoulder. He escorted her into the living room and returned with his 

notepad in hand. Ares never understood how the Detective could write 

notes on such a small pad of paper.  

Ares’s notebook was divided into sections by color and his notes were 

dated and highlighted. He was opening to the section he had created for 

Mrs. Calloway when he got distracted by how Docherty miraculously 

flipped directly to the right page in his notepad and started writing.  

“Now then, I doubt we’ll get much more from the poor woman on her 

mother’s death. It appears that the police have closed the case on the 

premise that she tripped and fell down the stairs. I want both of you to keep 

in mind that that could rightfully be the case. Mrs. Calloway is still in 

search for closure, so make sure that you keep sharp, and do not go looking 

for any false leads. We must always remember that despite the fact that we 

live in a world with fantastic creatures, mundane accidents still happen.” 

Docherty looked at both Ares and Alexandria with all seriousness while he 

said this. His spectacles had dropped to the bottom of his nose, so he 

repositioned them before continuing. “Of course, we still want to keep 

ourselves open to all possibilities as well, eh, Ares? Ha ha.”  
Docherty put his notepad away and clapped his hands together. “Let’s 

get started then. I think we shall work our way from the bottom up. Let’s 

get a feel for the house and her life, and that will help us to paint a better 

picture. To the basement.” He led the way to a door located underneath the 

stairwell and opened it. It was a bathroom. 

“Ah, well this will come in handy later, I am sure,” he said as he 

proceeded toward the kitchen to a second door that did indeed lead to the 

basement. 
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Docherty went straight down the stairs, but Ares paused to hit the light 

switch at the top of the stairwell. Alexandria came up behind him. 

“Ares, aren’t you hot in all that clothing?”  

“No, I no longer get hot or cold. I always feel the same, regardless of 

the temperature or what I’m wearing.”  

“Huh, does that mean you can’t feel the warmth of a human body? 

Can you feel this?” 

Ares was about to turn and ask her what she meant when he felt her 

place her fingers at the nape of his neck. Her touch burned him. He almost 

yelped in pain, or ecstasy, he wasn’t sure which. The moment she touched 

him, it was like his body drained the warmth right out of her. It spread 

down into his shoulder blades, down his back, and into the pit of his 

stomach. The feeling rushed back up his spine and straight to his mouth. He 

salivated, and his fangs began to ache; he could feel them elongating and 

growing. He whirled around and grabbed her hand. “Don’t,” he rasped, 

trying not to breathe heavily. “I… I don’t like to be touched.” He 

swallowed. He was having such a hard time focusing. Her scent was so 

strong, and she was standing so close that he felt intoxicated. He released 

her hand and took another step down the stairs, still facing her.  

“I’m sorry. Ares, I’m sorry. I’m so sorry,” Alexandria stammered. Her 

eyes widened with surprise or fear.  

Ares was disturbed at how attractive he found her. He could hear her 

pulse, elevated in response to his intensity, feel her body heat rise as 

adrenaline surged through her in alarm, and when her eyes dilated, he 

found himself unable to look away, wanting to lose himself in their 

darkness. 

“It’s alright,” he finally replied, looking away. “I should have told you 

before. I’m sorry if I frightened you.” He was embarrassed by the way he 

had responded to her, and now he questioned his interests in her. He 

convinced himself that it had been a really long time since anyone had 

touched him and that his interests in her were strictly professional. He 

could never get close to her. Not just because she was human, but also 

because he knew she had something to hide. If he was going to uncover 

that, he needed to remain objective.  

“No, it was my fault,” she said. “I should have known better. I have no 

space bubble, you know? People need their personal space, and I really 

should learn to respect that. Again, I’m sorry.”  

Ares looked down at the step he was on. He was not sure what to say. 
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“Don’t worry about it” was all he could come up with. He ran his 

tongue over his left fang. It was still aching but began to recede. 

“I dare say, are you two coming downstairs sometime today? Pip-pip,” 

the Detective called up to them. Ares and Alexandria proceeded down the 

remaining steps in silence. The basement was a typical basement but 

contained a large flat screen T.V. mounted on the wall, couches, pictures, 

and even a small workout area with some machinery.  

Ares looked for anything interesting, but to him the house was 

anything but. It was all typical human stuff. Mrs. Esposito, Mrs. 

Calloway’s mother, was definitely into decorating, but there wasn’t 

anything unique about the style she had chosen, or any one item that stuck 

out as personal or individual.  

Docherty was deep into the investigation; he was on hands and knees 

and looking under the sofa. Meanwhile, Alexandria looked at pictures and 

paintings hanging on the wall. When everyone finished exploring the 

basement and the Detective had made a few more notes, they decided it 

was time to go upstairs. 

Mrs. Calloway was still sitting in the living room, but Ares heard her 

talking and assumed she was on the phone.  

The group made their way into the kitchen. It too was perfectly 

mundane. Ares noticed that Docherty opened the refrigerator and even the 

cupboards, jotting down his findings. Ares rolled his eyes and decided to 

move on into the study. As he entered he came upon Alexandria, staring at 

a photograph on the wall. 

“Find anything?”  

“No, but I keep seeing this man in pictures around the house. I think it 

might be Nancy’s father, Mr. Esposito,” she said thoughtfully. 

“Well, he has dark hair whereas Mrs. Calloway has blonde hair, but I 

can see similarities in the eyes and jaw line, so your assumption is feasible, 

especially if he is in most of the photos and at varying stages in life.”  

“Right,” said Alexandria. “You know, it’s funny, in all of the photos 

he’s laughing or smiling. I mean, he seems like a really happy guy, but for 

some reason I can’t help… I can’t help but feel like he’s angry.” 

“How do you mean?” Ares asked as he stepped over to examine the 

photo she was looking at, careful not to get too close. 

“I don’t know. I don’t know how to explain it. Maybe I’m just being 

silly.” 
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Something about her tone when she answered bothered him. It felt like 

she was thinking one thing and saying another. He didn’t like it. 

The office they were in had a desk with a large cabinet that opened on 

top. There was a computer and paperwork, as well as a bookshelf and some 

house plants, but nothing of significance. 

It was time to move upstairs. So far, except for a possible clue the 

Detective might have uncovered in the refrigerator, it seemed like they 

were all stretched for ideas. Hopefully their luck would change on the 

second floor.  

Ares noted that Mrs. Calloway was no longer on her phone, but still 

hadn’t joined them. Just as well; she would only prove to be a distraction.  

The trio eventually found their way upstairs and in a guest bedroom. 

Ares was surprised to find a large cage. It was long and sat on top of a 

rectangular dresser along the far wall. Ares turned away. He wasn’t 

interested in being attacked by another angry domesticated animal.  

Alexandria, on the other hand, approached the cage right away and 

cooed softly. “Aw,” she said. 

“What’s that, my dear?” Docherty asked, turning from the closet. He 

walked over to join her and began to smile. “By Jove. Rabbits.”  

Ares moved a little closer to the enclosure. He spotted two medium 

sized rabbits huddled together. One of them was white with gray patches 

and had two long floppy ears, while the other was small and black. Ares 

guessed they had been munching on some hay before they stopped to 

investigate their guests. 

“They say they live here,” Alexandria informed them as she lifted the 

cage top and started patting the little black bunny with one floppy ear. 

“Come again?” asked the Detective. 

“They said they live here. They belonged to Mrs. Esposito, but now 

Mrs. Calloway comes over to feed them. They’re wondering if we’re going 

to take them to a new home or if Nancy is going to take them.” Alexandria 

gave a tender smile as she scratched behind an eager ear. 

“I say, can you speak to animals? Alex, you are positively full of 

surprises, my dear girl!” Docherty threw his arms around her and hugged 

her tight.  

“Yeah—that’s why I love animals so much. They are such a joy to be 

around.” Alexandria smiled and then turned to the rabbits and hummed 

softly. 
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Ares felt the world drop away, or had he been slapped by it? If he 

could go paler, he’d be translucent. 

The dog, the other night… had Alexandria’s dog told her about him 

trying to break in, or about how he had been staring at her from her 

neighbor’s yard for an entire evening?  

If Alexandria could speak with animals, she most certainly spoke with 

her dog.  

Ares placed his hand over his mouth. Did she know? Had she known 

this whole time? Try not to panic, keep yourself together. Try... not... to… 

panic... 

He looked at Alexandria as she bent over the rabbit cage, petting both 

of the bunnies quietly. What was wrong with him? Even if she could speak 

to animals, she’d given no hint that she had known about what he was 

doing or what he had done. If she knew what was up, she was certainly not 

giving it away. Ares would have to focus on something else and then deal 

with the subject when it came up, if it ever came up.  

Alexandria could see through glamor and speak to spirits and animals. 

Ares grew increasingly concerned for Docherty. He saw the way the 

Detective looked at his niece. It was like watching the man’s heart break 

with love every day. Ares could not bear it. Alexandria was going to hurt 

him, but Ares would be damned if he just stood by and watched.  

He needed to get into her house. He would try again and soon. He 

would unearth her secrets and bring them to light.  

“Huh, that’s strange,” Ares heard Alexandria say. 

“What’s that, my dear?” The Detective asked as he looked under one 

of the guest bed pillows.  

“Well, Sanchez, ha ha, sorry, but that’s what he says his name is, the 

little black bunny.” She looked over at Ares, smiling, but straightened out 

when she saw his glare. “Hem, anyway, he says Mr. Esposito still comes to 

visit.” 

“You don’t say,” said the Detective, putting the pillow down.  

“What do you mean, still comes to visit?” asked Ares, arching his 

brow. 

“I’m not really sure, give me a minute.”  

Ares sensed her concentration. She closed her eyes, keeping her hands 

lightly on the black rabbit (Ares refused to call him Sanchez). He wished 

he could hear what she was asking. 
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“It’s hard to make out, but Sanchez knows that Mr. Esposito is dead, 

yet he insists that he visits sometimes and he still lives in the house.” 

“Well, I’m dashed,” said the Detective. “Still lives here, you say? 

Most interesting.”  

Detective Docherty walked over from the bedside and stood beside 

Alexandria with his hand on his chin.  

“Would you be so kind as to ask him if Mr. Esposito is here right 

now?”  

“He’s not. I would know,” Alexandria replied, looking around. 

“Oh, why yes, yes, of course! I had forgotten. Hm. Well, is there 

anyway to call him, you suppose?” 

“He’s not in this room, but we could try to call him. If you think about 

a spirit long enough, eventually it will come.” 

Ares sensed her breath quickening and felt her blood pressure rise. She 

was afraid. He recalled how she had responded to Mrs. Calloway when she 

first came into the office. Seeing what the woman’s grief had done to her, 

he readied himself to catch her if she became faint again.  

“Ah, brilliant. Thank you, my dear. Now, would you say this location 

is appropriate?” The Detective asked, looking around the room with 

interest.  

“Um, you know, I feel… Hm, yes. I feel we should go in the bedroom. 

I think he often goes there.” 

Ares didn’t have much experience with the dead. Vampires couldn’t 

see ghosts like some humans could, unless they revealed themselves, of 

course, so this was all new territory for him. For as long as he had been 

with Docherty, they had never worked with ghosts, so Alexandria was 

leading the way on this expedition, and Ares found that extremely 

unsettling. They were going on the feelings and experience of someone 

neither of them really knew and whom Ares did not trust. 

Alexandria closed the top of the rabbit cage. Ares tried to make eye 

contact with her, but when he looked at her face, he was startled to find her 

eyes closed. She put her hands out. Ares instinctively stepped behind her 

and made himself available in case she fell or bumped into something. The 

Detective was in tow with his notepad saying “Extraordinary” as they made 

their way through the hallway. 

Alexandria tilted her head toward the wall on their left and said, 

“Ares, grab that photo of Mr. and Mrs. Esposito and bring it with us. That 

is one of his favorites.”  
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Ares did as he was told, wondering how she knew that. “Would you 

like me to fetch Mrs. Calloway? This is her father, after all.”  

Alexandria shook her head. “She’s outside talking with the landscaper 

and his wife. I heard her inviting them over on the phone earlier so they 

could be available to you and the Detective. She’s in the front yard with 

them, though I imagine they will come in soon—it’s cold outside.” 

The way Alexandria said the last three words almost gave him chills. 

She sounded so strange, so distant. Ares heard Docherty scribbling on his 

notepad. Ares looked back and they both regarded each other with serious 

expressions.  

They entered what appeared to be the master bedroom. Ares took a 

moment to look around. Mrs. Esposito had two vases full of fake lavender 

plants on either side of the bed—which actually, was a lovely four-poster 

bed with a delicate white canvas over it. The room was vanilla and white 

with hints of gold—a little better than the rest of the house, but still lacking 

any real character.  

“Shh,” said Alexandria. 

“But we didn’t say anything,” Ares said. 

“But he did,” she replied, as she lifted her hand, pointing to a large 

mirror that hung over the fireplace in the bedroom. Alexandria’s eyes were 

still closed.  

“Do you see someone there?” Docherty whispered. 

“Yes, in the mirror. Mr. Esposito.” 

Ares felt a change in the room. There was a breeze with no visible 

source. He could hear nothing, see nothing, but his body became aware of a 

presence just the same. Alexandria sucked in a breath of air, and Ares 

moved closer to her. He looked behind him to the Detective and motioned 

for him to come closer. Ares felt a hint of fear flutter in Docherty’s heart.  

Ares did not know fear, not anymore. It was some distant memory of a 

life from long ago, but he could see that his companions were afraid, and 

he did not like it. Ares reminded himself that the man was dead. He could 

not harm them. 

“Mr. Esposito, I do not appreciate your tone,” Alexandria said firmly, 

but Ares could still detect her underlying fear. “Would you be so kind as to 

show yourself to my colleagues? You are being rather impolite.” 

Ares looked around the room, trying to see what she was seeing. He 

focused and unfocused his eyes. How could he see the magick around her 
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house, but not see this ghost? He was frustrated that he was the most 

powerful being in the room, but unable to see what she saw. 

Just when he had given up hope of seeing anything, something in the 

mirror caught his attention. It was faint at first, the slightest hint of a 

silhouette, and then it started to thicken, filling in with color until it took 

shape.  

Inside the thick, golden-framed mirror was the spitting image of Mr. 

Esposito. He was a balding middle-aged man, and his remaining hair was 

mostly dark with smatterings of gray. Mr. Esposito was larger, especially 

around the middle, and was wearing what looked like a spotted hospital 

gown. He seemed a bit faded, almost like he had been bleached. He was 

looking around anxiously from Ares to Docherty and over to Alexandria.  

Alexandria opened her eyes. “Ah, there you are.” She attempted to 

smile.  

“I’m dashed! Positively dashed, I say!” exclaimed Docherty.  

Ares had to admit he was dashed too. 

“It’s alright, Mr. Esposito. My name is Alex, and this is Detective 

Docherty and his partner, Ares.” 

“Hello,” he said as he came out of the wall. Mr. Esposito stood before 

them holding his hands and looking down. His voice was eerie and 

haunting, just the way it would sound in a movie. Ares wondered how 

much else was true about ghosts that he saw in movies.  

Looking at the spirit of the man from the photos, Ares couldn’t see 

why Alexandria had thought he was angry or a threat. He looked nervous 

and mostly unsure of himself. 

“Uncle Docherty, he can hear you. Is there anything you’d like to ask 

him?”  

“Goodness! Yes, of course. Hrm-hrm. Now, Mr. Esposito, where were 

you the night of November fifth, at one in the morning?” asked Docherty 

with a tone of authority, holding his pen at the ready. 

“I was in the basement. Did something happen?” 

“Why, don’t you know? My dear man, your wife was killed that 

night.” The Detective blanched. 

“Yes. Oh yes, my poor Julia… my dear wife. I was in the basement 

when I heard her fall. I came up as soon as I could to see if she was alright, 

but, but, she was gone… I…” he looked at the ground. 
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Ares ascertained that Mr. Esposito had been there a while, most likely 

waiting for his wife to join him since his death. He found himself 

wondering if anyone was worth that kind of purgatory.  

“Ah, so you were in the basement during the incident. Now then, can 

you tell us if anyone else was in the house? Did you see anyone? Hear 

anything?” 

“No, I did not see or hear anyone. I waited for a long time by her 

body, waiting to see if she was still here, but she was gone and I… I was 

still alone.”  

“So, would you say you agree with the final report on your wife’s 

death then? That she tripped accidentally and fell down the stairs on her 

own?” Ares eyed the ghost skeptically.  

“I suppose I do. I was very surprised. Julia and I have lived in this 

house for thirty years. We had Nancy here. I suppose that’s why I couldn’t 

move on—this was my home and everything I loved was here. I was afraid, 

afraid to go on without them. That I would forget them…” 

“Right,” interrupted Ares. He really did not care why this man chose 

to stay behind or whatever. “So what you are telling me is that you were 

surprised that she tripped because you had both lived in this house a long 

time. People can still trip. Was she a clumsy person?” 

“Oh yes, very clumsy. She constantly dropped things or bumped into 

things. She was one of the most forgetful people I have ever met, but that is 

part of the reason I loved her.”  

Hm. Ares was dissatisfied with that answer. Clumsy was not how Mrs. 

Calloway had described her mother. She had described her as organized 

and very capable.  

“Just to confirm, she was forgetful you say?” The Detective asked. 

Ares knew he was thinking the same thing. 

“Nancy would never admit it. She loved her mother so much. I know 

she is broken up about this whole thing and convinced that it was murder, 

but what daughter wants to lose their mother to an accident like that? Who 

wants to lose someone they love because they slipped and broke their neck 

on the stairs?” 

Ares had to admit that Mr. Esposito had a point, and the Detective had 

said as much before, but something about this case irked him.  

“Excellent. Now, you said you were in the basement when she fell and 

you also said that no one else was in the home other than yourself, 

correct?” 
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“Yes,” replied Mr. Esposito. 

“Is there anything else you think we should know, or that you think 

might be useful to us?” asked the Detective thoughtfully. 

“Nothing I can think of, no.” 

“Hm, okay, and if we come back to the house with more questions, is 

it possible to meet with you again?” 

“Of course, but honestly, I don’t know how much good it’s going to 

do. She’s gone. Unlike me, she’s moved on and, well, like I said, I was the 

only one in the house.” 

“Mm. Thank you ever so much my good man. Is there anything else, 

Ares, Alexandria?” 

“Yes. Mr. Esposito, I am sorry for your loss, but perhaps if you move 

on you could be reunited,” Alexandria offered.  

Ares was not sure why she bothered. It wasn’t her business. Besides, 

they may need him for more questions later.  

“Thank you. I admit, it’s been hard being alone, but this was our 

home. I just, I just can’t bear to leave it,” he said.  

“Brilliant, well then, I think we shall take our leave. Come, Ares, 

Alexandria. Mr. Esposito, thank you for your time. We shall call again.”  

Ares looked at the apparition for a moment, trying to study it, but he 

was completely out of his element. Ares couldn’t smell this man, or feel 

any changes in his body, and he couldn’t intimidate him. It was an almost 

humbling experience.  

“Thank you for showing yourself and speaking with us. Have a good 

afternoon,” Alexandria said as she turned quickly to follow her uncle. 

Ares gave the ghost one last look, trying to decide how he felt about 

him. The ghost stared at the floor for some time, unmoving, until suddenly, 

he looked up.  

The room started to get darker, and Mr. Esposito’s ghost began to 

expand and twist in a disturbing manner, but before Ares could react, Mr. 

Esposito yelled, eyes glaring, “You. I know what you are! Yes, I see it, you 

filth! Get out of my house!” His last words flew at Ares like a powerful 

wind. Ares threw up his arms instinctually to protect himself. He heard 

something behind him, a rattling. 

The blinds shook, and fabric and room decor began to whip around the 

bedroom. The gusts were so strong they ripped Ares’s hat off. He turned, 

but it was too late. The blinds sprang open, and light poured in. 
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Ares stared in terror. For the first time in his immortal life, he felt 

afraid. The light hit him like a tsunami, blinding him immediately. He 

knew he wouldn’t burn right away, but it hurt wherever the sunlight hit his 

skin. Even his hair hurt. He crumpled over. He felt like he was going to 

throw up, another human reaction he had not felt since his rebirth.  

He quickly decided he would have to make a run for it, but before he 

could peel himself off the floor, he heard the bedroom door slam.  

Ares made for the direction he remembered the bathroom doors being 

in, but smacked into the double doors. He fumbled blindly, trying to open 

them. He was trapped.  

Blast those forsaken south-facing windows. It was well past midday, 

and the sun’s rays were pouring into the room with all their might. 

Ares crawled toward the bed to grab blankets from it, but they flew off 

and become plastered against the wall. All he could hear were things 

shattering and splitting, fabric tearing, and the roar of Mr. Esposito’s fury 

in the wind. 

“Ares!” He heard someone pounding on the bedroom door. 

“Ares, I’m coming!” It was Alexandria. Ares lurched; he was worried 

he would vomit blood on the floor. He tried to hold it in. He didn’t want 

Alexandria to see. Inside, he was hollow except for blood. If that left him, 

he would die; he would burn.  

It felt like heat stroke, like being dizzy or car sick. He just needed it to 

stop. Why was Mr. Esposito so powerful?  

His parents had told him never to let the sun touch him… 

“One, two, three!” he heard a group of people shouting. The bedroom 

door cracked against the wall as it burst open. 

“Ares! I’m here!” Alexandria wrapped a blanket around him with her 

surprisingly powerful arms. He wished he could feel it. He wanted to feel 

it, but all he could feel was fire.  

 

 
Alex held on to Ares tightly. She'd had a bad feeling about that ghost from 

the moment she’d seen his photograph. She could feel him, like a fog of 

loneliness and despair. It seeped from every crack and corner of the house. 

Spirits that didn’t continue to the other side grew dark over time. Alex had 
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learned that the hard way. She just didn’t expect it to happen with a man 

who had died a year ago. 

Ghosts were afraid to move on. They didn’t know what was on the 

other side, and they clung to their old existence. They held on to their loved 

ones, to their memories, but they also held on to their death. The longer 

they stayed, the more they felt robbed, cheated, and alone. Ghosts lived 

within the memory of their death every day, growing more bitter with each 

failed breath.  

If negativity hung around the house or building they haunted, the 

ghost would absorb it, growing more hideous, turning into an energetic 

heap of sadness, depression, hatred, and violence.  

Discovering that his wife was dead and gone had really done a number 

on Mr. Esposito. He was black, gray, and goopy looking now. Nothing like 

the human apparition he had been moments ago. He thrashed about and 

tore around the bedroom he and his wife had once shared. Alex could see 

his face periodically, contorted with rage and anger. He made her sick. 

When her parents had died, she had prayed and prayed they would not 

come back to her. She begged the Goddess to keep them from her. 

Alexandria never knew if the great mother had heard her, or if they had 

simply been brave enough to move on, but the Goddess had taught her to 

protect herself, and she had devoted herself to her from that day forward.  

Alexandria knew what she had to do.  

She held Ares close to her. He shook violently. The Detective was 

shouting something to her, but it was hard to hear, and then Mrs. Calloway 

stepped into the room. 

“Dad? Daddy?” She mostly mouthed the words though Alexandria 

could hardly see because her hair was whipping around and getting into her 

eyes. 

“Nancy. Get away!” He shouted in a guttural, monstrous voice. “That 

man is evil, EEEVIL!” Mr. Esposito moved closer to Alex and Ares, 

descending upon them like a stormy death. 

“Stop, Mr. Esposito!” Alex shouted, but he came anyway. “I’m only 

going to say it one more time,” she warned, but he kept coming. His eyes 

were green and black clouds. 

“Mr. Esposito, I said stop!” Alexandria stood up, leaving Ares covered 

beside her. She threw up her hands and visualized a blue shield spreading 

from them. 
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“Good heavens!” yelped Docherty somewhere behind her, fumbling 

with the blinds, trying to shut them. He must have seen the blue light. 

“Extraordinary!” 

The bathroom doors flew open, crashing into the walls, cracking the 

plaster and paint. Alex saw that the sinks were overflowing, the tub 

running, and the shower hose was spraying wildly. Water was spilling out 

of the bathroom, calling to her. She could feel it reaching for her, filling 

her.  

Alex’s shield spread slowly at first, but with the water’s aid it soon 

encompassed Alexandria and Ares. Mr. Esposito reached out with his black 

mass, trying to grab her, but when he touched the shield he wailed in 

agony. 

“Mr. Esposito, I told you to stop. Now, calm down.” 

“Evil! He is evil! He will hurt my daughter!” He pressed against the 

shield. Alex took a step back from the pressure. 

That was it. Alexandria took one look at poor Ares, once so proud and 

powerful, now crumpled at her feet, and made a decision. The more she 

tried to fight him, the stronger he would become. Alex needed some other 

way to repel him. She held out her left hand to support the shield, and in 

her right hand she visualized a ball of white light. She poured love, 

understanding, peace, and compassion into it, until it pulsed with power. 

She would drive it through him like a spear.  

She raised her arm slowly, then dropped her shield and whipped the 

ball straight into him. The spirit was smashed back into the mirror and 

disappeared in a plume of black smoke.  

“Someone help me with him!” Alex cried. The gardener, a wonderful 

fawn (a half-man, half-deer otherkin) came over, and helped her get Ares to 

his feet. His beautiful dryad wife came over as well, and they walked Ares 

downstairs and into the living room where it was dark and safe for him. 

Alex asked Ares if it was okay to take the blanket off, now that they 

were out of the sunlight, and he mumbled an affirmation. She slowly 

uncovered him and gasped. Ares’s face was ghastly, but his eyes… his eyes 

looked like they had cataracts. Red tears streaked his pale cheeks. 

“Oh, Ares, are you alright?” Alex went to put her hand up to his face 

when she remembered how upset he had gotten before. She placed her hand 

on her lap instead. Ares surprised her by grabbing her hand. He held it 

gently.  
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“Y-yes. I am fine Yusuf, can you call Yu-Yusuf?” he asked. Alex was 

so distraught by how vulnerable he was. She could hardly believe he had 

ever been rude to her, not when he suffered as he did now. Ares looked so 

innocent, so helpless. 

“Already on it m’ dear fellow. I called him on the house line. He is on 

his way. Dreadful things cell phones. Nothing but homing beacons for 

pixies and spies, if you ask me,” the Detective said, nodding to Nancy.  

“Ares, I am so sorry. I never should have left you there. I thought you 

were right behind us.”  

Alexandria felt tears stinging her eyes. Damn. She was so emotional. 

She cried whenever she heard sad songs, watched sad movies—heck, even 

a couple of commercials had gotten her recently. 

“Look what he’s done to you.” She struggled to hold back her tears.  

“N-no. Don’t cry. I will heal. Besides, it is not your fault he is the way 

he is. Mr. Esposito only has himself to blame.”  

Ares was right. What a smart and intelligent young man he was—or 

older man, she wasn’t sure. Perhaps this wasn’t all that bad after all; it 

seemed to have cleared the tension between them. But only time would tell 

if he would let down his guard with her.  

Ares looked tired, so Alex turned her attention to Nancy. 

“Are you alright? That must have been quite a shock seeing your 

father like that.” 

“Yes. What… what was wrong with him? Why would he do that? I 

can’t believe—was that really him?” she asked.  

“Yes, I’m afraid. It looks as though your father didn’t move on after 

his death. I know it’s painful to see him that way, but you must know it 

isn’t really him. The longer he stays here, the worse it is for him, and the 

worse he makes it for others. He can’t control himself, but maybe we can 

help him move on somehow.”  
Alexandria wished there was a fast way to get him out of the house. 

The longer they stayed there, the more likely he would attack again. How 

were they going to do an investigation with a crazy dead guy haunting 

them?  

“Do you think he stayed because of Mom? He loved her so much. 

You’d never seen two people more in love. I…” Nancy started to sniffle.  

“I can’t say for sure. He may not even know anymore,” Alex 

answered. She really didn’t like dealing with or talking to ghosts. She took 
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every precaution at home to make sure that no spirits ever came into her 

home or garden.  

Alex was going to have to take a long hot bath after this case. She 

wondered how many murder cases the Detective worked on because that’s 

not what she really needed in her life—a bunch of pissed off dead people 

asking her to help get vengeance or deliver messages to their loved ones.  

But then she remembered the airport and Bron. Alex remembered the 

thrill of the investigation and the magick of meeting those wonderful 

gremlins. How could she give that up? She looked at her uncle. How could 

she give him up? 

There was a knock at the door. Yusuf had come to pick up Ares. He 

was standing at the door peering in, unwilling to step in at first, but when 

he spotted Ares he marched over, pushing everyone aside, talking to 

himself in a language that Alex didn’t understand.  

“Hoy, I leave you alone for couple of hours and this is how they return 

you me. Come. Come. Yusuf is here,” he said as he helped lift Ares up. 

“No, I no need help. Yusuf will take care of him.”  

He brushed away anyone who tried to help him. He pulled a pair of 

sunglasses and a spare scarf out of his pocket, and even took the driver’s 

cap he was wearing and placed it on Ares’s head. When he reached the 

doorway, he opened up a black umbrella and made sure that Ares was 

tucked safely beneath it before he stepped out with him. 

“Ah, Yusuf, what a good lad. Indispensable, that man,” said Docherty. 
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Chapter Six 
 

Alex stood in front of a narrow row of townhouses that stretched along the 

street like an M.C. Escher painting. The homes were bunched so tightly 

together, it was as if they were competing for the best view of the lake. 

Alex couldn’t believe how tall they were. They towered in front of her like 

cliffs. She thought she could hear the sound of waves, but there was a wall 

of humanity between her and the water.   

She wondered briefly what it had been like years ago, before 

Europeans had settled here. Some untamed wilderness, trees and rocks 

cradling the water’s edge or sandy grasslands and the cry of gulls… Alex 

would take a sandy seat on a beachside over living on top of it any day.  

Her focus was on one house in particular. Though it was a little less 

extravagant than the rest, it was just as impressive. It was blue with dark 

brown trim and was about three or four storeys high. The windows had a 

neat diamond lattice pattern that ran through them, with the exception of 

one, the window above the door. It had a small stained glass window. From 

where Alex stood, the design appeared to be a whale swimming among 

white-capped waves.  

How lovely.   

Alex blew a stray hair out of her face and proceeded to the door. She 

gave the doorbell a ring. It hadn’t occurred to her that she was expecting 

something modern until she heard the echoing ding-dong of a classic 

doorbell. Alex was suddenly filled with giddy excitement: she was going to 

see inside the Detective’s house! 

She pranced around on the doorstep, partly out of glee but mostly 

because it was freezing. When some time had passed and her uncle hadn’t 

come to the door, she pressed the doorbell again. When a couple more 

minutes passed and he still hadn’t answered, Alex furrowed her brow. Was 

this the wrong house?  

No. This had to be it.  

Alex touched the door handle tentatively and then gave it a squeeze. 

She heard the latch release and let it blow open slowly on its own. 

“Hello?” Alex called to the front hall. “Helloooooo.”  

A thundering dong answered her. Only after her wits came back did 

she realize it was the chime of an old grandfather clock. It ticked and 
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tocked happily in the front hall against a slender stairwell. Alex was more 

shocked to realize she was on time than at seeing the clock itself. 

The inside of the house looked like an antique store, and Alex was 

eager to explore it, but hesitant to go in as well. She listened at the door for 

a couple more minutes before her curiosity got the better of her. She 

spotted a familiar pair of polished brown leather shoes beside a coat and hat 

rack that reassured her she was in the right place. Alex would recognize 

Docherty’s sport coat and hat anywhere.  

She continued down the hallway and into the kitchen. It was a 

charming room with blue tile and dark wooden cabinets. It had a gas stove 

with an old wood-burning oven built right into the wall above it. Alex 

hoped it still worked because she was willing to bet it made excellent pizza. 

There was a clunky rectangular kitchen table to her right, and straight 

ahead, next to the cupboards, were a pair of sliding glass doors that led out 

to a frost-covered deck, and then down to the lakeshore. So that’s where 

they were hiding Lake Ontario.  

The lake was batting at the sky with white fists in protest to the wind, 

and even though the scene was mostly gray, she still found beauty in it. It 

reminded her of a Group of Seven painting.  

Alex did a turn about the kitchen looking for any sign of life when she 

spotted some photographs piled on the dining room table. She leaned 

against a wooden chair and peered down at them. Some were classic black 

and whites, while others reminded her of old Technicolor movies. The 

colors were softer and almost bleached looking, lacking the crispness 

present in modern day photography. 

The mess of photographs spilled out from various photo albums, 

making a pile in the center with one or two strays closest to her. Most of 

the photos were of two boys (and in some cases young men). One boy was 

shorter and the other taller and lankier (her father), but both of them had the 

same happy eyes, clever smile, and a mess of blonde hair. Docherty had 

been the elder brother, judging by the photos, and was mostly seen carrying 

his younger brother around or holding his hand as he learned to walk when 

they were toddlers. When Alex came across a picture of Docherty with her 

parents on their wedding day, she started to tear up.  

Why had they stopped talking?  

Alex took another look around the kitchen. At second glance, she 

realized she wasn’t the only one hiding from her grief. 
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How had she not noticed it before? She could see sorrow hiding in the 

cupboards and under the chairs like the shadows of goblins. There were 

dirty plates and dishes in the sink and on the counters, and a burnt down 

candle with wax drippings on the table, accompanied by a bottle of brandy 

with the cork left off. Like her father, her uncle was a private man. He hid 

his grief well.  

Alex spotted a splash of red hair in one of the photographs and was 

about to push a picture aside to get a closer look when she heard a crash 

from behind her. She spun around and found a white door cracked open. 

She approached slowly and opened it.  

“Uncle Docherty?” she called down. 

The stairs led to a dimly lit basement. Alex could hear some fumbling 

around and assumed it was her uncle—or an elephant. She stepped 

cautiously down the narrow stairwell and into the basement. If she thought 

the upstairs looked like an antique store, the downstairs was its storeroom. 

It was filled to the brim with collectables, antique furniture, and specialty 

items. There were old chairs and bar stools, paintings and statues, tables 

and old suitcases and chests, and a couple of curious items hidden under 

rugs. Alex was thoroughly impressed with the size of the collection.  

There was another bang, followed by a loud clatter. Alex followed the 

noise and headed toward a small room to the right lit by a large candelabra 

resting on a workbench. There she found Docherty. His glasses were 

hanging off his nose as he polished a brass oil lamp. It was a bit tarnished, 

but Alex could make out a couple of intricate patterns in the candlelight. 

She was suddenly reminded of a favorite childhood movie.  

“I say, Alex, could you hand me that extra can of polish over there? 

This can seems to have run out.”  

Alex smiled. “Of course.”  

She turned and knelt down to look for the can. She found it hidden 

behind some dusty newspaper stacks and handed it to him. 

“Thank you, my dear, and glad you found your way in. I must have 

lost track of the time.”  

“No problem. Hope you don’t mind I let myself in.” 

“Not at all. There. How does it look?” 

“Very shiny. I don’t suppose if we give it one more rub a genie will 

come out? 

“I doubt it. Only a rare few Djinn were captured and trapped in lamps, 

assuming there were more than one. Poor chap. Can’t be too comfortable in 
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there.” He lifted the lid and peered in and then showed Alex. “These lamps, 

though simple, are rather handsome, wouldn’t you say?” 

“Oh yes. I use to love that cartoon movie about the young boy and the 

blue genie. I can still sing all of the songs.” 

“You don’t say? Come to think of it, I bet I have a copy of A 

Thousand and One Nights.” Docherty jumped up from his workbench and 

headed for the stairs. Alex followed quickly, unsure of where they were 

going.  

“Just this way,” he said as they continued.  

They padded through the kitchen, the hallway, and up the stairs. Alex 

paused to gaze up the stairs and then back down. She counted the levels in 

her mind: Docherty’s house was four storeys high! It was like a wizard’s 

tower. 

They stopped on the third level, which opened up to a living room and 

library with a gorgeous set of bay windows. The room was open and bright 

despite the gloom outside.  

Dark cherry wood bookcases lined the walls of the room and were 

practically bursting with every type of book imaginable. Alex took a deep 

breath and inhaled the smell of musty tomes: dictionaries in multiple 

languages, coffee table books, fiction, and non-fiction. She was overjoyed. 

It seemed to her the Detective was as layered as his house—rich and full of 

history.  

“Ah, here it is. I knew I had a copy. Here you are.” Docherty stood up 

and handed Alex a small leather-bound book. It showed the tattletale signs 

of age, but Alex, like her uncle, loved antiques. The age gave it character—

something about a little wear and tear made her want to cherish it even 

more. Inscribed on the cover, in faded gold letters, were the words Arabian 

Nights.  

“It’s beautiful. How long have you had it?” 

“That one I believe I picked up at an old book stand on a street corner 

near Kensington Market. The gentleman that used to sell them has since 

passed away, but he was wonderful for conversation. He knew every title 

inside and out. I could waste a whole day at his book stand, by Jove, I 

could. Ha ha,” Docherty paused. “I say, what time is it? What are we 

standing around here for? We have an exhibit to get to! Alex, my dear, pip-

pip. I’ll call a cab!” 

Docherty started down the stairs. 



Detective Docherty and the Demon’s Tears 

 

“Wait! What about your book? Where should I put it?” Alex called 

after him, looking around the room frantically, trying to remember where 

the book went. 

“It’s a gift, yours to keep. Now, look sharp, we’re going to be late!” 

The Detective called back up to her. 

“Coming!” Alex scrambled, placed the book in her quilted bag, and 

then ran after him. 

Docherty had his coat and hat on by the time Alex made it down the 

stairs. He was outside hailing a taxi when she got her shoes on. 

“Wait, don’t you want to lock the door?” she said when she caught up 

to him, breathless. 

“Alex, my dear, anyone fool enough to enter that home attempting to 

rob it is welcome to try. I dare say they will regret it for the rest of their 

lives, assuming they live, of course.”  

Alex wanted to ask him what he meant, but a taxi had pulled over, and 

before she knew it they were climbing in and were on their way to the 

Royal Ontario Museum.  

 

 
“Have you heard from Ares?” Alex asked as they made their way through 

the crowds toward the fairy and otherkin exhibit. 

It was only yesterday that everything had happened, and Alex had to 

admit she was still a little shaken up. She couldn’t imagine how Ares was 

feeling.  

“I haven’t, no, but he can be like that, you know. Disappears for days 

at a time, ha ha. Ah, to be young again,” Docherty said as he gazed around 

the museum. “I say, it’s been forever since I’ve been here. I had no idea 

part of the museum had exploded. Did you see it out there? It looks like it’s 

had a spell put on it.” 

Alex rolled her eyes and smiled at him. “It’s a modern design. They 

had it built to extend the building. It’s called the Crystal.” The Crystal 

stretched out from the museum like a space ship or a crystal growth. Alex 

didn’t understand it, but everyone had different tastes—especially when it 

came to art.  

“You don’t say? But I found the original building to be so charming.”  
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“I think it’s an interesting interpretation of the old world and the new. 

Museums are about history, after all, and modern designs have become part 

of it. Where would history be without modern technologies to enrich and 

preserve them, right?” 

“You bring up an interesting point, but there’s nothing like the classic 

feel of an old building that’s survived the ages. Now then, where’s this 

dragon egg your friend was talking about? I’d so much like to see it.” 

“This way.” Alex smiled and took his arm. 

 

 
Alex and Docherty stood, mouths agape, in front of the fairy and otherkin 

gallery. It was truly awesome. Hanging from the front entrance was the 

skeleton of a harpy in flight. It looked similar to a human skeleton, but with 

wings in place of arms and hands. The bone structure was mind-boggling. 

The legs were close to human, but while the knee looked almost the same, 

the ankle was extremely exaggerated and elongated into bird legs, with the 

feet ending in sharp talons. Alex wondered how hard it would be to walk 

like that.  

There were other winged creatures hanging from suspension cables 

throughout the gallery as well, including a gryphon and an imp. Some 

specimens were stuffed while others were skeletal displays like the harpy. 

The gallery was divided into different sections, dedicated to different 

areas of the world, showcasing fairy and otherkin from their home regions. 

It reminded her a little of the biodiversity gallery.  

They immediately turned toward the sign for the harpy display. Alex 

knew it would take them over an hour to get through the whole gallery—

inching their way along each display in an attempt to absorb it all—and she 

would love every minute of it. 

“Oh, that’s strange,” she commented. 

“What’s that, my dear?” 

“I never would have thought harpies and sirens shared a history. I 

always thought sirens were like mermaids. I didn’t realize the original 

drawings of them were similar to harpies.” 

“Yes, it can get rather confusing. Sirens are often depicted as 

mermaids or some other water dwelling fairy, but some of the earliest 



Detective Docherty and the Demon’s Tears 

 

stories describe them as bird-women. Either way, they lived by the sea and 

had beautiful voices, often luring sailors to their death. 

“Where the confusion lies is in trying to categorize them. We as 

humans want there to be a place for everything and everything in its place, 

you see. With fairy and otherkin, the rules are anything but. Using the word 

‘rule’ is contradictory in and of itself. To assume there are rules to the 

world of magick would go against its very nature. H-hem, so sorry, what 

was I saying? Ah, oh yes, some sirens may have been feathered, while 

others may have been scaled—or perhaps there were never any sirens at all, 

only harpies and mermaids.” 

“Huh, there’s something to think about.” 

“Truly. You get to a point where you’ve read every book and you’ve 

been to all the lectures, and then you find that everything is all just a 

confusing mess based on someone else’s opinion. Once you get there, you 

can toss out all that rubbish and go with your gut.” Docherty paused to 

wipe his glasses and smiled at her. 

“Oh, I say, is that a display on demons? Come, come, my girl! We’ve 

got to see this.” 

The Detective walked with purpose over to a large display with a 

frightening set of creatures. Alex held back a shudder. 

There were three interpretations of the word demon. One was the 

stereotypical image of Satan, another was a creature she would have 

expected in a science fiction film, and the last was perhaps scariest of all—

a man in a business suit. When Alex moved closer to the touch screen for 

the display, she could have sworn his eyes gleamed.  

“Now here is a subject I know nothing about. I mean, look at this 

display. We have literature here from the Torah, the Bible, the Koran, and 

even Buddhist texts, all of them mentioning demons!  

If any of these great works shed truth on the nature of demons, I say I 

am relieved to never have met one!” 

Alex eyeballed the businessman and questioned whether it was true.  

“How fascinating! There are so many depictions of this type of 

otherkin across so many cultures, but I dare say, it’s the same with all of 

them. Otherkin, I mean. You can find variations of each otherkin and fairy 

all over the world. They vary a little bit, of course, because they are not 

unlike animals and humans, adapting to their surroundings…” 

Alex lost track of what he was saying because a paragraph from one of 

the displays caught her attention: 
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While it is thought that demons only exist in other dimensions, 

commonly referred to as ‘hells,’ evidence of their existence within our own 

dimension has been found in black magick markets around the world. Oni 

masks from Japan are thought to depict the faces of real demons. Demon 

claws, nails, and horns can be bought or traded, but most coveted of all are 

demon tears. While all of these items are thought to have the ability to 

invoke a demon's spirit, demon tears are prized for their ability to rid a 

space of the foulest of spirits or otherkin. 

“Detective, did you read this?” 

“… and to suggest that a rhino is in any way related to a unicorn is 

absolutely preposterous—What’s that?” 

“Listen to this line here—‘demon tears are prized for their ability to 

rid a space of the foulest of spirits or otherkin.’ Isn’t that interesting?” 

“Imagine that? I had no idea.” 

“I know, right? What if we used this on Mr. Esposito? I was thinking 

last night, after Ares got attacked, if we’re going to go back in there we 

need to be prepared.” 

“How do you mean?” 

“Like the demon tears. What if we learned how to use them? I’m sure 

there’s a spell.” 

“That is an interesting notion. We definitely want to consider 

precautions, and perhaps some protection against our angry Italian friend, 

of course, but judging by the rest of this display here, getting involved with 

demons doesn’t seem like a good idea. Not many stories with demons end 

well for those involved.” 

“Oh, I guess you’re right. It was only a thought,” Alex replied looking 

down at the display. 

“There, there. Don’t despair, we’ll think of something. Once Ares is 

back in the office and we’re all together, we’ll come up with a plan. Mr. 

Esposito may have driven us out of the house on our initial visit, but we’ll 

find a way to get back in there.” 

“Do you think he was hiding something?”  

“Hard to say. After the attack, I admit I had my suspicions; however, 

Nancy had been in and out of the house on several occasions without 

incident. Not to mention, I came across some literature the other day on 

how ghosts detest the undead. Something about the irony of it—I admit it 

lost me at some point. Ghosts are a little beyond my area of expertise.” 
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“That makes sense. He didn’t become violent until he realized what 

Ares was, but something about that house is off. Something doesn’t feel 

right over there.” 

“Ah, but there’s a good detective, going with your gut.” Docherty 

winked at her and gave her a friendly nudge. 

“Come, come. We’re not here to work. Let’s enjoy the rest of our 

evening. Dear me, is that a werewolf mummy? It can’t be…” He trailed off 

as he headed toward the skeleton with his mouth hanging open. 

Alex hesitated. She turned back, looking at the demon display one last 

time. She wasn’t ready to drop the subject. There was something evil 

growing inside that house. Alex could feel it rising from the floors, 

smothering them from the moment they had entered. They needed a 

weapon against it. Alex didn’t believe in chance; she believed in destiny. 

Each soul had laid out a path before themselves in life, and she had just 

stumbled upon an important piece of information for their case. 

She would do some research and ask her uncle about it again. In fact, 

she would talk to her coven sisters about it on the next full moon. Perhaps 

Roisin or Nimh would know what to do.  

 

 
Ares slept all evening Saturday, well into Sunday night, and finally got out 

of bed Monday evening. He decided not go into work with Alexandria and 

the Detective. His eyes had healed within an hour of the sun exposure, but 

something else was wrong with him. A dark hole was expanding inside of 

him, and no matter how he tried to fill it with blood, it still ached. 

He rose an hour before sunset as he always did. All of his rooms had 

black metal panels that came down from the ceiling and stayed sealed until 

nightfall. The lights in his apartment were voice activated, so the moment 

he woke up all he had to do was say “lights” and they would turn on. 

His apartment was decorated in modern style, black and white 

dominated the monochrome palette with splashes of rich red and varying 

shades of gray. His penthouse was enormous, far too much for him to take 

care of, which is why his housekeeper, Maria, was a godsend. Ares had 

absolutely no interest in vacuuming or dusting.  

There was a swimming pool outside on the terrace, but he never used 

it. He wasn’t sure why he spent so much money on it (sand bottom and 
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saltwater filters). He also had nothing to do with the gardens and plants on 

the terrace. Maria’s brother, Javier, took care of them. As long as they 

looked tidy, Ares didn’t care what Javier did with them, although lately he 

had begun to wonder if Javier was trying to get his attention. Ares had not 

been out there in a while, but he could have sworn he spotted a hedge 

dragon gobbling some tourists the other night.  

Ares went into the kitchen to grab a drink. His refrigerator was empty 

except for a container of blood and some leftover pizza Javier or Yusuf had 

left in there. Ares lifted the lid of the pizza box to inspect the toppings—

anchovy with olives and jalapenos. Yusuf.  

He poured himself a glass of blood and sat down in his living room. 

He whirled the red liquid around and stared at the floor. He was no longer 

hungry. He had practically drained the entire contents of his kitchen 

Saturday evening. 

He had never known pain. Becoming a vampire was said to be one of 

the most excruciatingly painful experiences in existence, but Ares wouldn’t 

know. His mother, Clea, had wept herself dry his last week of 

transformation, but Ares had no memory of it. Once he had been reborn, he 

hardly thought of his human life. He had lived carefree and pain free every 

day for the past fifty-five years, until last Saturday. 

Ares had been blinded and made vulnerable by a ghost, something that 

didn’t even have a physical body. He had been trapped and alone in a room 

with a crazed dead man, and all he could hear through the screaming and 

breaking pottery was Alexandria. 

 

 
It was Tuesday, half past six, and it was clear that Ares was not coming to 

work again that evening. Alex sat in the recliner by the window and looked 

out at the parking lot below. She was watching snowflakes fall under the 

single street lamp that guarded the lot. Ares was like snow falling under a 

lonely streetlight, she thought.  

Alex sighed. 

She had a copy of Paranormal Workings: A Complete Guide to 

Exorcisms, Space Clearing, and Séances sitting in her lap, but she wasn’t 

reading it. She had picked it up at the library hoping to find information on 

demon tears, but so far the pages only mentioned burning sage or spraying 
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holy water. The book continued to recommend a witch or priest in serious 

cases, but that didn’t help her out. Alex was the resident witch in this 

agency, and she didn’t have a clue.  

She’d been able to protect them once, but the longer Mr. Esposito 

stayed in that house, the stronger he would become, and now that he knew 

what she was, he would be ready for her.  

Everyone knew what she was now. 

After the initial shock of the attack had passed on Saturday, Alex had 

to suppress a new fear: Ares and Docherty knew what she was. She had 

thought for sure the Detective would ask her about her powers, but he 

hadn’t mentioned a word about it. She preferred that they didn’t talk about 

it, but she couldn’t help wonder why he didn’t ask.  

After their visit to the museum, Docherty had fully immersed himself 

into the Esposito case, hardly speaking or commenting on anything else, so 

perhaps that was why he had not approached her on the subject. 

Alex watched as the Detective scribbled on a white board he had 

pulled out and mounted on the wall opposite her. He wrote frantically with 

green and blue markers, highlighting key thoughts he had written down 

over the weekend. Alex imagined he would make an excellent Pictionary 

partner.  

Alex set her book down and picked up the laptop from the nightstand. 

With Ares out of the office and no new cases to work on, she’d been using 

his laptop to answer e-mails.  

It hadn’t occurred to her until recently how odd it was that people just 

seemed to pop in to the office off the street. As far as Alexandria knew, the 

Detective didn’t own a phone or computer. The only advertisements for his 

business consisted of a small street sign above the restaurant and another 

sign in the parking lot, though it hardly counted, as some letters had worn 

off and the sign was slowly being consumed by an invasive vine.  
As it turned out, Ares had been corresponding with people via e-mail 

and scheduling appointments for Docherty this whole time. Whether the 

Detective knew about it, he gave no indication.  

When Alex originally opened the laptop she was pleasantly surprised. 

A little window saying there were six unread messages flashed in the 

bottom right hand corner, and the web browser opened up to the home 

page: DetectiveDocherty.com. She had known Ares had been doing more 

than his fair share of work to help her uncle, but she had no idea he did this 

much.  
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Alex was impressed by the crisp and professional look of the website 

(but, really, she would expect nothing less from Ares). The homepage had 

an excellent description of the services offered, and there was an organized 

menu bar and a table listing their fees. There was a text box to submit e-

mails with a delightful little magnifying glass that one clicked to send the 

message and even a phone number listed beneath it.  

When Alex discovered the phone number, she realized Ares had been 

taking calls for the agency on his own time. Either this was his personal 

number, or he had set up another account for the Detective. Alex pulled out 

her cell phone and added it. She decided if they didn’t hear from Ares by 

the end of the week, she’d call him.  

She had to admit that she was somewhat afraid to see him again; after 

what happened, she didn’t know what to expect. So far she had seen two 

sides to Ares: the arrogant asshole that she first experienced and the 

vulnerable, gentle vampire she had held on Saturday. When Ares was with 

her uncle, Alex noticed that he frequently rolled his eyes and expressed 

exaggerated irritation, but he demonstrated a quiet sort of respect and 

devotion above all else.  

With her Ares mostly made dry or sarcastic remarks with an air of 

general loathing. However, she hadn’t missed his subtle kindnesses. Alex 

had originally mistaken it for irritation, but now she started to see its true 

nature. She could only conclude, then, that Ares convinced himself he 

hated her, because deep down he actually liked her—or so she told herself.  

Regardless of whether Ares thought Alex was an acceptable assistant 

to the Detective, what she truly feared was an interrogation from him. He 

had been suspicious of her before, and now that it was apparent she had 

hidden things from them, it concerned her he would go digging for more, 

but it was not only that—Ares was a proud man. After Mr. Esposito 

attacked him, he had been so gentle, so subdued… but what would he be 

like when he recovered? Would his vulnerability lead them to a better 

friendship, or would he push her further away like a wounded animal?  

Alex couldn’t think about it anymore. The Detective and Ares brought 

a lot of joy into her life, but they also brought a lot of confusion. She was 

starting to get tired and decided to turn in. If she could live in this office, 

she would, but she was in dire need of a good night’s sleep. Besides, Derek 

was probably bored to tears at the house, hoping she would come home 

early so he wouldn’t have to walk the dog.  
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She turned the laptop off and returned it to its sleeve, placing it back 

onto the nightstand. She made sure to fold the quilt before she settled it on 

the recliner and walked over to tell her uncle she was leaving. 

Docherty smiled at her warmly, “Ah, but it has been a slow evening, 

hasn’t it?”  

“Yes, it has, but I suppose Detective work isn’t always about running 

around.” Alex smiled in return. 

“An excellent observation. They always seem to skip that part in 

movies, eh? The parts where the Detective gets tea and coffee stains on his 

shirt and stays up late with his nose buried in evidence. I imagine it would 

make for a boring film, but it is an essential part of the puzzle. You can 

pick up clues, but if you don’t know what you’re looking at, then they can’t 

be much good to you, can they?”  

“I can’t imagine they would be. Honestly, though, I was glad for some 

quiet time. Did you remember to feed Snow, Uncle Docherty?” she asked 

while she retrieved her coat. 

“Oh balderdash! I had almost forgotten, the poor ol’ girl. She must be 

starving,” said the Detective. “Will you be taking the bus home then? The 

weather is getting too dreadful for cycling this time of year.”  
His concern filled her heart. 

“Of course, the roads are too icy for riding now anyway. I don’t know 

how people do it all winter long. I am quite content with public transit until 

the spring.” Alex leaned over and kissed her uncle on the cheek and then 

said goodnight.  

“Goodnight, my dear,” the Detective said as he turned his attention 

back to his white board. He appeared to have completely forgotten about 

Snow. When Alex came in tomorrow evening, if Ares still wasn’t in, she 

would make sure to give the goldfish a couple of flakes. 

 

 
As Alex walked up her driveway after a long bus ride, she felt a presence 

close by. She hadn’t been expecting him this evening, but she was 

surprisingly glad to feel him. It was good to know he was all right. She was 

about to step onto her porch and go inside and then decided not to.  
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She decided it was time to make a change. She turned around and 

walked across her driveway and over to the fence line that divided her yard 

with the neighbor’s. Her boots crunched in the snow as she walked over.  

“Ares, would you like to come in?” she asked, looking up at him in 

her neighbor’s maple tree. He looked like an ice sculpture, pale and 

covered in snow.  

What was he doing? Was he pretending not to see her? I mean really, 

he was crouched in her neighbor’s tree… 

“Ares, won’t you come inside? I think it would be a lot easier if you 

just talked to me, instead of sitting in that tree night after night.”  

Ares remained quiet, but dropped out of the maple. Alex noticed his 

landing didn’t make a sound in the snow and found that most peculiar, if 

not a little exciting. He was a complete mystery to her. One day she would 

love to sit down and ask him all about his kind, but tonight she knew the 

focus was on her.  

“I guess you’re not cold, but maybe you’ll feel a little more 

comfortable inside, anyway,” she said as she led the way to her front door.  

They climbed up the small steps onto the front porch, and Derek 

opened the door.  
“You wouldn’t believe the day I’ve had,” Derek said. “Oh, who’s our 

new friend?” 

“Hi, Derek,” Alexandria said, giving him a stern look. “I’d like you to 

meet Ares. Ares, this is my roommate, Derek.”  

 

 
Roommate. Just a roommate. Ares digested the new information eagerly, 

hungry for more reassuring details.  

Minus the embarrassing incident outside, Ares was beginning to feel 

strangely comfortable. Of course when he realized Alexandria was coming 

toward him earlier he had wanted the sun to rise and burn him out of 

memory, but that moment had passed. He should know better by now. How 

could he have been so presumptuous to assume that he would be invisible 

to her and no one else?  

He almost fell out of the tree and fled when he realized she was 

headed for his maple. When she’d asked him to come inside, he had been 

so nervous and mortified he could not get his mouth to work. Could 
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vampires get lockjaw? What was it about her that unnerved him so? Why 

couldn’t he get the image of her bland face out of his head?  

Was there a cure for this disability? It felt like an illness. He could 

hardly focus on anything, his head was stuffy with thoughts of her, and 

whenever he was around her, she induced fever-like symptoms.  

Derek opened the door wider and ushered them both in.  

“Woo! It’s cold out there, and in here. I wish someone would turn up 

the heat. Anyway, do you two want something to drink? I just put the pot 

on for some espresso,” Derek said enthusiastically as he hurried into the 

kitchen. Ares noticed he was wearing vertically striped rainbow pajama 

pants and a shirt with a picture of Albert Einstein on it.  

Peculiar.  

“No thank you, Derek. I’m hoping to get some sleep tonight. Some of 

us have morning classes,” Alexandria replied. 

“And what about you, Ares?” Derek called from the kitchen. 

“No, thank you. I’m fine.”  

“I’m sorry it’s so chilly in here. I keep the heat low to cut down on 

costs. Oh, but I guess that isn’t a problem for you. Never mind. How silly 

of me.” Alex smiled at him.  

Ares took a look around the house. It was painted white inside with 

white trim. He wondered why she kept it so plain when everything about 

her attire screamed “I need to express myself!”  

“Did you take these photos?” Ares asked, admiring some framed 

photographs on the wall.  

“I did. What do you think?”  

“The general focus on nature, even in the city scenes—the poppy 

growing out of a crack in the sidewalk, for example—I would have 

anticipated with your high regard for nature. However, the focus is fine, 

your natural eye for color is apparent, and I enjoy the spirituality you 

convey within each piece. I can even see it in the closeup of this rusty 

muffler, which I find engaging as car parts are the last thing I would think 

of as natural, but the way it peels back, and it’s rough corroded edges, 

remind one of a desert scene.”  

“Oh my goodness. Ares, I don’t know what to say. Thank you. I 

appreciate the insight. Wow, had I any idea you liked art so much I would 

have discussed it with you a lot sooner.” 

“I wouldn’t say art is as much a hobby of mine as it is yours. I 

appreciate it as most people do, but my interests primarily lie in music, 
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chemistry of course, the detective agency, and theater. I really enjoy 

theater, though I haven’t been in some time.” 

“That’s a shame. Sorry, Ares. One moment. Hey, Derek! Where’s 

Raven?” 

“Oh, yeah, whoops. Listen, it was waaaay too chilly to walk Raven 

tonight. I hope you don’t mind. I let her out in the backyard,” Derek 

answered from the kitchen. 

“Oh, Derek. You wimp, weren’t you born in Canada? How long has 

she been out there? Let her in. She’s older now. I don’t want her to catch a 

chill.” 

Ares was taking in the living room when he suddenly realized what 

had just transpired. Dog. No. 

Before he could interject, Derek ran down the stairs. Ares heard the 

basement door open, and in no time, thundering up the stairs were the 

heavy paws of a big black dog. 

Ares tensed. He poised for action, ready for an attack, but the dog ran 

past him and over to Alex. She fussed and whined, wagging her tail, but the 

moment soon passed. Ares heard her sniff and saw her cock her ears. She 

turned slowly. Her lip curled and a low growl rumbled from her throat. The 

dog pushed past Alexandria and came running toward Ares, with her 

hackles on edge and mouth open, she was ready to tear him to pieces.  

The dog lunged for him, but he was quick. He leapt over her and onto 

the stairs. She whipped around and clamored up the steps as fast as she 

could, almost tripping. Ares grabbed the railing and hurled himself over it. 

He made for the front door when he heard Alexandria shout, “No!” 

The dog stopped just as she came down the stairs. She tucked her tail 

and walked pleadingly over to Alexandria. Ares had his hand on the 

doorknob, ready in case the dog changed her mind. 

“Holy crap,” Derek said as he came running up the stairs. “Are you 

okay?”  

“Yes, I’m fine,” Ares replied, looking at the dog wearily. 

“I’m so sorry, Ares. I can’t believe that just happened. I should have 

told her you were here. Raven’s never done anything like that before.” 

“It’s okay. She was merely protecting you. Dogs have never liked me. 

It comes with the territory.” 

“What a shame. I love dogs,” Alexandria said sadly. “Well, I’ll get her 

dinner ready and that will keep her busy while we get comfy.” 
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Comfy. The thought was appealing. Ares wondered when Derek was 

going to bed. 

“Comes with the territory, eh? Have some special cologne or 

something?” Derek asked, leaning against the stairwell with a goofy grin.  

When Ares didn’t respond, Derek waved him over. “Well, that was 

exciting,” he said, “Now that it’s over, you should come on in and make 

yourself at home. Sorry about Raven. I’m not sure what got into her. I’m 

more of a cat person myself, but Alex won’t let me have one. This way to 

the living room. I was about to ruin my mind with endless hours of reality 

TV. You’re more than welcome to join me.”  

Derek sat down in a beat up recliner, and Ares took a seat on a couch 

he was positive came off a street corner. None of the furniture matched; it 

almost made his eye twitch.  

There were two large windows in the room, but both were covered by 

house plants mounted on an assortment of antique wooden crates. It 

appeared Alexandria was growing a small rainforest—not surprising.  

There were more pictures on the walls and even a few paintings. Ares 

was taken with one in particular. It was an expressive piece, heavily 

textured with deep navy blues that looked like waves. Ares spotted three 

white birds toward the center that he assumed were gulls.  

Alexandria came back into the living room and sat down on the far 

end of the couch. For Ares, a couch had never felt so large. He attempted 

not to focus on the distance between them.  

“Ugh, I can’t stand this girl. She is nothing but trouble. Last season 

she separated Patrick and Laura, nearly ruining their chances, but they 

made it through. This season she’s back, of course. Up to no good. Look at 

that horrible dress.” Derek’s comments were endless. When a commercial 

hit he turned to Ares and said, “So, how did you two meet?” 

“Ares works with my uncle, the detective,” Alexandria answered him.  

“Oh! How fascinating. So, do you ever do like undercover work? 

Stakeouts? Have you ever seen a dead person?”  

Ares arched his brow. He wasn’t sure how to answer that. He had 

definitely seen a few dead people. 

There was an awkward silence. 

“I…” Alexandria began. 

“Oh, come on! I’m just joking. You two are way too serious. Lighten 

up. Who does your hair? It’s gorgeous.” Derek reached out and touched his 

hair. Ares froze. 
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Why was this man touching him? 

“Oookay, Derek, time for someone to go up to bed,” Alexandria said 

as she stood up and took Derek’s hand to lead him out of the room. 

“But I was just looking. Do you think he uses mousse?” Derek asked 

as he tried to arch his neck to get one last look at Ares.  

“Fine. I’ll leave you two alone then. Ares, it was nice to meet you. I 

guess some people aren’t into sharing, but—hey! I’m kidding, owe. Alex, 

gentle. I bruise easily.” Finally Derek said, “Goodniiight.”  

 

 
Alex couldn’t believe how embarrassing Derek was being. She normally 

thought his antics were funny, but this evening he was a little too much, 

even for her. She came back into the living room and sat opposite Ares. 

She began to feel some concern for him. Ares was so rigid on the other 

side of the couch she thought he might fall apart. She couldn’t begin to 

imagine what he was thinking, but she thought she might open up to him 

first and see what happened.  

“I suppose you were wondering how long I’ve known about you—you 

watching me—which, I’m just gonna get out now—was a little weird. 

Anyway, Raven told me a while ago that someone had tried to break into 

the house, and from her description I kind of pieced together who it was.  

Then I sensed someone following me home the other night, and when 

I saw you through the window, well, it was only obvious it had been you 

the whole time.”  

Alex looked over at him. He wasn’t looking at her, but straight ahead. 

She gave him a few minutes before she spoke again. 

“It took me a while to put together my own theory as to why you 

would do that. You see, I know how much you care for the Detective. I saw 

the website you put together, the paper work, and everything else you do to 

help his business. I mean, you feed his fish and clean her tank. I know he 

means a lot to you. Why else would you do all of that, right? That’s when it 

occurred to me that maybe you were checking me out to make sure I was 

alright, to make sure I wasn’t going to hurt him, and when I realized that, I 

decided it was time for me to invite you in.” 

Ares stared at the floor while she spoke, but as she finished he turned 

to look at her. He was breathtaking, like a human sculpture of the night. It 
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was strange to acknowledge the stereotype of all those vampire movies. His 

pale skin, thick eyelashes, wispy dark hair, and those crystal blue eyes 

made him almost irresistible. She wondered what he had looked like in his 

human life and how much remained of him in his new form. 

“I apologize for the way I have treated you. You see, it has been a long 

time since it was anyone other than the Detective and myself, and it was a 

difficult transition for me, but I cannot express enough the gratitude I feel 

for what you did for me on Saturday.”  

“Oh, Ares, it was nothing. I would have done that for anyone. I’m just 

glad you’re okay.” She smiled at him but noticed he seemed a little put-off 

by her response.  

“Did... did I say something wrong?”  

“Not at all. So, tell me, how is it that you came to have such incredible 

abilities? Are you a witch or a wizard? How long have you known you are 

different?” 

Alex gulped. Here we go.  

“Well,” she paused, considering her wording, “I suppose you could 

say I’ve known my whole life that I was different. I always seemed to sense 

things on some level, things that other people didn’t pick up—like how 

someone was feeling or changes in the weather or even the moon. I always 

know when it’s a full moon.” She paused to smile.  

“Anyway, as I got older, I started to see spirits and fairies. One day my 

parents caught me talking to one, and because they couldn’t see it, they 

assumed it was an imaginary friend. They indulged it for a while, but… but 

when it didn’t go away as I got older, they decided I needed help.” 

“Did they take you to see a therapist?” 

“Yes, unfortunately. He used to have them bring my drawings to 

therapy, and he’d analyze them, coming up with all sorts of ridiculous 

theories, like how I must feel powerless in my relationships because I kept 

drawing little winged people in the garden—something about how the 

wings gave me freedom. I don’t know. Anyway, it wasn’t easy. 

I was temporarily put on medication, but that didn’t go well. In a lot of 

cases, it exaggerated my ‘symptoms’ and I had a lot of sleepless nights.” 

It was Alex’s turn to stare at the floor. 

“That must have been very difficult for you,” Ares replied. “I’m sorry 

that happened to you. I can understand now why you’re careful to hide it, 

though I thought things would have improved with The Great Awakening.” 
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“You would have thought, right? But, you see, even when The Great 

Awakening happened in high school, my peers were afraid of me. They 

thought I was like one of the fairy or otherkin. They were afraid I’d do 

something to them if they upset me, which was ridiculous. Though 

truthfully there were one or two incidences that frightened even me, but 

that was a long time ago.” 

“So, your parents were opposed to your gifts at first, concerned it was 

some medical condition, but what about after? Did they send you to a 

wizarding school or find a group for you? Like a coven? How did you learn 

to control your abilities?” 

“First of all, I am not a wizard, and I never will be. Wizards are 

something else. They are selfish and cruel. They… they use things; they 

use magickal creatures, and they use the earth and twist it to do what they 

want. I am not a wizard.” 

Alex shuddered at the thought of wizards. She had been approached 

multiple times by schools from around North America (and even some in 

Europe), but she had refused to join them. It frightened her that they knew 

what she was and that they could find her. That’s why she had started to 

protect her home—that and to keep the ghosts out.  

“Okay, then what are you?” 

“I’m a witch. After The Great Awakening, a lot more resources on 

otherkin and magick practitioners became available. I discovered witchcraft 

and was able to develop my skills. 

“It wasn’t just that, though. Sometime around my thirteenth birthday, I 

started to have dreams about a beautiful woman with long dark brown hair, 

and she guided me, I guess. It’s hard to explain. It was like she was 

teaching me through my dreams. She helped me protect myself from the 

ghosts and helped me find local covens to further develop my skills.” 

“A woman in your dreams? You listened to a woman in your dreams? 

How did you know it wasn’t another spirit or otherkin?”  

“I can’t explain it. She felt like a mother. She was kind and wise. She 

was there for me through the hardest of times, even though it was only in 

my dreams. I don’t know what I would have done without her. She has 

never steered me wrong. I don’t dream about her as much as I used to, but 

something inside of me told me ‘mother,’ and that’s when I started to look 

up information on the mother earth, or the goddess as some call her.”  
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“So, that would explain the fondness for plants and gardening. I was 

admiring your work the other evening before I decided to break into your 

house.” 

“I’m sorry, was that a joke?” Alex laughed. 

Ares cracked a smile. Alex couldn’t believe it! Ares made a joke! 

“I’m sorry, I wasn’t expecting it.” She continued to laugh. 

“I know. Sometimes I surprise myself.” He looked away. 

Was he blushing? Unbelievable. 

“Hem, so yes,” she continued, “The plants are because of the love of 

the Earth, but also because they can be used medicinally and magickally. 

However, I don’t use them the way wizards do. What we have is a 

partnership. I tend them, care for them, and they give in return. It’s entirely 

different.” 

“I understand.” 

“Any more questions?” 

“Any more secrets?” Ares arched his brow. 

It was Alex’s turn to blush. 

“No, not that I am aware of, but, Ares, what was I going to say? ‘Hi, 

I’m your long lost niece. Oh, by the way, I’m a witch?’ I don’t think so. 

Not with the life I’ve had. Even after The Great Awakening, my parents 

weren’t exactly supportive. My mother thought it was devil worship, and 

my father tried to stay out of it, but his silence didn’t help either. I needed 

support, you know? I was afraid if I told you, told you and Docherty that… 

that you’d turn me away, and apart from my aunt, who unfortunately is 

very much like my mother, Docherty is the only family I have left. Minus 

Derek, of course, but that’s another matter entirely.” She smiled thinking of 

him.  

“How do you mean?” 

“Derek’s part of my coven. His mother is the high priestess. That’s 

how I became involved with them. I needed a roommate; Derek responded 

to the ad, and he introduced me to his mother. That’s kind of an example of 

how that woman led me in my dreams, actually. She advised me to place 

the ad and told me I’d find a coven that way.” 

“I see, so Derek’s a witch as well?” 

“Yes and no. He was born into it, but he doesn’t practice much. He’ll 

come to a full moon celebration or to the holiday parties; he might even 

meditate on occasion, but mostly he’s interested in school right now.” 

“I see.”  
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There was an awkward pause. Had they run out of things to say? 

Raven walked into the living room and over to Ares. Alex watched 

him lean back on the couch uncomfortably. 

“It’s alright. She won’t attack you this time. Is it okay if she comes 

over to smell you?” 

“Yes, I will allow it,” Ares responded, looking unsure.  

“She’s a very good dog. Naturally, it helps that I can talk to her, but 

she’s always been well behaved, with the exception of earlier, of course.” 

“How long have you had her?” 

“About eleven or twelve years now. We adopted her. It’s hard to think 

about sometimes, but she was abandoned and left to starve. When we first 

got her, she had lost all her fur from mange and she was skin and bone. The 

shelter had gotten rid of the mange and was helping to fatten her up, but it 

wasn’t until she came home with us that she really improved. Sometimes 

the warmth of a loving family is what you really need to recover from 

something like that.” 

Alex considered herself the lucky one though. When no one else 

understood her, Raven was always there.  

After what happened earlier, to see Raven smelling Ares with her neck 

stretched out and wagging her tail, was a relief. Ares looked absolutely 

repulsed, but she was glad he was trying. Raven sneezed on him and then 

came over to lie down in front of Alex.  

Alex chuckled. “Sorry about that.” 

“Right,” said Ares as he held up his arm in disgust, and wiped it on the 

couch. 

“How about I give you a tour of the house, and we can talk more as we 

go.” Alex got up and walked toward the kitchen. 

“Here’s the kitchen.” She turned on the lights. It was fairly plain, but 

she had quite a few herbs growing on the windowsill, with one gigantic 

aloe plant in the center.  

“I’d like to offer you something, but I suppose there isn’t much here 

that would interest you.” How did you entertain a vampire? 

“That is quite alright,” Ares said, “I appreciate the offer. I see you 

have another photograph here.” He walked over to a small, framed photo 

above the kitchen table.  

“Yes, that one is a favorite.”  

The picture showed an orange starfish lying on a glossy beach, the tip 

of one arm pointing up. In the background, the blazing sun was surrounded 
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by dark clouds as it dipped down toward the horizon. She had helped the 

starfish back into the ocean after she and her father had taken the photo, but 

she remained on that beach for hours afterward.  

“The painting in your living room, you painted that yourself.”  

“Yes, would you like to see where I painted it?” She tilted her head. 

“I would like that very much.” 

Alex escorted Ares down to the basement. He never made a sound; she 

found herself wanting to look behind her just to make sure he was still 

there. At one point he had come so close she had felt the hairs rise along 

the nape of her neck.  

She turned the lights on. “Here.” 

It was a mess. She had canvases of all shapes and sizes lying against 

every available surface.  

When she had bought the house, the basement had been unfinished, 

not really fit to create a second living room, so she decided to turn it into 

her own personal art studio, saving the money she would have spent on 

redecorating for another day, or to put into another home when she moved 

after she finished school.  

Her computer was down here for references and digital work, in 

addition to a small wood-burning stove that kept her warm while she 

painted. She even had some logs in the corner that she’d purchased from a 

conservation area that practiced sustainable cutting. She loved the feel and 

smell of a warm fire while she painted. She often burned oils in a pot on the 

top of the stove to help create a more creative and welcoming environment 

as well.  

Alex dabbled in a bit of everything: oil paintings, acrylic, and water 

color, but she also had a shelf with sketchbooks of varying sizes and a 

small table where she sometimes did mixed media, collages, or sculpting.  

She was studying art and literature at the university, hoping that one 

day she would have her own gallery and become a published author. It was 

a long shot, for sure, trying to make it big in those two competitive fields, 

but she lived and breathed expression. For now, it was school, art, working 

at the coffee shop, and playing detective.  

Ares was still quiet, absorbing all the paintings. Alex was sure he was 

also taking note of the copious amounts of art supplies scattered throughout 

the room, creating the complete disaster that was her studio.  

When he paused in front of a large painting leaning against a far wall, 

Alex walked over to join him. She stepped closer to him and noticed that he 
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didn’t move away, the way he often did when she got too close. It was a 

self-portrait she had done this semester for one of her art classes. She had 

painted herself in a dreamy, fantasy manner, with her hair wavy, as if it 

were submerged in water. She had imagined herself a water fairy with 

swirls of textured-blues all around and within her. It was a monochromatic, 

but she loved blue and had quite a few pieces done in this style—despite 

protests from a couple of professors—including the piece in her living 

room.  

“Any thoughts?” she asked. 

Ares turned and regarded her coolly, his arctic blue eyes dilated. 

“Beautiful and full of allure. It is how I would picture you if I was looking 

at your spirit, wild and free, expressive and graceful.” 

Alex felt a deep blush coming on and turned away shyly. “Thank 

you.” 

An awkward silence ensued. Ares was normally quiet, and this often 

made Alex uncomfortable. She was used to people like Derek and 

Docherty who chattered on endlessly; she hardly had to make an effort at 

conversation. She decided to politely call it a night.  

“Well, it’s getting late, Ares. I need to get to bed so I can get to class 

in the morning and then to work. I’m working a double shift tomorrow and 

won’t be able to make it to the office in the evening. Perhaps we will see 

each other Thursday?” 

“I teach classes on Thursday, but I could stop by the coffee shop and 

visit after work? Ek-Chuah was it?”  

Alex blanched. She was not expecting that. “Of course you can. I 

would love for you to visit.”  

Alex walked Ares to the door. 

“Ares, thank you for coming in,” she said, holding the door for him. 

“It was a pleasure.” Ares inclined his head. He was about to step out 

when he paused. 

Alex waited. 

“I…” Ares began and then said, “Goodnight, Alex.” 

He stepped out into the night, and Alex closed the door. How had 

everything changed over the course of a couple of days? She shook her 

head.  

Alex looked down at Raven who was standing beside her when she 

closed the door. “Well, now that you’ve had a chance to meet him, what do 

you think?” 
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Raven said, I think he was a nice person a long time ago, but a 

predator knows a predator when they smell one, and I do not trust him. 

Only predators stalk their prey.  

Raven stopped wagging her tail and sat down to look up at Alex.  

“I don’t think he would hurt me. He was rather rude when I first met 

him, but I’ve come to understand him, and I think something has changed 

in him. I think we misunderstood each other at first. He’s quiet, that’s all. I 

don’t think he spends a lot of time with anyone except the Detective, and I 

could see how that would make anyone socially awkward.”  

Alex smiled down at Raven and scratched her behind the ear. 

Oh, that’s nice... Please be careful. That man is a wolf in sheep’s 

clothing. Even a fairy can fall for their own glamor.  

Alex regarded her friend thoughtfully. “Well, the Detective trusts him, 

so I’m going to trust him too. We’ll just have to agree to disagree on this 

one. Come on, do you want to go for a walk?” 

Raven suddenly danced around enthusiastically. Alex grabbed her 

leash, which she only carried around anymore for show. The cold night air 

blew in, reminding Alex to grab her coat. The world was changing for fairy 

kind; maybe it would change someday for animals too.  

“Ares is different. You’ll see,” Alex said to Raven as she shut the 

door. 
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Chapter Seven 
 

Alex was sitting outside under a tree in Queen’s Park, sipping a delicious 

cup of rooibos tea with a subtle hint of caramel. She was drinking it out of 

her favorite travel mug, an orange ceramic mug with black and white 

butterflies and a loud yellow rubber lid. Alex loved bright colors in winter. 

It reminded her that spring was just around the corner, no matter how cold 

it was. 

It was chilly and yet warm for a November morning. She was bundled 

up in her favorite gray coat with a fun pair of chocolate colored faux-fur 

boots with pom-poms. It was cold enough for her to sit in the snow without 

melting it, but warm enough that she wouldn’t lose feeling in her bottom if 

she sat too long. 

She really loved the park this time of year. Because it was winter, 

everyone in the park simply passed through while she got the whole park to 

herself. It wasn’t big, but it had trees, pigeons, and squirrels. That was good 

enough for her, and it was nice to get away for an hour between classes.  

Alex had originally come here to take a break from her busy mind and 

meditate a bit (after feeding copious amounts of bird seed to the wildlife). 

She liked to dedicate at least half an hour a day to meditation, but today she 

couldn’t get her mind off Ares. The way he had acted last night was so 

peculiar. Wanting to come to her work? Really? 

Yeah, it was weird that he had been following her and sitting outside 

her house, but she kind of expected it. Admittedly, that too was weird, but 

somehow it did not bother her as much as it should. The way he had looked 

at her painting and how he had changed his entire demeanor toward her 

gave her a funny feeling. 

Alex was drawing a leaf in the snow with a stick when a shadow 

passed over her. She looked up and found a man above her—a gorgeous 

man. The sun was behind him, creating dramatic shadows across his face 

and an amazing golden halo around his tall, lithe figure. It seemed as 

though he were streaming rays of sunshine.  

“Is it not a little too cold to be sitting out in the snow?” he asked 

pleasantly. His melodic voice filling her heart. 
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“Oh, I… uh… hi. No… it’s not too cold for me. Not for a little while 

yet.” She smiled up at him, partially because he was pretty, but mostly 

because of her sudden speech impediment.  

“Do you often sit out here in the cold?” He tilted his head. The sun 

caught some stray hairs and lit them up like fire. 

“Now that you mention it, I suppose I do. I like how crisp the air is 

and that tingling feeling I sometimes get on my nose.” 

“Would it be alright if I joined you?”  

“Absolutely, I would love the company,” she said, and meant it.  

When he sat down out of the direct light, she almost gasped. He was 

startlingly attractive. His skin was the color of white mocha and he wore an 

off-white coat with a high collar and a white fabric belt. His hair was 

chestnut brown, with highlighted strands of cherry red and auburn. It had 

long bangs in the front, with some wild strands in the middle and a shorter 

trim on the back.  

He pulled the strap of his shoulder bag over his head, taking it off to 

set it to the side. He turned and smiled at her. “Thank you.” 

Alex wanted to respond, but she was too busy gawking at him. His 

face had the finest features she had ever seen in a man. His skin looked so 

smooth and delicate. His eyes were almost almond shaped, and he had the 

most beautiful emerald irises she had ever seen. 

Her heart was pounding, her mouth had dried up, and she felt so light 

she was barely aware of her body.  

Alex snapped out of it when she caught sight of his ears. They were 

elongated and pointed, similar to Ares’s, but much more pronounced. 

The young man looked at her questioningly and then smiled, looking 

down. “Ah, you noticed my ears. Yes, I’m an elf.” 

An elf! Alex was feeling nauseated and excited at the same time. She 

must have swallowed the butterflies from her mug. 

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to…” she began, realizing she was still 

staring. 

Idiot. Idiot.  

“Oh no, it’s alright,” he told her. “I’m used to it. So, how long do we 

have to sit out here before our noses start to tingle?” 

Alex grinned stupidly. “Well, I don’t know. I suppose it’s different for 

everyone. I’ve been out here for a while, and I think I’m just starting to feel 

it now.” 

“How do I catch up?”  
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“Well, honestly, I think you’re going to have to stop smiling because 

you’re going to melt the snow.” 

Oh, Goddess. What did she just say? Someone shoot her.  

“That was very kind of you to say.” He looked away, grinning, and 

then continued. “Do you attend the university?” 

“Yes!” 

Calm down. 

“Hem, yes. I’m in my second year. I’m majoring in the liberal arts, 

with focuses in art and writing. You?”  

“I, too, am a student at the university. I am currently in my fourth year 

here. I’ve taken on a general education major. I’m not here for a specific 

purpose per se, just here to take in all I can—obtain a formal education and 

hopefully assimilate into this culture.” 

“That sounds complex. So, you’ve come to the university to gain some 

knowledge and experience human culture, you mean?” 

“Something like that,” he said with a twinkle in his eye. “Sadly, I must 

be on my way though. It’s a shame. I was hoping to get a tingle in my nose. 

Do you think we could try it again another time? You seem to have 

experience with this sort of thing, and I like to learn from the best.”  

“Oh, I… I suppose I do. Well, if you’re interested in taking classes, 

then we will have to meet here again at ten a.m. Friday. Your lesson will be 

followed by a short quiz, so you’d better study.” 

He stood up and picked up his bag. “Duly noted. Might I inquire, what 

percentage of my grade will this quiz account for?”  

He arched his brow. 

“Seventy-five percent, so you better come bright-eyed and bushy-

tailed. Make sure you get a good night’s sleep and study hard.”  

“I won’t let you down. Now, before I take my leave, may I ask your 

name?” His gaze fell on her softly. 

“Alex… Alexandria.” 

He extended his hand to help her up. 

“Well, Alexandria, it is a pleasure to meet you. My name is Faolan.”  

He held her hand momentarily and then withdrew his own. 

“It is nice to meet you too, Faolan.” 

He bowed to her, which she found old fashioned, yet charming. 

“So, I will see you again?”  

“Yes, I will be here Friday morning.” 

“Right by this tree?” 
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“Yes.” 

“I look forward to it. Good day, Alexandria.” 

He looked at her one last time before he walked away. 

Alex exhaled for the first time in a century. Her head was spinning and 

her legs were wobbly. She just needed to wait till he was out of earshot so 

she could scream her excitement to the heavens. She could not wait till 

Friday.  

 

 
Ares dreamed of Alexandria all day. She swam in his dreams, her hair 

cascading around her like an amber waterfall. She had a beautiful teal and 

violet tail, and as she twirled in the water, her delicate fins flowed all 

around her. She danced like a dolphin lost in grace.  

When he awoke that evening, he jumped into the shower and spent 

hours trying to pick out the right clothing. For the first time in his life, he 

left his apartment with a pile of clothes scattered all over his room and on 

his bed.  

When he got to the office that evening, he fed Snow. She did not look 

bloated from over feeding or emaciated from starvation, which was a 

delightful surprise. He assumed Alexandria had a hand in that. Alexandria, 

Alex… sweet Alex.  

Ares had a hard time sitting still that evening, which was normally not 

a problem for him. He checked the Detective’s e-mails, only to find  that 

Alexandria had answered them.  

He read over the responses to make sure she had given them the right 

information. It was not that he doubted her; it was just habit.  

So far so good. She had successfully answered an inquiry about cost, 

another about location, and even several e-mails on some domestics. One 

woman had written in saying that her house was remarkably clean and yet 

she kept tripping over something. She also wrote that she and her husband 

had been woken up several Sundays in a row by something that was poking 

them while they slept. She was wondering if it was the ghost of her 

grandmother—ghosts were often the default suspects for most of their 

cases.   

Alexandria had written back saying that if the woman lived in the 

country and was either tripping in the kitchen or out in a barn, chances 
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were she was tripping over a grogoch, especially since they don’t have 

much tolerance for laziness and often woke people on Sundays. She wrote 

that a grogoch was an Irish fairy that looked like a small, hairy man. So, if 

she had seen one of those around, it was either her husband or a grogoch. 

Ares snorted. He heard something clatter and realized it was the 

Detective who had dropped his pen, looking over at Ares with concern. 

Ares looked back down at his laptop and cleared his throat.  

Alexandria had finished the e-mail saying that it was otherwise a 

brownie or another type of hobgoblin. She wrote that both types of fairy 

were very helpful, but if she desired for them to move on, all she had to do 

was leave an offering of clothing. Ares found himself touched by the last 

sentence that read: 

Just remember, once you place your gift for them out in the open, you 

will drive them away permanently, driving away a good friend and their 

magick forever.  

Ares read through a few others, but enjoyed the last e-mail in 

particular. A gentleman had written in saying that he had seen a beautiful 

green woman walking out in his apple orchard recently, and if it were 

possible to ask her out on a date. Alex’s response had been: 

 

Dear Jeremy, 

 

Life’s too short to sit around wondering “if.” Just go out there the next 

time you see her and introduce yourself, but start out slow. Warm her up 

with a bit of conversation, learn a little about her, and maybe then ask her 

out. You do not want to come on too strong.   

I strongly suggest making sure there are no green men or satyr/fawns 

living in the area beforehand though, otherwise they may not take too 

kindly to you hitting on their would-be girlfriend. 

 

Just a friendly warning. 

 

The best of luck, 

Alex 
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Alexandria was right—life was too short, for her kind anyway, but 

who knew, maybe one day she would want to be like him, want to stay with 

him… 

“H-hem. I say, Ares, are you quite well?” 

“What? Oh, yes, yes Detective. I was just—funny e-mail. Any 

headway on the Esposito case?”  

Ares refrained from a shudder at the last name.  

“Well, it’s a tough call. First of all, something is just off about the 

place. I think we can all agree on that, but I feel as though there is 

something more. I have a hunch that Mrs. Esposito’s death was not an 

accident, and Mr. Esposito knows something about it.” 

“Any speculations?” 

“Haven’t the foggiest. However, after a long chat with Mrs. Calloway, 

I have discovered that she is an only child. Her husband has been away on 

business these last couple of months. He’s overseas in China, which rules 

him out of any involvement. Come have a look at the board with me.”  

Ares rolled his eyes. That whiteboard was the bane of his existence. 

He could never make out the Detective’s lines, circles, and scribbles. They 

always made an incomprehensible pattern he could not follow.   

“Now, as indicated here, Nancy and her husband do not have any 

children. Any direct family either live overseas in Europe or too far away 

to be of any real consequence—unless of course they stopped in for a visit 

to kill Julia and be on their way, but then we’d be looking into a sloppy 

mess of motives that the initial investigation already ruled out.  

“The only one who was there the night of the incident was Mr. 

Esposito. He seemed sad about his wife’s passing, but I can’t say I am 

entirely convinced he was telling us the truth, especially after his episode. 

It appeared that he’d become upset once he realized you were a vampire 

and then became protective of his daughter who was in the house, which 

leads me to believe there is some good in him. However, he clearly lied to 

us about Mrs. Esposito, as his and his daughter’s description of Mrs. 

Esposito did not add up. At first, I thought perhaps a brownie lived there 

and was hoping to talk with the chap to see if he knew anything, but with a 

ghost in the house, I highly doubt a hobgoblin would stick around.  

“Now, the only other two creatures in the house the night of the crime 

were the rabbits, which I would like to talk to Alexandria about when I get 

the chance. I would like to speak to them again to find out more about 

Julia’s comings and goings and about the night of the incident.  
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“I feel the faun and his wife are a dead lead for this case because they 

clearly had nothing to do with the incident, but good to keep their number 

handy, of course. Lastly, ghosts. It occurred to me that we know so little 

about them. From what I have read, ghosts are not all bad. As Alex 

mentioned, ghosts who don’t cross over can become quite a nuisance, 

but—Ares, don’t look at me like that. You know what I mean.  

“I recently read that ghosts can cross over at any time; they just have 

to want to. To encourage them, there are entities, invisible to the human 

eye which aid them in their transition and encourage them. They are what 

some refer to as angels.” 

“Angels?” Ares asked, incredulous. 

“Now, now, don’t be like that. We must be open to all possibilities, 

remember? It is important for us to remain open-minded in these situations, 

regardless of our personal beliefs. There are many religious systems out 

there that include angel-like creatures. Angel is just one word for them. We 

must not get lost in the biblical image, but instead appreciate the possibility 

of another form of otherkin.”  

“Of course,” Ares agreed, refraining from his usual eye roll. “Do you 

think Alexandria would know anything about these, these angels?”  

“I was wondering the same thing, ol’ boy. Ha ha. Now, I am going to 

read through a couple more books and see about these angels—

extraordinary information on how people speculate they live on another 

plane of existence—reminds me of the demons Alex and I were reading 

about the other evening.” 

“Demons?”  

“That’s right, demons. Interesting creatures, terrifying to be sure, but 

interesting! We were at the museum. They had a marvelous gallery set up 

for otherkin and there was a section on demons—” 

“Oh, so you two went to the museum together.” Ares attempted to 

swallow his jealousy. 

“That’s right, and it was a most excellent evening. I say, you should 

check it out sometime. You know though, now that I think about it…” The 

Detective mused as he picked up his marker and started writing on the 

white board, “… I don’t recall seeing a display on angels. How unfortunate. 

I certainly could use more information on them, but there isn’t a whole lot 

of data available. They appear to be most elusive, and there hasn’t been an 

accurate account or sighting in over a century—pity.” 

“Right, assuming they exist at all,” Ares said dryly. 
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“Ares, your skepticism baffles me. You of all creatures should have 

faith in something greater than yourself. Look at you, you’re immortal, yet 

you did not start out that way.” 

“Detective, I’ve been around a long time, and I have never seen 

anything to suggest the existence of angels or demons.” 

“Ah, but people once said the same thing about vampires.” 

Ares sighed and returned to his chair by Snow’s aquarium. He knew 

when to give up. Just then, the little diver swam by, and Ares felt his 

stomach twist at the thought of Alexandria. For the rest of the evening, he 

forced himself to focus on his work, but found himself counting down the 

minutes until he could be with her.  

 

 
Ares sped to Ek Chuah as fast as light. When he came close to the coffee 

shop, he stopped a couple stores back to check his hair and straighten out 

his clothes. He didn’t want it to look like he had been running. In fact, 

when he checked his watch and saw how quickly he had gotten there, he 

waited ten minutes so he didn’t look over eager. Ares walked up to the door 

of Ek Chuah and opened it slowly.  

He had been expecting to see her right away, waiting for him with a 

warm smile; however, he had no such luck.  

Ares suppressed a frown.  

He composed himself and took a seat on one of the couches on the far 

wall, located by the west-facing windows, making sure he was visible from 

the counter.  

One of the South American owners stepped out from behind the 

kitchen curtains. Ares took a good look at him. He was covered in tattoos 

of serpents, jaguars, gods, and a number of symbols that Ares didn’t 

recognize. He had long black hair that he had tied back with a hairnet. Ares 

noticed the man’s ears were pierced multiple times on each lobe. He folded 

his muscular arms and looked straight at Ares. 

The body builder—biker wannabe was about to take a step in his 

direction, when the curtains parted to reveal Alexandria tying her hair back. 

She was dressed in her usual eclectic style, but with a black apron over her 

clothes that said Ek Chuah in white letters. On the top was a white print 

of the Mayan god. He had a seriously long, beaky nose that was hooked at 
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the end, and he was carrying a club in one hand and had a sack tossed over 

his back. He looked angry, actually.  

Alexandria walked past her intense looking co-worker and came right 

over to Ares when she saw him. Her hair was up in a messy up-do that 

floored him. He had never seen her hair up before. It framed her face 

delicately, showing off its beauty. Her neck was fine and shapely, right 

down to the collarbone, which coyly peeked out above her shirt and apron.  

“Why, hello there,” Alexandria said with a big grin, placing her hand 

on her hips. “I don’t suppose I could get you anything, could I?” 

“Sadly, no. A serious shame, too, because it smells marvelous in 

here,” Ares replied, trying not to look her up and down like a sexual 

predator. He hadn’t meant the coffee.  

Alex was not what Ares would call thin. She was what he would call 

medium-rare (not that he intended her to sound like a steak). She had a 

perfect shape, with curves where they should be, and a slender waist with 

broad shoulders. Ares had not missed how toned her legs were from 

cycling, either. For some reason in her work apron, with her hair up, he 

found her extremely attractive.  

“Do you suppose I should order something to look busy?” he asked 

glancing over at the big man standing behind the counter, watching them. 

Alexandria followed Ares’s gaze and laughed. “Oh, don’t worry about 

Cocijo. I’ll explain to him that you’ve stopped in to visit. He knows I’m a 

good worker, even with visitors.” She smiled and went behind the counter 

to talk to the big man.   

What had she called him? 

Ares returned the man’s gaze, unwilling to be intimidated by him. 

When Alexandria came back over, Coceego, or whatever his name was, 

went back behind the curtain. Alexandria went to see if the other customers 

were okay, took a few plates, and returned to Ares. She sat down next to 

him on the couch. “Now, down to business. What is the status with the 

Esposito case?” 

Ares smiled at her. He was beginning to enjoy her enthusiasm.  

Alexandria tilted her head and smiled back. 

Ares paused awkwardly and quickly cleared his throat. “The trail is 

cold. We don’t have a lot to go on. The Detective and I don’t have a lot of 

experience with ghosts and there appear to be no otherkin or fairy within 

the household. Sometimes we have to dismiss a case like this because we 

only solve paranormal cases. There is a ghost in the house, yes, but unless 
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we can prove that he had something to do with it, there’s nothing for us 

there. Not to mention, how would you punish a ghost—he’s dead.”  

“Good point, but perhaps there’s a way we could encourage him to 

move on. I mean the biggest punishment for him would be to exorcise him 

from his home or force him to cross over. If we really needed to, we could 

banish him,” Alex said thoughtfully.  

“Yes, I suppose that is an option. I had not thought of that. Docherty 

mentioned this evening he wishes to learn more about angels. Apparently, 

they help those who have died cross over. Have you ever heard of, or 

experienced, an otherkin like that?”  

Alex looked off into the distance for a moment. When she looked back 

at him she had a touching look on her face. A strand of hair had fallen, and 

he wanted to move it aside for her, but before he could, she guided it 

behind her ear.  

“Yes, I think I might have. One time when I was meditating after yoga 

class I had this sensation come over me. I was in a deep state of trance, 

somewhere in that otherworld—a feeling of joy and ecstasy suddenly 

encompassed me, and my vision was overtaken with all the colors of the 

sunset—pinks and yellows, oranges, and violet, and all I could see were 

wings. When I tried to figure out what it was, all that came to mind was an 

angel, that I had seen an angel.” She paused a moment, but Ares could tell 

she wanted to say more. “It was difficult for me because, well, I had such a 

bad label for them with a faith I could not relate to, and with everything 

with my parents and ghosts, I didn’t want to pursue it further.” 

Ares considered what she was saying. Like ghosts, angels were new to 

him. He thought he had been treading in new waters before, but this was far 

beyond him. The idea of angels and higher levels of existence, an afterlife, 

it was all too much. They were things he had never considered before, 

because from the moment his parents had adopted him, he wanted nothing 

more than to live on with them forever.  

“In that other world, how can you be sure it was not some other kind 

of otherkin or fairy?”  

“I can’t be sure. All I know is what my instincts tell me.” 

“Let’s just say, hypothetically, that angels do exist. Do you think it 

would be possible to contact one?” 

“I don’t know. I’ve never tried. I thought the vision I had during my 

meditation was kind of a fluke. I could certainly look into it. Perhaps talk to 

a few of my sisters from the coven, but about the banishing, I was thinking 
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we should really consider it after what happened and how you were 

attacked. Docherty and I were at the—” 

“At the museum, I know.” Ares supplied irritably. 

“Yes, and we found information on demons. Did you know that 

demon tears can banish any otherkin or spirit?” 

It was Ares’s turn to tilt his head. “So now we believe in angels and 

demons?” 

“Ares, I don’t know about angels. I may or may not have seen one, but 

I’ve witnessed enough cruelty in this world to believe in demons. Even if 

there aren’t demons, they do sell demon tears on the black magick market. 

Normally only wizards and sorcerers use them, but my coven sister Nimh, 

her grandmother, well, she was a sorceress…” 

“A demon summoner?”  

“Yes, it’s not something that everyone in the coven knows, just Roisin 

and myself. No witch wants to admit that a member of their own family 

would become something like that, but anyway, she died young of course. 

They never live long—the demons always find a way—but Nimh’s mother 

kept some books her mother had in order to protect themselves, should 

some deal with the demons come back to haunt them.” 

“Go on.” 

“There’s a spell in the book; Nimh lent it to me. It’s called The Black 

Hand of Magick. You don’t summon a demon or bargain with it, you just 

use the tears to banish the spirit. The spell is one hundred percent 

guaranteed to work, and it originally wasn’t even a part of sorcery. Many 

witches and wizards have used it…” 

“Alexandria, you don’t need to sell me on it. What has Docherty said 

about this? Have you spoken to him about it?”  

“Yes, about that. When we were reading the display, and I mentioned 

it to Docherty, he wasn’t too keen on the idea. I was hoping you could help 

me convince him.” 

“Considering the horrible endings most humans have suffered at the 

hands of demons, I can see why he feels that way, but you don’t think the 

spell summons an actual demon?” 

“No, I went over the logistics of the spell. Basic tools, the demon 

tears, and that’s all. Nimh went over it with me. We didn’t see any 

evidence of an actual summoning. You just use the tears, and the ghost is 

banished for good.” 
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Ares was quiet for a while, absorbing the new information. He could 

understand the Detective’s perspective on the matter. Neither of them had 

ever been presented with this kind of option before. Demons? Ares had 

spent most of his life doubting their existence, but now he was considering 

using a spell with demon tears to force a ghost out of a house—a dangerous 

ghost, one that had almost blown him out of existence with sunlight.  

“Do you think this is the best protection we have against him?” Ares 

asked honestly.  

“Ares, I protected us once, but I’m not confident I can do it again. We 

could try charms or another spell, but so far that’s the best I’ve seen, and I 

have never seen a spirit turn so foul so fast. If we can’t get past him, we’ll 

never figure out what happened to Nancy’s mother.” Alexandria looked at 

him seriously. 

“I’ll talk to the Detective about it. We’ve used charms and enchanted 

items before with otherkin, though we’ve never done a full casting. I can’t 

see how it would be too different. After all, enchanted items have spells on 

them. Even the Detective’s magnifying glass is enchanted.” 

“It is? What can it do?” 

“I have no idea, but he can see things in that magnifying glass that no 

one else can, like leprechaun footprints.” 

“Huh.”  

“At any rate, I’ll have a talk with the Detective and see what we can 

come up with. Angels or demons, either way, we’ve got a lot to consider.” 

“Thank you, Ares. Well, I better get back to work and see how the 

other customers are doing. Not that I don’t know all of them, either,” 

Alexandria said, laughing.  

Ares watched her walk over to the other tables. She chatted with each 

customer and asked about their personal lives; she made sure their tables 

were clean, and that she got their orders right. How had he ever doubted 

her kindness? 

The rest of the evening was hazy and dream-like. He continued to 

watch Alexandria serve the other customers and go about her business, 

wiping tables, cleaning up and chatting with them; it was like a dance. 

Every mundane thing she did fascinated him.  

He was doing a terrible job of not staring. He had picked up a coffee 

table book earlier to try to distract himself; however, he had not gotten past 

page three. 
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When it was time for Ek Chuah to close, Ares waited outside for 

Alexandria. He wanted to avoid any direct contact with Coo-coo inside. He 

wasn’t intimidated by the man’s iron gaze or his bulging biceps; he simply 

didn’t want a confrontation. He avoided confrontations as much as 

possible, because if they did happen, the human always got hurt. Ares 

never attacked, but he had studied various forms of martial arts throughout 

his life, and even a simple block could break an arm. If a human took a 

swing at him and made their mark, they could break their own hand on 

impact, depending on how hard they hit him.  

Alexandria came outside, bundled up in a ridiculous outfit, but instead 

of finding it distasteful, Ares found it somewhat charming. She had on a 

black hoodie with cat ears on the top, a gray plaid coat, a pair of fluffy 

brown boots with pom-poms, and carried a hat in her hand. She placed it in 

her bag and pulled out the most outrageous pair of gloves he had ever seen. 

Ares’s eyes bulged out. “What…” he began to say. 

“Oh.” Alexandria laughed. “They’re dragons.” 

Alexandria held up her mitts to show him. They were grass green, 

with two fabric white eyes that stuck out on the top, two olive green knitted 

crests behind them, and a little red tongue sticking out the front. Alexandria 

opened and closed her mitts, pretending that the dragons were talking. She 

reached out and made one bite his nose. 

Ares did not know how to respond—he hadn’t seen that coming. He 

stood there blinking a moment, and then they both looked at each other and 

laughed.  

 

 
After taking a surprisingly nice bus ride to High Park (despite Ares’s vow 

never to use public transit again), Ares walked Alexandria home. As they 

walked, he enjoyed the feel of the crisp night air. The city was alive 

tonight.  

Their pace was casual, yet their time together went too fast for him. 

Ares realized Alexandria may not have felt the same way when he saw how 

red her cheeks were. 

“Are you cold?” he asked.  

“Yes, a little, but we’re almost there,” she replied. 
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Ares looked around and realized she was right. They were almost at 

her street. His heart sank at the thought of leaving her for another night. He 

didn’t like all this waiting, but he reminded himself that he did not want to 

freak her out with his intensity.  

“Here we are,” Alex said, looking up at him.  

It had begun snowing. Some large flakes floated their way down and 

tucked themselves into Alexandria’s hair. Ares gently took a snowflake 

from a strand near her face. He showed it to her. He was much colder than 

a human, so it didn’t melt. She looked down at it and said softly, “How 

beautiful.”  

She took her hand out of her dragon mitt and held it out. Ares placed 

the snowflake in her hand. It stayed for a moment, but slowly started to 

melt. It was like the way he felt when he was near her. Her body heat 

radiated toward him and her heartbeat pounded somewhere deep within his. 

He tilted his head to catch her eye. His kind was considered dead, but never 

in his entire existence had he ever felt so alive.   

Alex raised her head slowly and smiled. “Well, goodnight. Thank you 

for walking me home.” 

Ares pulled back, disappointed. “You’re welcome.” 

Alex turned and smiled one last time, and then walked up onto her 

porch and began fiddling with her keys. 

“Goodnight, Alexandria,” he said quietly as he watched her step 

inside. He turned away to walk home.  
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Chapter Eight 
 

Alex stared at her reflection in the crystal ball. She sat with her head resting 

on her hands and lay against the table. She could fall asleep like this.  

“You need to get more sleep,” Nimh told her from across the table. 

“You don’t need the crystal ball to know that. Tell me something I 

don’t know.” 

“I’m just saying, if you don’t get some sleep, you won’t be good to 

anyone, especially yourself. You know what Roisin is always saying about 

taking care of the body and making sure you’re well rested.” 

“I know. I just wish there were more hours in the day. There’s so 

much I want to do, so much I’m trying to do.” 

“Yes, we talked about that last week when I read your tarot cards. The 

ten of wands; you’re overburdened. You need to take care of yourself and 

get some rest.” 

“This coming from someone who’s younger than me. You sound like 

my aunt.” Alex smirked at her coven sister. 

Nimh regarded her quietly. If Alex was carefree and good-natured, 

Nimh was everything but. Nimh could laugh at a joke and go out with her 

friends and have fun, but there was always a shadow across her eyes. At the 

age of nineteen, Nimh was younger than Alex, but older in many other 

ways.  

Nimh was wearing her burgundy cloak to keep her warm but wore 

jeans and a striped sweater underneath. A silver pentacle sparkled around 

her neck with a heart charm dangling beside it. Nimh brushed her orange 

and yellow bangs out of her face. She had asked her hair dresser to make 

her hair look like a sunset last week and she had done just that.  

“Has it been helping?” Alex asked. 

“What?” 

“The crystal balls, the tarot cards, and meditating. Is it helping with 

your visions?” 

“Yes and no. It helps me focus so I can predict things that are 

troubling people more often than not, but it’s not helping me control the 

visions that come.”  

That’s what Alex and Nimh called them, “the visions that come.” 

Nimh had visions of the future, and they normally weren’t about birthday 
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parties and puppies. They were frightening and horrible. Alex had been 

there on more than one occasion when Nimh had become hysterical after 

envisioning people being drowned in a flood or crushed by collapsing 

buildings during an earthquake. It typically threw her into a full-blown 

anxiety attack that would land her in the hospital.  

Alex didn’t have visions, but she knew what it was like to be plagued 

by a talent you couldn’t control, to see horrible things. That’s what had 

originally drawn them together, but their friendship had become so much 

more over the last year since Nimh came to the coven.  

“So the tools have been helping?” 

“Well, meditation was quiet, but the tarot cards I seem to be really 

good at—like, the cards are dead on, even though I still need to look in the 

book for the meanings. With the crystal ball, I can usually see things in it, 

but it takes a while to figure everything out. If I start saying what I’m 

seeing, people seem to generally piece together the information.” 

“Have you been rubbing mugwort on it like Roisin suggested?” 

“Yes. I’m not sure if that’s been unlocking the visions in the ball 

though or if it’s been happening on its own.” 

“But you still can’t see anything about me?” 

“No, I never have.”  

“Do you think it means I have no future?” Alex gave her a theatrical, 

shocked look. 

“Oh stop it. It actually bothers me that I can’t read anything about 

you.”  

“Maybe I’m just that good.” 

“Or maybe something is blocking me from seeing you,” Nimh said 

seriously. 

“Like what?” 

“I don’t know.”  

“So, you can read my tarot cards and give me a little advice on current 

situations, but you can’t see me in your visions or in the crystal ball—it’s 

okay.”  

“I don’t think it is. I can see everyone. Everyone I know, except for 

you. It worries me.”  

“I like you, but you’ve got to lighten up. Come on, let’s get some 

cookies,” Alex said, standing up. She wrapped her blue velvet cloak around 

her to warm herself up and pushed her chair in.  
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They were in the divination room, one of the many rooms in Roisin’s 

house dedicated to their craft. The divination room was mostly filled with 

violet, purple, and yellow, the colors of the third eye and psyche. Alex 

enjoyed all the different rooms and their themes. This room had a table and 

chair in the center with two loveseats for guests. There was a window, but 

it was closed off with thick purple curtains to prevent distraction.  

Along the back wall stood a cabinet full of crystals, crystal balls, tarot 

decks, books, dowsing rods, and more, but Roisin had given Nimh one of 

her own crystal balls. It was ruby red, about the size of an orange, and had 

no special markings. Nimh wrapped it in a dark purple cloth and placed it 

gently into her bag as she got up. 

Roisin’s house was an old schoolhouse. It was rectangular, with lots of 

windows and old, red brick. Ivy grew along its sides to help sink in the old 

age, but the inside was completely renovated. 

Thanks to Roisin’s nasty divorce—or the happiest day of her life, as 

she liked to put it—she was able to buy the school and turn it into her home 

and the future location of her Spiritual Center. 

It was a school, a healing center, and a gathering place. During the 

day, a small staff taught yoga classes (in the yoga room, which was a 

converted dance studio), did guided meditations, taught and gave Reiki, 

and she even had a naturopathic clinic with a specialist that issued herbal 

teas and tonics (she also gave incredible massages). 

On special occasions, and on every full moon, Roisin held a gathering 

for the coven. Although some members of the coven worked or volunteered 

at the healing center, not everyone who went to the center was in the coven. 

The healing center was open to anyone, and patrons who couldn't pay for 

services could barter, trade, or work off their costs. 

Roisin managed her business beautifully and always had time for her 

students and coven sisters. She taught students like Nimh and Alex who 

were a part of the coven, but also witches that came from homes outside of 

the coven and needed guidance to develop their abilities. Each year, her 

business grew, and Alexandria wondered if Roisin would open up a second 

healing and magick school, or if they’d have to move to a larger building. 

As much as Alex loved working at Ek Chuah, she would work for 

Roisin in a heartbeat. She planned on it one day when she was finished 

with school. For now, she just came for Sabbats and Esbats, the holiday 

and moon celebrations. It was a long drive out to the escarpment from 

Toronto, but for Alex it was worth it.  
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The girls walked past a late-morning yoga class being taught by 

Diane, one of their coven sisters. They continued past the ritual room; it 

was empty, but the smell of incense wafted from it. Winter, true to its 

nature, was a dead season for the center. There was only one person in the 

meditation room, but once they got to the main entrance, they were 

smothered in dogs.  

Roisin loved dogs. She had rescued five so far, and Alex suspected 

there was a sixth dog somewhere on the horizon. They had full use of the 

house, but the pack preferred to stay near the main entrance where they 

greeted everyone and received all the attention they could want.  

Nimh picked up a dachshund named Stretch. He had long, fine hair 

and adored Nimh. If Nimh could persuade Roisin to part with him, she’d 

take him—but Nimh spent so much of her time at the center, anyway, it 

didn’t really matter.   

It wasn’t that her parents weren’t supportive; it was because Roisin 

was powerful enough to bring Nimh down after one of her visions. Roisin 

was a Reiki master and the high priestess of the coven. With her healing 

abilities, she was one of the most sought after healers in the province.  

Once all the fuss was over, the dogs went into the living room and 

settled in their beds near the stone fireplace.  

Roisin was in the kitchen setting out a platter of cookies and heating 

up water for tea. 

“Ah, there you are my dears. Hungry?” 

“How did you know? Been having visions of hungry witches?” asked 

Alex playfully. 

“I had visions of me own self fancying a cookie, 'tis all.” Roisin 

winked from behind the counter. Her long brown hair, now streaked with 

gray, was held up artfully with pins and clips. The skirts of her dress and 

her cloak swayed as she moved about the kitchen.  

The center had two kitchens, one attached to Roisin’s private 

apartment on the second level, and one attached to the living room for 

public use.  

The living room was fitted with a large sofa, some chairs, a lending 

library, and a pillow pile on the floor for anyone who dared. Once on the 

pile of pillows, one could expect a pile of dogs to follow. 

The room was filled with wood furniture, candles, paintings, and a few 

potted plants. Roisin believed in supporting local businesses and artists, so 

most of her furniture was made locally, as were the photographs and 
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paintings. Alex had painted a few of the paintings herself and they hung 

around the building in hallways and in various rooms.  

Nimh and Alex pulled out stools and sat at the counter.  
“Thank you,” said Nimh, sampling a cookie.  

“Yes, thank you, Roisin. What are they?” Alex asked.  

“Today I’ve baked a batch of gluten-free quinoa chocolate chip 

cookies. You know I can only bake cookies Terry would approve of,” she 

stated, referring to the center’s naturopath. 

Roisin poured herself a cup of tea. “Anyone fancy some Jasmine green 

tea?” 

“Yes, I’ll have a cup,” Nimh mumbled while chewing. 

“Me too,” Alex said eagerly. 

“How did it go, then?” Roisin asked while getting another two cups 

ready. 

“I didn’t see anything,” Nimh said, disappointed. 

“Yes, but you never see anything with me, so it’s not a big deal,” Alex 

reminded her. 

“But I don’t get it. Why can’t I see her? I can see everyone else.” 

“Nimh, the Great Mother limits all of our powers, and for a very good 

reason. If we were born able to do everything, there would be no journey, 

no point. Only sorcerers and wizards seek to know all and be all,” Roisin 

reminded them. 

“But it doesn’t make sense. When I least expect it, I’m hit with the 

visions, but when I try to use my ability for some purpose, to help someone 

or help myself, I get fragments—or nothing at all,” Nimh complained, 

indicating Alex. She quietly patted Stretch who had fallen asleep in her lap. 

“Who was it that said our greatest gift is often our greatest challenge?” 

Roisin asked.  

“You did,” they both replied, laughing. 

“Oh, it was me, wasn’t it? Well, it’s true. We laid a path before 

ourselves long ago. In that other place, we decided it was time to grow and 

learn, and into this life we came naked and vulnerable, and we have been 

growing each day since. Life is a balance, Nimh, work and play, dark and 

light. We, as witches, strive for balance each day, balance in nature and 

balance in life. Your gift is there; it just needs refining. You’ll figure it out. 

That’s why we’re given time, to learn.” Roisin sipped her tea. 

Alex thought about what Roisin said.  
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“And what about you, Alex? How are things with your uncle? Any 

leads on that case you’ve been working on?”  

“Well, we haven’t been back to the house since the attack. I think 

Docherty wants to make sure we’re well prepared before we go back. He’s 

been doing a lot of research. Ares and I chatted about it a bit at the coffee 

shop the other night, but I suspect I’ll know more this evening. I guess I 

always expected this detective work to move a lot faster, like in movies, 

you know?” 

“Yes, in some ways I suspect we all want life to be like a movie. We 

want to skip all those boring parts and get to the action. None of this 

business about going to work every day and putting the gas in the car—

would make a rather boring movie, wouldn’t it?” 

Nimh replied, “Definitely.” 

“Yeah, but I enjoy the slow parts too. It was really nice going to the 

museum and sitting in the office with my uncle the other day. Which 

reminds me, Roisin, what do you know about angels?” 

“Angels?” Roisin asked, putting tea bags in their cups to steep.  

Nimh looked at Alex with a funny expression. 

“Yep, angels. Docherty read some material on angels and how they 

help people cross over. Do you know anything about that?” 

“To be honest, I haven’t much experience with them. I’ve heard about 

witches seeing ‘em and working with ‘em, but meself, not so much. I have 

some books about them. Just a minute and I’ll grab one.” 

Roisin stepped out from behind the counter and walked over to one of 

the bookcases. She scanned it, didn’t find what she was looking for, and 

stepped over to the next one. “Ah, here it is,” she said as she grabbed it 

from the shelf. Roisin walked over and handed it to Alex and stepped back 

behind the counter. She finished preparing the teas while Alex and Nimh 

inspected the book. 

“The Book of Angels,” Nimh read.  

“Yes, if I remember correctly the woman who wrote it is a healer and 

prophet. She works with the angels to spread love and healing,” Roisin 

replied. 

“So, you think they’re real?”  

“Just because I’ve never seen one doesn’t mean they don’t exist. I’ve 

only ever seen the gods in visions and in dreams, but I know they exist. The 

divine has many faces. It would only make sense that other beings exist on 

a higher level to assist us in our journey.” 



Sarah WaterRaven 

“Is that in the book?” Alex asked. 

“It sure is,” Roisin said.   

“Open it up. Let’s have a look.” Nimh leaned forward in excitement. 

“Alright, alright.” Alexandria smiled at her. 

“Oh, it says here that a lot of the time their names end in ‘el’ like 

Michael and Gabriel.” Nimh pointed to a page in the book. 

“So, how does this woman work with them?” Alex asked Roisin. 

“Well, apparently she was meditating and one appeared to her.” 

Alex blanched, remembering her yoga class where she had first seen 

one.  

“Oh?” Alex wanted to know more. 

“Mm-hm. It says in the biography in the back. She worked out some 

methods. One interesting method was to write them a letter and then burn it 

so when its essence passed into the otherworld, they could read it.” 

“Cool,” said Nimh.  

“Yeah…” Alex agreed. 

Well, it was worth a shot. Perhaps Alex could write them a letter and 

see if they would respond. She’d see what her uncle thought about it 

tomorrow night.  

 

 
It was finally Friday. Alex had been counting the minutes. She rushed 

across the street when the light signaled to walk but slowed down as soon 

as she came to the park. She didn’t want Faolan to see her running. She was 

totally late. Alex was either late five minutes or she was early by half an 

hour—she had absolutely no concept of time.  

Alex had prepared for a cold visit. She wore two pairs of pants with 

gray striped corduroys on top, a white undershirt, and a black, knitted vest 

she finished making last week. She also had on her gray coat, along with 

her favorite dragon mitts.  

Alex could barely breathe. Would he be there?  

She was so late. What if he had left? What if he hadn’t come at all? 

She tried to take in a deep breath to calm herself, but the cold air only 

thrilled her more. She was almost there. Alex turned the corner and saw the 

large oak tree where they had agreed to meet.  
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At first, her heart fell because she didn’t see him, but as she came 

closer, she caught sight of his coat by the base of the tree. He was sitting 

and waiting for her, watching walkers as they went by. She was so excited 

she thought she would burst, but she decided to try and sneak up on him 

instead.  

Alex crept up to the oak as quietly as possible, only making the 

slightest crunch in the snow. Just as she came up to the tree, she saw the 

corner of his mouth lift. She hopped up to the trunk, just before he could 

turn around, and brought one of her dragon mitts around to face him.  

“Faolan, don’t move, he may attack,” Alex said cautiously from 

behind the tree.  

“My lady, what shall I do?”  

“Don’t move. I will try to subdue him. He may be a friendly beast.” 

“Do you think?” he asked in what sounded like a serious tone.  

She loved that he was playing along, but she was not going to let him 

get out of this game easily. 

“I think if we offer him something—perhaps a gift, he may just spare 

your life,” Alex told him, pressing against the bark, unwilling to reveal 

herself.  

“One moment, I think I have just the thing.”  

She heard him shuffling and the sound of packing snow. She 

wondered what he was up to.  

“My lady, may I present you and your dragon with a gift?” 

“You may.”  

Alex stepped out from behind the tree and looked down at him, her 

dragon mitt stretched out before her.  

Faolan was holding a perfectly round snowball and said, “May I 

present you with the crystal ball of Alexandria. It belonged to an all-

powerful wizard, but having fallen to his own dark powers, it was taken by 

the hero Garron, and now I present it to you. It has the power to see the 

future and dispel any enchantment.”  

Alex looked at her dragon mitt and then back at Faolan. “We accept 

your offering,” but when she went to take the snowball from him, he tossed 

it at her. It broke all over her pants.  

She gasped, bent down and grabbed a pile of snow, and dumped it on 

him. Faolan was up in a flash with more snow.  

Once they had successfully caked each other with snow and ruined 

their hair, they decided it was time to call a ceasefire. 
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“I have to admit, this is the most unorthodox second meeting I’ve ever 

had,” Faolan said as he brushed ice and snow off his pants. “I think I may 

have gotten carried away,” he added as he helped her brush off.  

“Oh, no. I like a challenge,” she said, beaming at him. “Have you been 

out here long? Sorry, I’m late by the way.” 

“Actually, I came early. I wanted a head start on my nose tingling for 

the quiz today.” 

He remembered their joke.  

“Excellent, I take it you’ve been studying then?” 

“With the utmost dedication and seriousness; however, I had hoped we 

might move this indoors as I have been out here for quite a while,” he 

replied.  

“Absolutely, how would you feel about skipping your morning class 

and taking an adventure with me to Ek Chuah?” 

“Ek Chuah, you say? The Mayan god of chocolate?” he asked. 

“You know him,” she said impressed. “Yes, as it turns out, he owns a 

lovely coffee shop that I am terribly fond of and even work at.” 

“Well, as it happens, I have notified my professor that I shall be 

missing class and have already submitted my assignments for the day.”  

Alex wondered what woman had fashioned him because he was too 

charming to be man-made. 

“I wish I could say I was as prepared,” Alex admitted, a little 

embarrassed. “I had planned on reckless abandon and was simply going 

to—skip.”  

She smiled and shrugged innocently.  

Faolan laughed. “I, the bookworm, and you, the rebel. However will 

this work?” 

“I will bring excitement and spontaneity into your life and you, my 

friend, will make honest efforts to help me prioritize and get organized. 

Deal?” 

“Deal.” 

 

 
Ares was driving himself mad. For the last hour, his eyes had gone from his 

watch, to the window, and back to the door, only to repeat the cycle again. 

He and the Detective had taken on a few more cases from some clients that 
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had stopped in, agreeing to meet with them later in the week. However, for 

the most part, their evening had been slow. 

Docherty was at his desk with a pile of books. Some were his own, but 

the majority were from the library. Ares admired the dedication of the man, 

in addition to his impressive research habits. His organizational skills, 

however, particularly in the middle of a case, were a disaster. The white 

board looked like a rainbow exploded on it; there were books in piles all 

over the office, along with papers, sketches, and empty teacups. When the 

Detective was researching, he drank more than his fair share of Earl Grey.  

Some white strands of Docherty’s normally tidy hair stuck straight up 

in the air, his glasses were about to fall off, and Ares was not sure he had 

changed in the last three days. The Detective was wearing the same sport 

coat he had been wearing since Wednesday, yet his handkerchief 

mysteriously seemed to change colors.  

Wednesday was the last time Ares had seen Alexandria. Where was 

she? Ares looked over to the door again, back down at his watch and out 

the window. She was not coming tonight, and he couldn’t figure out why.  

He had been plagued by thoughts of her for almost two weeks, and 

now that he wanted to see her, she had disappeared. The Detective acted 

like he had not noticed her absence, and Ares was too private to ask if he 

had heard from her.  

Ares had his laptop out with a couple of books beside him; he even 

had his notebook open, but it was all for show. He had not accomplished 

anything all evening. Some cases moved fast like the gremlin case, and 

some crawled by. This evening was moving at a snail’s pace.  

When the Detective decided it was finally time to turn in, Ares was 

out the door before Docherty got his coat on. He hoped the Detective 

would feed Snow before he left.  

Ares was not sure where he was going—he would know when he got 

there.  

Where was she? What if she was sick or hurt?  

He had to get to her; he had to know. 

The coffee shop was closest, so he would try there first. Ares ran 

without thought. He did not care if anyone saw him. In fact, he passed 

between a couple holding hands and knocked a grocery bag out of a 

woman’s hands. He became appalled at how frantic he was and came to his 

senses. He focused on glamoring and took to the rooftops to get to the café. 
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Ares hopped down from the roof and landed in an alley next to Ek 

Chuah. He removed the glamor and proceeded to the front door. He put his 

hand on the door handle and stopped dead. 

He saw Alexandria, dressed in clothes that almost matched, sitting on 

a couch with a young man. Ares took one look at the man’s ears and knew 

what he was. He glamored himself again and stepped back from the door. 

An elderly gentleman ran into him as he walked in, startling himself. 

Ares took a quick look around and decided to perch on the overhang 

he had watched her from before. A heaviness settled over him along with a 

subtle ache that gradually worsened. He sat hunched over, watching 

attentively.  

On the table were two cups, long empty. Alexandria was chatting and 

laughing with him like she had done with Derek, but this… this was 

different. They flashed each other looks when the other was not paying 

attention. When they touched, they pulled away shyly, except when the elf 

handed her a piece of fudge. Their hands lingered a little too long. Ares felt 

a horrible twist in his stomach, like when the sun had been beating down on 

him.  

This is where she had been. This is where she was all night long. Alex 

clearly had no intention of coming to work that evening, and she clearly 

had not been thinking of him. He had been wrong, so wrong. He thought 

that when she had rescued him from the sun, that when she had invited him 

in the other night… how could he have been so presumptuous? Why would 

she want him? He had class, dressed well, was organized, and let people 

know when he was not able to come to work. When she had asked him to 

come into her home, was that out of pity for the poor creep that had been 

stalking her for a week? 

Alexandria could not even dress herself. She had hidden the truth 

about herself and Ares knew she had more secrets yet. How could he have 

been so blind? He’d been so stupid for falling for that nice act, being 

touched by her artwork. The thought of it all made him seethe. It was time 

to reopen the investigation. It was time to reveal her for what she really 

was. Ares got out his cell phone and dialed.  

“Ares, is that you? Long time. What can I help you with?” said a voice 

on the other end. 

“Colin, I need a favor from you.” 
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When Alex had invited Faolan for coffee, she hadn’t expected them to walk 

all around downtown, visit the lake, and then spend the rest of the evening 

in the coffee shop. They inhaled one another like the aroma of their first 

cup. To Alex’s surprise, it had been Faolan’s first time drinking coffee. In 

light of this, Alex had gone behind the counter and made his drink herself. 

She had made him a white, soy milk mocha with their finest espresso. She 

liked it fancy and wanted to dazzle him with her coffee-making skills and 

delight him with flavor.  

Faolan had loved it so much he practically chugged it, and she was 

back at the counter making him a peppermint mocha not twenty minutes 

after they arrived.  

Alex had been delighted when Faolan introduced himself to Cocijo, 

his brother Fausto, and his wife Itzel. They didn’t even seem to notice his 

ears, or at least they didn’t let on.  

After some time had passed, Alexandria was so stuffed with the 

pastries and fudge she and Faolan had shared, that she decided never to eat 

chocolate again. Of course, tomorrow she might feel differently.  

When the colorful Mayan clock on the far wall caught Alex’s eye, she 

jumped up. “Oh, my goddess! Is that the time?” 

Faolan looked down at his silver watch. “Yes, I believe it is.” 

“Damn, I completely forgot to let my uncle know I wouldn’t be in this 

evening. I hope he and Ares weren’t worried about me. This is really one of 

those times I wished my uncle had a cellphone.” Alex felt horrible. She had 

no idea she and Faolan had been there the entire evening. In five hours, she 

was going to have to wake up and come back.  

“Have I kept you too long? I’m sorry. You won’t be in trouble, will 

you?” Faolan asked concerned. 

“Oh, no, no. It’s nothing like that. See, well, it’s a long story. How 

about I tell you another time? I really need to run…” 

“If it’s not too bold of me, I would be happy to see you home,” Faolan 

offered.  

Alex adored his politeness. 

“I would love that,” she replied smiling.  
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“So, tell me about the detective work you do with your uncle,” Faolan said 

as they walked down Alex’s street in the cold. 

“It isn’t work, really. I go voluntarily. I originally started going 

because I wanted to spend time with my uncle. I didn’t realize how 

addictive it would become! I could sit in his office for hours without losing 

interest in his books, pictures, or old cases—and being in the field is 

incredible, and feeling like a real detective. Though, I have to admit, I’m 

not as good at it as my uncle and Ares.”  

“Ares, you mentioned him before. Does he work for your uncle?” 

“Yes, and no. Ares does a lot of work for Uncle Docherty, but he does 

it out of the goodness of his heart. I think he enjoys the work and my 

uncle’s company as much as I do. Sometimes I think… well, I think he is 

lonely. I’ve never really asked him about his family or heard him mention 

any friends, but I suppose he’s hard pressed for time. He does the detective 

work and he’s a professor at the university. He’s very smart.”  

“Ares is an interesting name, like Ek Chuah. It’s the name of a god,” 

Faolan remarked thoughtfully.  

“Yes, I asked my roommate, Derek, about that. He’s the Greek god of 

war, right?”  

“Mmhmm.” 

“And Ek Chuah is the Mayan god of chocolate and merchants. Cocijo 

told me that on my first day of work.” 

“I am sure he did,” Faolan said. “So, you paint, attend university, 

garden, work, and volunteer as a detective. Is there anything you don’t do?” 

“Well, I’m working quite seriously on a time travel machine, but that’s 

about it.” 

“How far back do you plan to go? Going to alter something in your 

history?” 

“No, supposedly if I saw myself in the past it would create a 

wormhole in time and swallow the universe, so I’ve decided against it.” 

“Understandable.” Faolan smiled. 

“I am, instead, going back in time to see the dinosaurs. I love 

dinosaurs.” 

“Excellent choice. I think I would pick them too.” 

“Were elves around then?” 
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“In a fashion, they were. Just as the ancestors of humans were.”  

“Fascinating. Well, if I get the thing up and running, I’ll let you 

know.” 

“Would you? I mean, I’d give you all the credit for the idea, of course, 

but if you wouldn’t mind me tagging along, I’d love to come.” 

“I expect it will be done next week.” 

“That soon? You must have been working on it for a long time.” 

“Not at all. I started building it out of paper cups this morning.” Alex 

started laughing. 

Faolan gave her a goofy grin.  

“Well, here we are,” Alex said, suddenly sad.  

Faolan glanced over to the house. “I expected a treehouse.” 

“The tree house is in the backyard. This is just a cover.” 

They both laughed. 

“It has been a pleasure,” Faolan told her. 

“I… yeah. I totally agree.”  

Ugh, Faolan was being so charming, and she couldn’t even get a 

decent word out.   

“I hope to call on you again.” 

“Of course,” Alex replied. “Would you like my phone number? I don’t 

have a cell at the moment… I accidentally washed it… but I’m getting a 

new one soon.” She was trying not to stutter. 

“No, no that’s alright. I don’t have a phone at all, actually. I was 

hoping I could stop by, or we could meet up again.” He tilted his head; the 

streetlights reflected in his eyes. 

“Oh, I… yes, of course.” Alex’s breath was shallow.  

He moved in a little closer. “I would like that,” he told her softly.  

“Mmhmm,” she murmured.  

Faolan leaned in, but Alex froze. She was afraid to move, thinking any 

movement might interrupt them. Was this really about to happen?  

Was he going to kiss her? He’s so hot…  

Faolan’s lips brushed hers and sent a jolt through her body. She 

grabbed him suddenly, pulling him down to her. He started to smile, but 

Alex held him to her with a strength she did not know she had. Her heart 

was pounding, blood rushed to her head, and butterflies swarmed in her 

belly, all the classic intensities of a first kiss, but so much more. She 

thought she was going to pass out.  
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She started to sway on her feet, but his arms enfolded her and braced 

her. She felt small as he held her. Every part of him was warm as though he 

radiated an inner light. Kissing him was kissing the sun. His lips let her go, 

and she put her fingers on hers, the sensation of his warm kiss lingering. 

She already missed it.  

“I…” Faolan began, looking down and smiling.  

He grasped his mouth, thinking and fidgeting at the same time. He 

brushed his hair out of his eyes and started over. “I would not be a 

gentleman if I kept you out here all night. Therefore, I must regretfully bid 

you goodnight.” He took a step back and bowed gracefully. 

“Thank you. I mean, thank you very much for a lovely day. It was—it 

was great. Before I go, though, when will I see you again?” She bit her lip, 

questioning how desperate she sounded. The last thing she wanted was to 

scare him off.  

She was relieved when Faolan rewarded her with a broad grin.  

“How about we agree to meet by our tree this Tuesday?” he asked.  

“Great!”  

Alex was failing miserably at controlling her excitement. “I mean, I’m 

free that afternoon. How about two o’clock?” 

“It’s a date.”  

Alex briefly contemplated jumping him, but decided it might go 

terribly wrong. Plus, she didn’t want to appear easy, if elves cared about 

that sort of thing… Before all hope was lost, though, Faolan leaned in and 

kissed her cheek. His breath was warm as he whispered, “Goodnight.” 

“Goodnight,” Alex said as she turned and made her way up the 

walkway.  

She caught a flash of light and looked up to find Derek and Raven 

staring at her from the window. Both of them were pressed against the 

glass with the curtains to the side. They were streaking the window with 

their noses and breathe. Great. She was going to have to clean that. 

When they realized she had seen them, they jumped back and closed 

the curtain. She shook her head. There would be no sleep tonight now that 

Derek had seen Faolan. She would barely get her foot in the door before he 

would ambush her. 

Alex turned to wave to Faolan one last time and then went inside.  
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Ares had once seen a classmate accidentally mix the wrong chemical 

agents together, releasing a noxious gas that he inhaled. It then proceeded 

to burn him from the inside out. Ares thought he would never understand 

how that young man felt, until now.  
His heart was withering in pain and agony, his insides felt like they 

were collapsing, and his blood was boiling like it was being heated up by a 

Bunsen burner. He ripped a couple of the shingles off the roof he was 

sitting on. Watching Faolan kiss Alexandria was like inhaling a noxious 

gas. They were saying their goodnights, and Ares had watched in horror as 

Faolan stole the kiss that Ares had longed for just the night before.  

The sound of the door opening drew Ares’s attention, and he watched 

Alex walk inside. Derek was at the door; just before it shut, Ares heard him 

say, “Do you emit some kind of pheromone or something? What is wrong 

with you? Where do all of these men keep coming from?” Ares rolled his 

eyes. That’s right. In three days, two different guys. Disgusting. He was 

absolutely repulsed. 

Where did this elf come from? Elves were members of the royal court 

and guardians of the forest. They kept lesser fairy, like hobgoblins and 

sprites, in line. They were more powerful than the other fairy and 

respected, but elves did not necessarily rule over them. Faolan could be 

royalty, or perhaps he was a member of LEAFF, a band of elves that 

protected their lesser kin from human courts and governing bodies, but 

most elves preferred to stay in the forest where they belonged. So what was 

an elf doing in the city?  

As Faolan walked away, Ares decided to follow him. He jumped down 

from the rooftop, quiet as falling snow, and sniffed the air. Ares couldn’t 

smell him and risked a glance around the corner of the house to see that 

Faolan was halfway down the street already. Ares was going to have to 

pick up the pace. He ran to the back of the house and hopped up onto the 

fence, retaining his glamor and running along the fence line of the 

backyards. When he felt he had almost caught up to Faolan, he jumped 

back down, crept forward, and slowly peaked around the wall. 

The street was empty. Ares risked exposing himself and stepped out. 

Elves were fast, but not that fast.  

Where was he? 
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Something scraped the rooftop above him. Ares’s eyes shot skyward 

as snow from the roof descended in a glittering cloud. Just as it cleared, he 

saw the bottom of a boot and took a kick to the face. Ares hit the ground 

but was back up in a flash. He whipped around to see the elf standing in 

front of him. Ares took one look at him and hatred welled up inside of him. 

He attacked, feigned a hit to the chest and dropped down for a sweep kick, 

but Faolan anticipated this and backflipped to safety. Before Ares could 

react, Faolan grasped a necklace with a quartz crystal and ripped it from his 

neck. He sprang forward and smashed it into the ground. Light burst from 

under Faolan’s palm and made a crackling sound like thunder. The light 

dissipated to reveal a slender, white sword.  

Faolan tucked and rolled in the snow, gracefully returned to his feet, 

and leapt into the air. Vampires were fast, but so were elves. It was like 

watching a catfight, swift and over before you knew it.  

Ares brought his arm up to block Faolan’s sword, but he knew before 

it hit that it would cut him. Elven metal was not like earthly metal and was 

one of the few materials that could lethally penetrate vampire skin. 

The blade hit, and Ares tried to suppress a cry of pain as the elf lodged 

his sword in Ares’s arm and held it there. Ares grimaced as the blade edged 

a little deeper, but the elf’s face was eerily calm. Watching his opponent 

carefully, Ares prepared for another attack, but Faolan appeared content to 

keep the blade where it was. 

Faolan said something that Ares didn’t understand. It appeared to be a 

question. 

“I don’t understand,” Ares said, holding in the sounds of his pain. 

“What is your name?” the elf asked. Something about his demeanor 

suggested he was more at ease realizing Ares couldn’t understand his 

language. 

“Ares, my name is Ares.” 

The elf’s face dropped, and he withdrew his sword. Ares grabbed his 

arm protectively, watching blood drip onto the snow. He held it and took a 

step back.  

“I didn’t realize you were a friend of Alexandria’s. I apologize,” 

Faolan said coldly, wiping his blade in the snow to clean it.  

“Why did you attack me?” 

“Why were you following us?”  
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“Alexandria didn’t come to work this evening. I was making sure she 

was alright.” Ares wasn’t a liar and considered this to be a partial truth. He 

was satisfied with it, anyway. 

“I see. Well, don’t do it again. Next time I will not be as forgiving.” 

Ares was not going to let this woodland fairy tell him what to do.   

“I think you should be more careful. I will be better prepared next 

time, and I will not be as forgiving.”  

“I think we both know your kind is no match for mine. I do not like 

the idea of a human fossil following my friend around, particularly one that 

stalks her like a predator. As you are her friend, I will let you live, but if 

you ever follow us again, I will not leave your arm attached.”  

Before Ares could reply, a light came on in one of the houses and a 

door opened. Someone had heard them.  

“I would give you my name, but you already know it. Till we meet 

again.” Faolan hopped over the fence and disappeared. 

Ares glamored himself and ran across the street. He found cover 

beside a neighboring house. He leaned against it, not exhausted, but 

crumpling under his own heartache. His arm was almost healed, but the 

sting remained. That elf had stolen his kiss and his girl and then insulted 

him. This was not over yet.  
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Chapter Nine 
 

“Hey, over here!” Alex waved to Nimh. She was between classes, and the 

two of them were meeting to discuss art theory.  

Nimh jogged over to her through the crowds. The university was 

tucked so discreetly into the city, someone could drive right through it and 

not even notice there was a school if it weren't for the massive 

conglomerate of students who had no consideration for traffic laws. 

“Hey, merry meet,” Nimh said and hugged her. 

“Merry meet,” Alex replied, returning the warm greeting from her 

coven sister. 

“How was class—” Nimh began when they were interrupted by a 

cheerful voice. 

“Good morning, Alex,” said the voice from behind them. 

Alex turned around. “Eramos! My goodness, I didn’t see you there!”  

“How could you miss me?” He asked as he smiled down at them. 

She wasn’t sure how she had missed him. Eramos was a centaur, a 

magnificent centaur who grinned down on them with big brown eyes. He 

kept his black hair on the short side, but somehow managed a mess of curly 

locks, and he certainly knew how to dress. His human half was tan-skinned, 

and he wore a brown suede jacket lined with wool and a red scarf around 

his neck. His horse half had a dark bay coat with fur so dark it was almost 

black, minus the two white socks on his back hooves. 

“Forgive me, how rude,” he said, extending his hand to Nimh who 

appeared shocked. “My name is Eramos.”  

“Oh, hi. My name is Nimh.” She shook his hand timidly.  

Considering how shy and serious Nimh was, Alex was impressed.  

“Where are you two headed? Can I escort you somewhere?” Eramos 

flicked his tail. 

“Hah. Nimh, Eramos is part of campus security, which has a new 

escort service to help keep women safe. He walks women home or to their 

car or the bus station. You get the idea,” Alex told her friend and then 

smiled up at the centaur. 

Eramos had walked her to the bus stop on several occasions, keeping 

her company until the bus came. Whenever he bumped into her, he always 
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made time to escort her somewhere. Alex loved it; he was an excellent 

conversationalist. 

“We’re headed for coffee and art theory. Would you like to come?” 

Alex asked. Nimh looked at her, eyes bulging. Alex ignored her. 

“I would love to, but the city has yet to make doors large enough for 

me to fit in to most coffee shops, and some shops still don’t—well, they 

say it’s against health codes to let me in.” Eramos indicated his 

hindquarters. 

“Oh, Eramos, that’s ridiculous! You can’t be serious. You’re kidding 

me.” 

“Unfortunately, no, but there are a lot of places in the university I can 

eat, and of course they’ve made many changes to the entrances so I can get 

to my classes. Change takes time. I’ll be eating oats in a stall in a nearby 

coffee shop in no time,” he said laughing.  

“You are ever the optimist!”  

“I am ever the astrologist. The stars tell me change is coming. Good 

and bad, but good before the bad, so I’m hoping to get a decent cup of 

coffee sometime in the next year.” 

“Oh, you’re an astrologist?” Nimh asked unexpectedly. 

“Yes, most centaurs are. It comes naturally. We spend most of our 

lives studying the stars. Living out in the open, watching the night sky for 

guidance. Most of us can read them instinctually, but it’s considered part of 

our culture.” 

“I practice divination,” Nimh told him. 

It was Alex’s turn to bug her eyes out. She couldn’t believe Nimh told 

him that. She was so secretive about her visions. 

Eramos clip-clopped over to Nimh as they walked. “You do?”  

“Yes, I attend classes at the Spiritual Center with Alex.” 

“That’s right, Alex, you’ve mentioned you attend classes there before. 

Do you do divination as well?” 

“Not really. I’m decent at tarot cards, but my talents lie elsewhere,” 

Alex replied. 

“That’s right, you should see what Alex can do with water,” Nimh 

said. “It’s like she can manipulate it, make it do what she wants.” 

“Nimh…” Alex looked at her friend. What was going on here? Nimh 

was not normally such a loose cannon. 

“No, worries, Alex. We can talk about it another time,” Eramos said 

with a smile. There was no getting him down.  
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They reached the coffee shop all too soon. Walking with a centaur 

tended to clear the sidewalk. Everyone walked around them to avoid his 

hooves. Actually, most people mistook him for a mounted police officer, 

which, oddly enough, was a position Eramos planned to apply for.  

“Well, looks like I got you here safely,” Eramos said puffing up his 

chest. 

“That you did. Thank you, kind sir,” Alex said pretending to curtsy. 

“Yes, thank you. That was very nice of you,” Nimh added seriously. 

Eramos smiled at Nimh. “I would be happy to walk you any time.” He 

pulled out a card from his pocket. “That’s the number for the campus escort 

service if you ever need me. I work Tuesday and Thursday evenings.”  

Alex looked at the two of them suspiciously.  

Nimh took the card. “Thank you. I’ll keep this handy.”  

“Hopefully I’ll see you again. You two have a good day,” Eramos said 

before turning to pick his way through the crowd. 

When he was out of earshot, Alex turned to Nimh. “What was that all 

about?” 

“What?” 

“First you got all shy, and then you couldn’t keep your mouth shut. 

I’ve never seen you talk so much to a single person in my whole life!” 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about. I talk to you all the time,” 

Nimh said, brushing her off as they walked into the coffee shop. 

“Ha! It took you a year to get this comfortable with me.” 

“Whatever, let’s order some coffee and talk about my art theory 

course. We’ve only got an hour,” Nimh replied, changing the subject. 

Alex decided to drop it. She would make a point to pester Nimh about 

it later. In the meantime, she would enjoy coffee and art theory, and later 

detective work.  

 

 
The week had dragged for Alex, no matter how busy she kept herself. Time 

slowed when Faolan wasn’t around. Each minute felt like an hour, and each 

day felt like a week. Even Alex had to admit she was being ridiculous. She 

had been perfectly happy with everyday mundane tasks until Faolan had 

come along. Now she could think of nothing more enjoyable than seeing 

him again, nothing more thrilling than another kiss…  
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Alex had gotten a few moments of peace while in Savasana in yoga 

class on Saturday, but that was only fifteen minutes’ worth. She hoped that 

focusing on cases tonight would give her some reprieve from her 

infatuation because, despite spending time with Nimh and being in classes 

all day, Faolan was all she could think about.  

Alex had gotten out of class a bit early, eager to meet up with the 

Detective and catch up on everything she had missed. As she hurried down 

the Danforth, the low-hanging sun cast orange and red rays across the city, 

leaving gray and black shadows between them, and a strong winter wind 

threatened to knock her over. She managed to stay on her feet and quickly 

ducked to her right when a giant almost stepped on her. Giants were not as 

big as they were described in fairy tales, but he was a seriously tall man. 

She took a minute to admire his business suit and tried to imagine a sewing 

machine large enough to make it. He must have been somewhere around 

fourteen feet tall, though word on the street was that giants were shape-

shifters and could take on human form when they needed to get into 

buildings. He certainly stuck out in the crowd, but people were so used to 

otherkin and fairy by now that they hardly noticed him—except to make 

sure he didn’t step on them. 

Alexandria finally made it to A Taste of India and walked around the 

back to make her way up the stairs. She jogged up the steps, making it to 

the top in no time. She gave herself a minute to catch her breath and then 

went into the office.  

She froze. The office was a disaster. There were books, papers, 

teacups, and general clutter scattered around every available inch of the 

office. The Detective had even hung his coat over Snow’s aquarium. The 

goldfish swam anxiously under one of the sleeves hanging over the side as 

if to say “Help.”  

“My goodness, you’ve been busy,” Alexandria remarked. 

There was some mumbling, and a mass of papers and books slipped 

off the desk to reveal the Detective. He was looking rough, but his eyes 

beamed when he saw her. 

“Alexandria, my dear, girl! How wonderful it is to see you. I say, it 

has been a decade since we last saw one another! Come in, come in!” 

Docherty tried to stand up, but his chair got stuck on some papers. He 

shoved it back and walked over to her, oblivious of the papers and books he 

was trampling on. Alex heard the clink of a spoon in a cup when he came 

over to hug her.  
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“Now then, tell me every little thing. Where have you wandered off to 

these last few days? Ares and I have missed you around the office.” He 

smiled pleasantly and guided her to the chair beside Snow’s aquarium.  

“Oh, I’ve been busy with school and work and—well, just busy.” Alex 

considered telling Docherty about how she had met an elf, but she didn’t 

want to jinx herself. She was worried if she obsessed over Faolan too much 

he would fade away like a dream in waking hours. 

“Excelling in your studies and working hard to pay the rent, eh? Ha 

ha, that’s my girl.” The Detective patted her on the back approvingly. 

“Now then, since your absence you have missed quite a bit. We have 

taken on a few more cases and will be heading over to investigate this 

evening. Before that, though, I’d like to ask you a few questions regarding 

spirits.” 

“Oh!” Alex’s eyes widened. “I almost forgot! I want to tell you, before 

we get carried away on anything else, I spoke with the high priestess of my 

coven, and she gave me this book.” Alex reached into her quilted bag and 

pulled out The Book of Angels. She handed it to Docherty. 

Docherty opened the book and leafed through the pages eagerly, his 

glasses slipping to the end of his nose. “Extraordinary…” 

“Yes, so Roisin, my high priestess, said we could write the angels a 

letter.” 

“Write them a letter, you say?” The Detective rubbed his chin, peering 

down at the book. 

“Yes, you write them a letter, you burn it, and while it’s burning you 

visualize them reading it. Somehow the whole process sends the letter to 

their plane of existence.” 

“Do they write back?” Docherty asked, looking up at her. 

“I’m not sure.” Alex frowned. “The book says they’re very mysterious 

and depending on the person, they may have to get back to you by some 

other means. Apparently, it’s harder for some people to hear them or see 

them than it is for others.” 

“Interesting. I suppose it’s all a matter of perception. Seeing is 

believing and all that.” 

“Yes, how did you know? Have you read it?” Alex asked looking 

around the office for a copy of the same book. 

“No, but a long time ago, before The Great Awakening, I believed in 

things, and I could see them, but no one else could,” he said smiling at her. 
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“Oh, like me. You could see the fairy and otherkin like me, before the 

rest of the world saw them.” 

“Yes, my dear, just like you.”  

“Why is that, do you think?” 

Docherty was quiet a moment while he took the book to his desk. 

“Well,” he began, “my mother, your grandmother, used to say that we were 

descendants of the great Thomas Learmonth, but most people knew him as 

Thomas the Rhymer.”  

“Who?” Alex asked. 

“He was a Scottish fellow, as your grandmother was Scottish, and he 

visited the land of fairy, the otherworld, before parts of it collapsed, leaving 

fairy and otherkin stranded in our world. Some say he was captured by the 

queen of fairies and that he fell in love with her. He stayed with her in the 

land of fairy for three days, until the beautiful queen took him back to our 

world. When Thomas came home, he discovered he had actually been gone 

seven years. Life was never the same for him after that, poor chap. He 

would have visions of the future, all of which came true, and one day, 

many years later, he saw two white deer, a stag, and a doe, on his property. 

Thomas knew it was the Fairy Queen calling him back. He vanished shortly 

after, but he left behind his children. Your grandmother believed our family 

was descended from his great line, and that’s why we could always see 

fairies.” 

Alex thought of the woman with red hair in the photograph at 

Docherty’s house. Had that been her grandmother? 

“So, you could always see them?”  

“I mostly saw them when I was a child. Our mother always filled our 

heads with stories of fairyland and otherkin. John loved them as much as I 

did when we were children, but as we got older he became less interested. I 

never lost interest, however, which is why I dedicated my life to it. It was 

harder to see them as I got older, until The Great Awakening, of course, but 

before then surviving in this business had been a lot harder.” Docherty 

looked down at the angel book.  

John, that was her father’s name. That was the first time Alex had 

heard the Detective say it.  

“I think we should write this letter. Don’t you agree?” the Detective 

asked, changing the subject. 
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“Yes. Actually, I’ve already drafted one. Would you like to read it?” 

Alex asked as she pulled out her notebook. She had finally gotten one. It 

was covered in paint and stickers, but that was just her style.  

“Of course!” Docherty said eagerly as he got up from his desk to have 

a look. Alex opened up her notebook and showed him the page. It read: 

 

Dear Respected Angels, 

 

Alexandria Marie Docherty here. I’m not sure if you’ll receive this, or if 

this is even real, but my uncle, Ares, and I are trying to solve a case 

involving poor Julia Esposito. You see, she passed away recently and we 

were wondering if you had seen her. Did you help her pass? Do you know 

how she died? There’s a rather miserable man haunting their house named 

Mr. Esposito, and he’s unfortunately preventing us from solving this case. 

Maybe you could drop by and talk to him. I really think he needs to move 

on (if you know what I mean). 

We were wondering if you could help us. Any tips or advice would be 

much appreciated.  

 

Thank you and have a great day. 

 

Sincerely, 

Alexandria Marie Docherty  

 

“Ha ha! Alexandria, my dear. Brilliant! Positively brilliant.” Docherty 

patted her on the back approvingly.  

“Shall we send it on its way then?” he asked. 

“You mean burn it right now?”  

“Absolutely! Is there a special procedure or?” Docherty blinked 

behind his spectacles. 

“I don’t think so. I think we just burn it, but Roisin always taught me 

that whenever you perform something magickal, you should always cast a 

circle around yourself. That way you don’t attract any outside attention and 

can protect yourself from unexpected company.” 

“Cast a circle… I say, do we need some chalk or…?” The Detective 

began rummaging through his desk. 

“No, no.” Alex started laughing. “Here. I’ll do it. We have to cast the 

circle around us with energy. The circle becomes a shield enclosing us.” 
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Alex used her hands to demonstrate. “While it’s cast, we can’t step outside 

of it, and no one can step in, unless we make a cut with a magickal dagger.” 

“Dear me, I can’t see why we’d need a dagger.”  

“Ha ha ha. No, no. I don’t think we’ll need one unless Ares shows up. 

We only have to cut the circle to allow someone else in.”  

“Ares mentioned he had something to do this evening and would meet 

us later, in Burlington.”  

“Oh, okay. Well, let’s clear some of these books out of the way then. 

Do you have a dish or something we can safely burn the paper on?” 

“Yes, I believe I do,” Docherty said as he headed toward the closet. 

Alex began clearing some of the books and papers, and stacking them 

into neat piles. She decided to amuse herself and create four stacks of 

books around the center of the room, to make them look like towers. In 

witchcraft, there were four primary directions that represented the four 

seasons, the four winds, and the four elements (earth, air, fire, and water). 

They also represented the four stages of life: birth, maidenhood, 

motherhood, and finally death.  

Alex heard a clatter and looked behind her to find Docherty buried in a 

pile of junk that fell out of the closet. “I’m alright,” he mumbled from 

underneath the pile. She walked over to unbury him.  

“Ah! Here it is!” the Detective said excitedly. He held up an old 

baking sheet. 

“Why is that in there?” 

“I have no idea,” the Detective stated blankly. 

“Well, it’ll do. Do you have a lighter?”  

“No, but I have a fine box of matches! One moment.” The Detective 

opened one of his drawers and pulled out a small matchbox. 

“Now, where do we stand? Anything we have to say or do?” he asked.  

“Come stand in the middle and I will draw the circle around you,” 

Alex replied smiling.  

Alex stood by the book pile she had placed in the north. She brought 

her hands up and then down together in prayer by her chest. Alex wished 

she had brought her wand with her, but she could draw it just as easily with 

her finger. 

Bringing her right hand down to point at the floor, she visualized a 

white light appearing where she pointed. The light burst into reality and 

followed her path as she traced a magick circle around herself and her 

uncle from book tower to book tower. 
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“Extraordinary,” exclaimed Docherty. 

Alex was surprised as not everyone could see energy. Most people, 

despite being able to see otherkin, were still unable to see magick, but her 

uncle had seen her powers the night of the Esposito fiasco. Alex figured if 

their ancestor was Thomas the Rhymer, then perhaps he had something to 

do with the magick that ran in their family and their ability to see magickal 

things.  

Alex brought the line back to the north and closed the circle. The line 

glowed thin, but strong.  

“There,” she said, brushing her hands together. 

“Excellent, well done, my dear. Now then, do we need to say a couple 

of words or sprinkle some water?” 

“I believe the book said to visualize the letter getting to them while 

you burn it. Want to light the match? I’ll put the paper on the baking 

sheet,” Alex said as she retrieved her notebook. She gently tore the page 

out. 

Docherty struck the match while Alex brought the letter over and 

placed it on the cookie sheet. 

“Oh, I’m sorry. Would you like the honor?” Docherty paused before 

lighting the paper. 

“No, this part I think you should do.” 

Docherty slowly brought the match toward the corner of the page. 

“Remember to visualize the angels reading it,” Alex reminded him as the 

paper set on fire. Suddenly, where the flame should have been yellow, it 

burst into a vibrant white spark. It looked like a sparkler. The paper rippled 

and floated into the air, and just before the last of it disappeared, there was 

a pop, and then it was gone.  

They both stood there, silent.  

“I say. Was that it?” asked Docherty. 

“I guess so.”  

“Well, let’s hope it gets to them quick! Now then. Oh dear, look at the 

time. We really should be off,” the Detective said, looking around.  

“Okay. I’ll collapse the circle and grab our coats,” Alex replied as she 

began to visualize the circle turning back to the point of origin. She walked 

counter clockwise till she came to the north and the last of the circle 

disappeared. 

“There,” she said as she turned to get the Detective’s coat from the top 

of the aquarium. 
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“Now where did I put those directions,” Docherty said to himself 

while rummaging through his desk. 

While he was digging through papers, Alex removed his coat from the 

fish tank. She was looking for her little scuba diver when she gasped out 

loud. 

“What’s that? Are you alright?” asked the Detective. 

“My goodness, what happened to my diver? Do you see him? He’s all 

crumpled and half buried under the sand…” her voice dropped as she 

frowned.  

Alexandria did not like the look of this. There were only two other 

people in this world who regularly came into this office.  

“Ah, not to worry! It was a most unfortunate accident. Ares was 

feeding Snow when the poor man got stuck in the filter. Ares tried to pull 

him out and was a little too rough, I’m afraid. Poor boy doesn’t know his 

own strength! There, there, it will be alright. Ares promised to buy a new 

one.” 

Docherty gave her a reassuring pat, but Alex didn’t feel any better. 

Something was wrong. 

“Aha,” Docherty said as he picked up his notepad. “Oh, I say, Alex, 

before I forget, there were a few questions I wanted to ask you.” 

“What about?” Alex asked as she handed him his coat. 

“I was curious, it seems most people are afraid of ghosts, but I 

wonder, can a ghost actually harm a living person?”  

“That is difficult to answer. While it’s not possible for a ghost to touch 

someone because they pass through them, no longer having a body, over 

time they can learn to influence inanimate objects, like Mr. Esposito, 

though normally that strength takes a long time to obtain. There are certain 

exceptions, like on Halloween when spirits walk among the living, but it’s 

not Halloween so that rules that out. Anyway, at worst, a ghost could 

possess someone, but again, that doesn’t happen overnight. It’s something 

they have to learn how to do.” 

“The possession I found most intriguing. I gathered as much about the 

inanimate objects after what happened to Ares, but this possession thing 

has me quite perplexed. How does a spirit go about possessing someone?” 

“Well, that’s tricky. I’m not exactly sure, but I think it can happen 

when someone is weak from illness or an intoxicant, if they are asleep, or if 

they allow the ghost to possess them.” 
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“So let’s say I’m asleep in my bed tonight, can a ghost just… possess 

me?” 

“Not exactly, but it might influence your dreams and trick you into 

letting it possess you.” 

“Right then. I think we should pay a visit to our friends Kizzy and 

Manuel. They may have something to offer us in terms of protection. I’d be 

most interested in hearing their take on angels as well…” 

By now, Alexandria had gotten used to the Detective discussing 

people she had never met and not providing an explanation of who they 

were or how he knew them, but she figured she would find out eventually. 

“Manuel, he’s quite a character. Why, once he set fire to a gentleman’s 

hat during a poker game because he thought he was cheating. Ha ha, ah… 

dear me, where was I?” 

“You mentioned that we should stop by and visit them to see about 

some protection from Mr. Esposito. Actually, I’ve been meaning to talk to 

you about that. Have you given any further thought to the demon tears? 

Ares mentioned that he’d speak to you about it. I know we wrote the angels 

a message, but I think we should really consider using those tears. Mr. 

Esposito is a strong spirit, and I think we should get him out of that house 

before he harms anyone else,” Alex told him as they walked down the 

stairs together.  

“I can understand your concern. I have considered it, and I say why 

not? Let’s give it a go. Ares had a very convincing argument when he said 

that the detective field is ever-growing and it’s time to incorporate new 

methods. That gives us yet another reason to visit Kizzy and Manuel. If 

anyone knows about demon tears or where to find them, they will.”  

 

 
Sometime around eleven, Docherty and Alex found themselves by the 

waterfront in Burlington. They had taken the train and had supper in a nice 

Thai restaurant near Lakeshore Boulevard. It was a clear night and what 

few stars there were shone brightly. Alex loved how the water looked at 

night. It became lurid and mysterious, like a magick mirror reflecting the 

city lights.  

They were in Burlington because of some reports of a black horse 

knocking people down near the shoreline, chasing them, and making some 
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rather rude remarks. Several people had called the police, but when they 

came out to investigate there was no evidence of a horse. The attacks kept 

happening, so eventually the staff superintendent called in a favor to 

Docherty to come down and discreetly investigate. The Detective would 

not say why he wasn’t permitted to make his presence known or why he 

wasn’t allowed to admit he was helping the police department, but Alex 

suspected they didn’t like the idea of having to call in outside help.  

Alex and Docherty sat on a park bench together, watching and 

waiting. At first there had been quite a few people walking up and down 

the pathways—some couples, groups of teenagers, and a few families—but 

as the hour grew late, just about everyone had gone. 

Though not entirely walled off by buildings like the lakeshore near 

Docherty’s home, the shore here was manmade. A layer of large rock had 

been placed in front of a high break wall to protect the shore from erosion. 

There were brick and cement paths for bikers and rollerbladers, and a 

gradually sloping hill that led up to the street and shops. There were a few 

trees, but not much else. The city of Hamilton glittered in the distance, 

where houses peeked out from the escarpment, and a bridge rose to meet 

them. 

But nothing looked more pleasing to Alex than the lights reflecting on 

the water. She had been wondering what fairy haunted this shoreline when 

she was startled by the sound of snoring. Docherty had fallen asleep. She 

nudged him, laughing. “Wake up. We’re here on a stake out, remember?”   

“You call this a stake out?” said a strange male voice from behind 

them.  

Docherty shook his head, yawned, and turned around while Alex 

stared at the two police constables behind them.  

Everyone was bundled up to protect themselves from the cold weather, 

but the officers wore their uniforms and labels clearly. Alex smiled when 

she saw them, but let it fall when she saw how displeased they both looked.  

“You know you don’t need to be here. We can handle this. We know 

who you are. Our Super told us he’d called you in, and we decided to come 

down to straighten this out. This is our assignment. We’ve got it under 

control. There hasn’t been an attack in two nights.” 

The constable that spoke wore a constant snarl on his face, while the 

other officer seemed displeased, but whether it was with his partner or with 

them, Alex was unsure. The policemen complemented each other: one was 

tall and dark while the other was small and pale.  
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“Ah! Good, officers, hello there. How pleasant it is to meet you. The 

name’s Docherty, Detective Docherty and this is my… my niece 

Alexandria Docherty. A pleasure.” The Detective stuck out his hand and 

the two officers took it reluctantly. 

“I’m Officer Gupta and this is Officer O’Connell,” Gupta said flatly.  

Alex wondered if the Detective had heard what the man had said or if 

he was feigning ignorance. 

“It’s quite chilly out tonight, eh chaps? I say, perhaps we should all 

grab a spot of tea or coffee?” 

“No, I don’t think so, Detective. We’ve been keeping a careful watch 

on the shore the last couple of nights, and we don’t plan on leaving it 

tonight.” 

“Ah, you’ve seen the horse then?” 

“No, we haven’t seen it yet. Have you seen it?” asked Officer 

O’Connell. 

Gupta shot him a stern look. 

“No. A pity. I was rather hoping for a description. It seems none of the 

victims have gotten a good look at it. Just the tail end as it takes off. Or the 

opposite end while they are being chased, ha ha, but the victims assured me 

they were too busy running away to get a good description.”  

“Right,” Gupta said, unimpressed. “Listen, like we said, we have this 

under control. This horse, or what we suspect to be a couple of kids playing 

a prank, hasn’t been back since we’ve shown up, so we won’t be needing 

your serv—” 

“What’s that?” O’Connell said, interrupting. 

Everyone looked in the direction he was pointing. A couple of feet 

from them, beside a tree, stood a very peculiar creature. Alexandria blinked 

to make sure she was seeing right. She hadn’t seen a creature like this since 

she was very small. It stood about three feet tall and had black fur and a 

small, round tummy. It looked similar to a cat, except it stood on two legs 

instead of four.  

“Wait here,” said Gupta as he and O’Connell started to walk toward 

the creature, hands going to their sides. 

Alexandria felt the hairs on the back of her neck rise. “Wait!” She ran 

without thinking. “Don’t hurt him!” 

“What are you doing? Hey! Get back here,” Gupta growled and tried 

to grab her, but Alex ran right past the officers and over to the tree. The 
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little cat creature looked up at her with big yellow eyes and over to the 

policeman, smiling. 

“They wouldn’t be coming to hurt little Tom Tit Tat, would they?” 

“No, no. I assure you they aren’t. How are you this eve, Mr. Tit Tat? 

My name is Alexandria, and these are Officers Gupta and O’Connell, and 

this is my uncle, Detective Docherty.” 

Alex had seen a creature like this once when she was a little girl 

playing in her backyard. It had been a friendly otherkin, but it had warned 

her that others of its kind were very tricky and didn’t take kindly to being 

treated rudely or bullied. They didn’t have a name for their kind, because 

they were solitary by nature and mysterious to even each other. The 

creature had told her if she ever saw one again, she should introduce herself 

to it politely to make sure they didn’t start off on the wrong foot. It had also 

warned her to never make a bargain with one or ask a favor. Looking back 

now, she wasn’t sure why the creature had been so kind, but she was glad 

for its advice, especially now.   

“Ooooh…” he said, looking at everyone curiously, waving his black 

tail. 

“Miss, you better watch yourself. You don’t know who this creature is 

or what it’s capable of,” O’Connell warned.  

“Nonsense!” burst out the Detective. “Why look at the little chap. 

You’ve never seen anything more handsome and adorable,” the Detective 

said with a broad grin, but Alex thought she caught something in his eye 

when he made a sideways glance her way. 

“Tom Tit Tat, adorable? Thank you, Detective Docherty,” the cat-

man’s eyes seemed to dilate as he spoke. 

“You wouldn’t have any relations to Tom Tit Tot by chance?” asked 

the Detective enthusiastically. 

“On my mother’s side, why yes. The Detective’s heard of us. What a 

clever man.” Tom Tit Tat purred and twitched his tail. 

“Alright, enough of this nonsense,” said Gupta. “Listen, Mr—er, Tit 

Tat. We’re here investigating some disturbances along the lakeshore. Have 

you seen or heard anything?” 

“You mean, Carrigan. Yes, she’s been around,” Tom Tit Tat said 

before he spotted something on the officer’s belt that caused his eyes to 

sparkle. “Ooooh, what’s this?” he said as he reached his clawed hand 

toward O’Connell’s radio. 
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“Hey, quit that. That’s my radio,” O’Connell said stepping away from 

the little black cat-man.  

“It’s yours? Perhaps then you’ll strike a boon with me. I will tell you 

where Carrigan is if you give me that rrrradio. Purr.”  

“Absolutely not,” Gupta interjected. 

“Hem.” Docherty cleared his throat. “Perhaps we could work 

something out. Maybe you could let Tom Tit Tat hold it a moment for 

some information?” 

“Patrick, don’t listen to this quack,” Gupta told his partner sternly. 

“Oh yes, I would like to hold it,” said Tom Tit Tat excitedly. 

Alexandria, someone said. Alex flinched. 

What was that? 

Come here, Alexandria. Come here. 

Alex stepped away from the group. She felt like everyone would be 

fine without her for a moment, but who was calling? 

Over here. 

Alex’s attention was pulled toward the water. Her boots packed down 

the snow as she made her way to the break wall bordering the lake. Who 

could be calling her? Alex leaned over the wall and looked down at the 

dark water. 

Hello? She asked mentally. 

Yes, yes. Alexandria, quick. Over here. Help me.  

Help? Yes, okay. I’m coming, I’m coming. 

Alex looked into the obsidian water. Where are you? she asked 

concerned.  

Come closer, in the water. I am in the water. Help me. 

I’m coming! 

Alex ran over to one of the lookouts and hopped over the small 

concrete wall. She hesitated a moment, but then her eye caught the water. 

She slowly started to climb down the large boulders rising from the water’s 

edge.  

Here I am, but I cannot see you. Where are you? 

Oh, Alexandria, help me. I am down here. 

Alex crouched down on one boulder, grasping the edge of another 

behind her so she could get closer to the gently lapping water. Her hair 

blew in her face as she concentrated, trying to see who was calling her. Just 

when she was about to give up, she saw something. Something in the water 

swimming toward her—a horse. Alex blinked. It was almost entirely 
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submerged except for the top of the head, nostrils, and ears, which bobbed 

above the water’s surface like a gator. It was coal black with glossy eyes.  

Hey there, how did you get in there? You must be freezing. You’re 

lucky there’s no ice yet. Are you okay? Let me get you help. 

She was about to turn and call for help, but wanted to reassure the 

poor half-drowned horse before she left.  Alex leaned forward and reached 

out her hand to touch its forehead. 

 

 
Ares was making his way down the large slope that led to Burlington’s 

lakefront when he heard voices arguing. He rolled his eyes, recognizing the 

Detective’s voice immediately. The other voices were unfamiliar, but he 

smelled the distinct scent of otherkin and quickened his pace. 

When Ares reached the group, Docherty and two officers were at the 

bottom of a tree, staring up at something in the bare branches. Ares focused 

his eyes and saw a curious creature. At first, he thought it was a raccoon, 

but closer inspection revealed it was more cat-like. Ares had never seen an 

otherkin like it before. 

“Listen, you little shit—” 

“Now, now, Officer Gupta, that’s no way to talk to a—” Docherty 

interjected.  

“You listen here! That, that, thing has no right taking an officer’s 

radio! You’re coming straight to the station, you, you…” 

Ares focused a little harder and saw what the officer was referring to. 

The small creature was holding one of their radios in its claws, laughing. 

“O’Connell to dispatch, over,” the cat-man said in a strange voice. 

“Hey, how did he do that? He sounded just like me,” one of the 

officers said. 

“Go ahead, O’Connell.” 

“I wear women’s underwear, over.” The creature laughed hysterically. 

“Wait just a minute! That was a dirty thing to say! Quit that!” 

The Detective tried to suppress a snort. 

“Can you repeat? Over,” the woman’s voice said chuckling.  

“Do these pants make me look fat?”  

“O’Connell…” The words were broken up by laughter on the other 

end. It seemed the weird calls had collected a crowd. 
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The officer jumped up and tried to grab the cat-man angrily, but it 

climbed up higher, laughing. 

“Meep-meep. VROOM! Ding,” it said into the radio, cackling, but just 

as it was about to say more, it looked up, ears perked, and eyes sharp 

toward the lake. “Uh oh, you better hurry before you lose your friend.” 

Everyone turned to look where the cat-man was looking.  

“Where’s Alexandria?” Ares asked immediately.  

“She… she was right here,” Docherty whispered. 

Before anyone could say anything else, Ares sprinted toward the break 

wall. He stopped and looked down, dilating his eyes. He searched 

frantically down the wall and finally over to the lookout to his right. There 

she was. She was leaning over the water’s edge about to touch—no! Ares 

dashed down the rocks, but as he reached out to grab the hood of her jacket, 

a massive veiny arm reached up from the water and grabbed her, pulling 

her in. The surface erupted as Alex fell in screaming. Ares stood stunned, 

unable to see her. Agony burst from his insides. 

The water erupted again as Alexandria sprang up, arms outstretched, 

screaming. 

“Ares!” she cried before she was pulled down again. 

Ares ran into the water, wildly searching with his hands in the murky 

darkness. He grasped a hand, hoping it was hers and pulled. 

 

 
The icy water seeped into Alexandria’s clothes and bit her whole body. She 

tried not to gasp, not wanting to swallow any water. She opened her eyes 

and saw two green, glowing eyes staring at her. Something grabbed her and 

pulled her further down. She struggled against it, kicking out. She hit it in 

the face. The creature roared under the water, revealing horrible, jagged 

teeth. Alex screamed, releasing precious air bubbles and reached up. She 

felt a steel hand and grabbed it, not caring whose it was. She felt herself 

being pulled up and out of the water. The air hit her, and her clothes 

became heavy. She blinked and fumbled like a newborn. She felt strong 

arms around her and the sensation of being lifted. 

Somewhere Alex heard someone shout, “No!” and heard the sound of 

horse hooves beating against stone. She loved the sound of horse hooves… 
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Eramos? Cold. She was so cold. She tried to open her eyes, but everything 

was blurry. She tried to breathe, but it stung. Tired, she was so tired… 

“Alex, stay awake!” 

 

 
Ares tore Alex out of the water. She must have gotten out of the monster’s 

grasp somehow. Now he had to get her to safety. Ares watched as the 

creature rose up out of the water, crawling up the rocks toward them like a 

cluster of wet spiders. Responding to a predatory impulse within him, he 

found himself roaring like a wild cat and swung a punch so hard a 

thunderclap sounded as his fist hit the creature’s jaw, sending it barreling 

over on its side. Ares pressed Alex close to his body and turned, running up 

the rocks, but when he was about to step onto the outlook, he heard the 

Detective shout “No!” 

He snapped his attention over to the Detective and the two police 

officers that were running down the hill. The officers were in the lead, one 

of them with a gun in his hands. Docherty, a bit of a portly man, was 

flaring his arms and huffing after them. 

Ares looked over to where they were running and saw a sleek black 

horse galloping right for him, whinnying as it drew near. It had a white star 

on its forehead and its dark body shimmered in the light of the rising moon. 

Were there two of them? But this one was different. It wasn’t the hideous 

kelpie that was clambering up the rocky slope. It was a sleek wild horse, 

majestic, and enchanting.  

Ares stepped onto the lookout to challenge it. Beautiful as it was, it 

could still be a threat. He wasn’t going to let anyone hurt Alexandria again. 

She mumbled something and he saw her close her eyes. 

“Alex, stay awake!” He shook her. 

Alexandria emitted a sound that Ares could never describe in all of his 

years. It was almost like the sound of sonar. A shockwave rippled out of 

Alex in blue energy waves, sending everyone—kelpie, horse, humans, and 

Ares—to the ground with a smack. When the shockwaves struck the lake, 

massive black waves shattered the shore, and a vicious wind picked up. 

Alexandria’s eyes shot open briefly and then closed. She went limp in his 

arms.  
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Recovering from the fall, Ares was back on his feet in an instant while 

everyone else was still disoriented. He peered down the lookout ledge and 

saw the monstrous kelpie. It looked like a man with a horse’s head, and its 

naked, veiny body was slimy with black-green sludge dripping from its 

legs. Somehow, it had survived the crashing waves created by Alexandria’s 

strange attack and was patiently and methodically crawling up the bank on 

all fours.  

Ares turned back to the other horse. It stopped right in front of him 

and reared hysterically. He sidestepped and spun around to counter an 

attack that never came. 

The kelpie stood on the top of the breakwall. It must have been seven 

feet tall. It roared at the black horse, which flattened its ears and struck out 

at it with its hooves. 

 “Sir, sir! Get out of the way!” one of the officers shouted to Ares. 

Ares flew over to them, startling both of them with his speed. 

“Don’t shoot the horse,” Ares said firmly. 

“Yes,” Docherty gasped, running up. “Please, don’t shoot her.” 

“What?” the officers said in unison looking at the horse and horse-

creature, and back to Ares and the Detective.  

“Yes,” the Detective gasped again. “Don’t shoot her. She’s trying to 

protect us.” 

“Can we shoot the other thing?” the shorter man asked. 

Ares and the Detective looked at each other and replied at the same 

time, “Yes.” 

The officers held their guns fast and fired two warning shots into the 

air. 

“Desist at once or we will be forced to shoot!” the taller officer yelled. 

The kelpie swung a punch at the black horse, almost knocking it to the 

ground. It recovered and moved away, squealing and pawing. The kelpie 

slammed its fist into the rocks and ran for the officers. One of them took a 

shot and blew out the kelpie’s kneecap. It wailed and fell forward, grasping 

its knee.  

Sirens sounded as police cars flew down the hillside and skidded to a 

halt at the waterfront. Officers poured out of their cars and ran to help their 

colleagues but it seemed the creature was not getting back up. It sulked and 

whined, holding its leg, oblivious to everyone else.  

Ares held Alexandria close. She needed help and fast. He searched for 

an ambulance among the sirens, but found none. 
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The Detective ran over to Ares. “Good Lord, is she okay?”  

“I don’t know. I can’t tell. I’m concerned about hypothermia. Her 

heartbeat is slowing, Detective. She needs help,” Ares said desperately. 

“Quick, let’s get her to a police car. Come, come, my boy!” The 

Detective took charge and Ares followed him at first, but Docherty’s pace 

was too slow. He sprinted ahead and reached a car where an officer was 

holding his radio, updating dispatch.  

The man turned and jumped when he saw Ares. 

“Quickly. She was pulled into the water. She needs help.” 

“Right,” the young man said. “Let’s put her in the back. I have a 

blanket in the trunk and medical supplies.” 

Docherty finally made it over, huffing. “Well done, my boy. Now, I 

need to get over there before anything else happens. Stay here with her, 

Ares. I’ll handle things by the water,” the Detective told him. 

Ares felt divided. He wanted to help the Detective and make sure there 

were no more misunderstandings, but he couldn’t pry himself from 

Alexandria. The officer was taking her clothes off, and at first Ares was 

going to protest, but realized they were keeping her cold and could kill her. 

Ares considered helping the officer, but decided too many hands might 

complicate things.  

He turned back toward the lookout and was startled to see the 

Detective talking to a naked woman whose long black hair lay down her 

back like a silk curtain until it almost touched the ground. Meanwhile, the 

officers were battling with the kelpie to get it on a stretcher. Apparently, it 

didn’t like being manhandled. 

Ares glanced anxiously between Alexandria and the waterfront scene 

and soon noticed that a strange vehicle had pulled up beside the police cars. 

It looked like the kind of armored car used to transport money. Men in suits 

stood nearby, talking on their cell phones, and a few soldiers helped load 

the kelpie into the back of the vehicle.  

Ares was about to ask the officer where they were taking the beast 

when he heard Alexandria moan. He looked down at her. Her lips were 

blue and her skin was pale. The policeman had wrapped her in a blanket 

and put her in the car with the heat on. He was about to close the door 

when Ares asked, “Wait, can I sit with her?” 

“Of course, but I’ll have to let you out as it’s locked on the inside. I’ve 

called an ambulance. They are on their way.” 

“That’s fine and thank you.”  
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Ares sat beside her, but didn’t touch her. He was afraid he would only 

make her colder. He looked at her, pleading with whatever higher power 

there was that she would be fine.  
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Chapter Ten 
 

A large wave crashed along the rocks and sprayed Alex. She giggled and 

closed her eyes, taking in the smell of brine and the feel of warm sea air. 

Gulls cried overhead and filled her heart. To her, it was one of the most 

beautiful sounds in the world. She kept her eyes closed and relished the feel 

of the sunlight on her face. She had been cold for so long; it was good to be 

warm again.  

Her eyes slowly opened as she contemplated a swim, but something 

caught her attention. She looked down the beach, her eyes scanning the 

sand dunes and whitecaps, and realized someone was walking toward her. 

Alex smiled and waved. 

It was a woman. She was tall and lean. Her features were almost 

masculine, but she was breathtakingly beautiful. Her long, flowing hair was 

brown with blonde highlights. She was wearing a simple white cotton 

dress. When she smiled at Alex, it seemed as though the sun shone 

brighter. 

“Hello,” Alex said. 

“Hello, Alexandria. Beautiful day,” the woman greeted her, looking 

out at the ocean as she sat down next to her. Her voice was like wind 

chimes.  

“It definitely is,” Alex agreed, feeling a little giddy. 

“My name is Laurel. I received your letter about Mrs. Esposito. Sorry 

to get back to you in such unfortunate circumstances.”  

“Oh, that’s quite alright,” Alex replied, unsure of what Laurel meant. 

Unfortunate circumstances? She bit her lip thoughtfully, and then added, “I 

was just sitting here enjoying the sunshine. Thank you for getting back to 

me. Any news on Mrs. Esposito? We haven’t been back to the house yet, 

and we haven’t been able to find out what happened to her. But we’re 

working on it. We’re planning on going back, but Mr. Esposito is still 

there, and he’s been a bit of a nuisance, if you know what I mean.” Alex 

sighed.  

“We’re very glad you wrote. You see, we haven’t been able to find 

Mrs. Esposito either. We thought perhaps she was haunting Nancy or even 

you. We’ve checked in a couple of times, but there’s no sign of her.”  

Laurel’s beautiful face had the slightest hint of a frown.  
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“She’s not with us, I can tell you that much. I didn’t sense her in the 

house when I was there. She didn’t make herself known, but Mr. Esposito 

certainly did. He has grown very dark very fast. His powers surprised me. I 

think he’s really hurting,” Alex replied.  

“Yes, we have been to see him a few times, but when we knock, he 

never opens the door.” 

“I think he really loved his wife. It must have been hard for him to be 

physically separated from her.” 

“It is never easy to lose our loved ones in this life, but we can always 

see them in the next.” Laurel smiled comfortingly at Alex. 

Alex looked down in the sand, her mood dropping a little. 

“You know they would love to hear from you,” Laurel said. 

“I know, I know. I just can’t right now…”  

“People constantly think they have no time, but in truth, they have all 

the time in the world. So take your time. You will know when you are 

ready, and when you are ready, just let me know.” 

“Thank you.”  

“I am a little worried about our friend, Mrs. Esposito, though,” said 

Laurel. “If she is not with us and is not at home, then where do you think 

she might be, Alex?” 

“I really don’t know. I thought you were the expert.”  

“Let’s look at the water,” Laurel said. 

“Okay.” Alex looked out at the endless blue. 

“Right now, it looks like one big beautiful blue mass of water, but 

when you break it down to a single drop and then down to the hydrogen 

and oxygen atoms that make it, you get an idea of what it’s like trying to 

find a single life form on this planet. It’s so rich in life that it’s practically 

bursting, and sometimes, when you’re looking for someone, no matter how 

powerful you are, no matter how good your vision, something else might 

be standing directly in your line of sight.” 

Laurel got up and walked a couple of feet in front of Alex. Alex heard 

the sound of a loud splash and knew she had missed something jumping out 

of the water. She tried to look around her, but Laurel was directly in front 

of her.  

“If someone or something is preventing me from seeing Mrs. Esposito, 

do you think you could help me remove it?” Laurel asked her.  

She then walked back and stood beside Alex, giving her a clear view 

of the water. A humpback whale breached and splashed into the sea.  
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“There’s a shadow in my line of vision. I have been looking for Mrs. 

Esposito, and I cannot find her. Will you help me?” Laurel looked at Alex. 

Despite her concern, happiness never seemed to leave her face. 

“I will try.” 

“Thank you. Call me when you find her. We are eager to bring her 

home.”  

“I will, Laurel. It was nice to meet you.”  

“It was good to see you again,” Laurel said and turned to walk down 

the beach. 

See me again? There was a flash of light and the beach was empty. 

Alexandria. 

“Yes?” she said, smiling. The voice was so familiar.  

Alexandria, it is time to wake up. 

“Not yet, it’s so lovely here. Just a little while longer.”  

I’m sorry, my love, but it’s time to wake up. 

Crack. 

Alex’s eyes flew open. Her heart was racing as she gripped the sheets. 

She heard a strange sound, some alarm going off. Everything was blurry. 

She blinked, trying to gain her bearings. There were white objects scattered 

about and a bright light above her that hummed loudly.  

“Where, where am I?” 

“I wish I could say you were being bathed in luxury at a five-star 

hotel, but I’d be lying.” 

Two men laughed. Alex recognized one as Derek, who had cracked 

the joke, but the other laugh was gentle and melodic. Alex swallowed. Her 

throat was so dry. She turned her head to look over to her right and saw two 

blurry blobs by her bed. 

“What’s that sound?” 

“Oh, that’s your heart monitor. You must have been having a good 

dream, because just before you woke, it went crazy. It was probably about 

you, Faolan.” 

Faolan. Oh, Derek, please stop embarrassing me. 

The two blobs came into focus, and Alex saw Faolan sitting in a chair 

next to her bed and realized he was holding her hand. Derek was standing 

beside him, grinning from ear to ear. He was wearing a white shirt with a 

tacky picture of a goddess with the moon and stars in her hair. The shirt 

said “Goddess Within.” Alex bit her lip and tried to smile.   
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“Hey kitten, how are you feeling?” Derek asked gently, his eyes 

glossy with relief.  

“Oh, I feel alright.” She managed a full smile this time. 

“You’re in the hospital. You kept us all in suspense for a while there. 

You’ve been out of it for two days.” 

“Really? Oh, I’m sorry.” 

Faolan spoke for the first time. “No need to be sorry. We’re just glad 

you’re okay.” His voice was comforting, like a warm blanket. 

“I missed our meeting.” Alex realized sadly. 

“That’s not important. All that matters is that you are O.K. At any rate, 

we are seeing each other now.” 

“But I look awful.” Alex didn’t want to take one look in a mirror 

before she had a long shower. She glanced down at her hospital clothes.  

“I’ve seen worse,” Derek informed her. “Anyway, because you didn’t 

show on Tuesday, Faolan stopped by yesterday afternoon, and I told him I 

was heading to the hospital to see you. I got a phone call from Ares—

hottiiie!—saying you had fallen into the lake and had to be rushed to the 

hospital! That’s wild. Listen, I know some people go polar bear swimming 

and all, but that’s just nuts. You could’ve died from hypothermia.” 

“It was an accident…”  

“Oh, I know. I’m just teasing you, but listen. You’ve got to be more 

careful. If something happens to you, I’ll have to walk the dog.” 

Alex grinned and began to giggle, but when she laughed her chest 

burned. She coughed. Faolan gripped her hand; with his other hand, he 

tenderly moved the hair away from her face. That’s when she realized there 

was a strange sensation coming from one of his hands. It was warm and 

flowed into her like a gentle stream. It spread through her like liquid and 

eased her cough, stopping the burning.  

Faolan was healing her. Alex wasn’t sure how she knew. She just 

knew.  

“Aw, look at that. Faolan shows up, and you start to get better. So cute 

it makes me sick. You know, no one had heard a peep from you or seen 

you so much as flinch in days. Then he shows up, and you open your eyes. 

That’s ridiculous. I read to you, sang to you; I’ve been here every day—” 

Derek’s monologue was interrupted when a nurse entered the room 

wearing scrubs and holding a chart. She smiled behind thin-rimmed glasses 

and said hello as she checked on Alexandria’s monitor and IV. Derek 
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offered to check her—and Alex suspected that he might have had a little 

too much espresso that morning.  

The nurse pretended not to notice. “I had a feeling you’d wake up with 

some company, though I haven’t seen that gentleman that was here the first 

night with you. I’m going to speak with your doctor and ask her to come 

swing by and have a look. I’ll be back later.”  

The nurse gave Derek a sly look as she walked out of the room.  

Derek leaned over Alex’s bed. “I’ll be right back,” he whispered and 

took off down the hallway. 

Alex and Faolan were alone. She was very glad to see him and more 

than touched that he was there, but she had no idea what to say. 

“He saved you, your friend,” Faolan said. He looked at her, his 

emerald eyes were luminous under the fluorescents.  

“Yes, he did. I was so foolish. I don’t know what came over me. That 

creature was calling me to the water, and I thought... I thought someone 

needed my help. It was so bizarre. A part of me knew that it was weird, the 

calling and of course a horse swimming in the icy water like that… but I 

couldn’t help it.” 

“It’s not your fault. Kelpies are predatory fairies that disguise 

themselves as horses. They have an amazing ability to charm people over 

to the water’s edge. That’s where they grab them.” Faolan attempted to 

conceal the pain in his eyes. Alex could see and, on some level, sense how 

much Faolan cared for her. It might have troubled her, but she felt it too. If 

it were Faolan in the hospital instead of her, she would be by his side. How 

could they have fallen for each other so fast? 

“Do you know if there was another horse? I thought I heard another 

one, but I can’t be sure. I was so out of it,” she said, her brow furrowing as 

she tried to remember. 

“That was the phouka, Carrigan. She was the horse people had been 

reporting. She was trying to scare people away from the water at night so 

they wouldn’t get eaten by the kelpie. She would have warned them 

another way, but who would have believed her?”  

“What is a phouka? It seems like you know her.” 

“A phouka is a freshwater fairy that can shape-shift. They often wear 

the guise of a horse, like the kelpie, and both are often black. Many believe 

they share a common ancestry, but neither would admit it. The two species 

are very different by nature. 
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“There aren’t many phouka around this part of the world anymore. 

Like other, older fairy, they prefer the secret places of the earth, 

unmolested by human influence but like me, Carrigan is trying to see if 

there is a place for her kind here. It’s not always easy. Some phouka can 

get drunk and violent, but Carrigan is not like that.”  

“Did anyone get hurt?” 

“I’m afraid the police dredged the shore and found some skeletons and 

human remains. It appears the kelpie had gotten a few unfortunate people, 

but none of the people that were with you Monday night got hurt, only the 

kelpie who got shot.”  

“It’s strange. I feel sorry for it even though it tried to kill me.”  

“I don’t think it’s strange to appreciate something for what it is. It is a 

fierce predator, but that doesn’t mean it doesn’t have its own place in the 

world, like a wolf or hawk. It has a part to play in the circle of life. I find it 

rather endearing that you can think of it when it gave no thought of you.” 

Faolan leaned over and kissed her forehead.  

Alexandria’s heart monitor started to sound again, and she cursed it 

for giving her away. Her cheeks flushed, and they both laughed.  

“I hope it is alright that I am here. I do not know human dating 

customs. I just wanted to make sure you were safe,” Faolan said. 

Alex beamed. “Oh, of course. I’m very happy to see you. Don’t worry 

about all that stuff about being mysterious and not calling for three days or 

whatever. I never liked that stuff anyway. Just be yourself. I’m glad you’re 

here and—and I appreciate your support,” she added last minute, hoping he 

knew that she was thanking him for healing her.  

“You are welcome.” He then added playfully, “Is detective work 

always this dangerous? Will I be meeting you here often?”  

“I hope not.” She smiled but started to wonder if there was some truth 

to the question. 

 

 
Nimh stopped by the hospital as soon as she heard Alex was there. She 

reprimanded Derek for not telling her sooner, but all was forgiven once she 

realized that Alex was okay and recovering.  

Docherty had been to the hospital every day to check up on her. He 

caused quite a bit of commotion one day when he forgot Alex’s room 
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number and asked “to see the girl attacked by the kelpie.” When the 

receptionist advised him she would have to ask the mortician, Docherty had 

a fit and demanded to see his niece’s body at once. Luckily, one of the 

nurses down at the morgue recognized him and let him know he was on the 

wrong floor. She led him up to the right floor and to the right room, much 

to Docherty’s relief. The Detective suggested pixies had something to do 

with it, but Alex only smiled. She was more than eager to have his humor 

and good nature in place of the serious atmosphere of the hospital any day. 

Alex didn’t have to stay at the hospital long and went home after a 

speedy recovery that the doctors never quite figured out, but she knew she 

had Faolan to thank for it. Some fairy took offense to being thanked, while 

others placed you in their debt, but Alex didn’t think Faolan was that type 

of fairy and had thanked regardless.  

On Friday morning, Faolan, Docherty, and Derek had come together 

to pick her up and take her home. Derek was driving her white 

Volkswagen, and she tried not to squeal every time he slammed on the 

brakes, rode someone’s bumper, or cut someone off, swearing.  

“I say, handles rather well, doesn’t it?” the Detective pointed out. He 

seemed to be taking Derek’s driving rather well. Alex had been concerned 

that Faolan (not having ridden in many vehicles) would get motion sick or 

even become terrified of cars after Derek’s driving, but every time she 

checked on him, he was smiling and looking out the window. 

The “best” was when Derek made a lane change across three lanes of 

traffic and accelerated to cut someone off to get on their exit ramp. Alex 

gripped the door handle fiercely and let out a squeak, but Faolan laughed 

from the back seat and said, “Nice, Derek.”  

Alex pleaded, “Don’t encourage him!” 

The moment Alex saw her house, she inhaled it. When she exhaled, 

everything else was gone. Nothing could take the place of home.  

Raven bounded to the front hallway where she whined and danced 

around until she almost knocked her over. Alex knelt down and received a 

million kisses from her worried friend. She hugged Raven close and 

connected to her dog’s feelings of worry and relief.  

You left me.  

Nothing could keep us apart. You know that, Alex reassured her. 

Next time, I am coming with you. 

Alex knew better than to argue. I guess, but if we go into a restaurant, 

you know you have to stay outside.   
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Okay, Raven replied. When Alex smiled, Raven licked her face. 

Raven gave Docherty a courteous sniff and allowed a pet. “Lovely 

dog. Raven, is it? A pleasure to meet you,” Docherty said as he continued 

into the living room. “Alex, I say, did you paint these?”  

“I sure did!” Alex replied as she took off her boots.  

When she turned, she found Faolan petting Raven. She was practically 

in his lap. Raven’s general response to a new person was a quick sniff  and 

then a loss of interest (except in Ares’s case), but Alex stood dumbfounded 

as she watched Raven follow Faolan into the living room, glued to his side.  

When Derek saw what was happening, he made it known that he was 

deeply offended and that Raven would not receive any treats from him for 

the rest of her life.  

“So much for sticking together. Man, I took care of her for days and 

look what I get,” Derek complained as he walked back in the kitchen, 

sulking.  

When the excitement was over, Alex showered and was glad to feel 

like herself again. However, she paused on her way down the stairs, feeling 

a gnawing worry that she had forgotten something. Had she turned the 

water off? Of course she had… the light, yes, but what could it be then? 

Alex couldn’t shake the feeling she had forgotten something important. She 

was going through a list of possibilities when she heard laughter from the 

living room. She took a couple more steps down the stairs and spotted 

Nimh and Roisin sitting on her sofa. Alex stood quietly on the stairs to 

admire all of her friends together.  

Derek was in his recliner, pointing to the television enthusiastically 

and giving everyone a synopsis of his favorite reality show. He was 

breaking down the personal lives of each character and made clear whom 

he hated and what grief they had caused his favorite characters. Nimh 

looked like she was in pain; she hated reality television.  

Derek had a bowl of cereal in his hands (his favorite food) and was 

wearing striped pajamas. He had changed, but she noticed he was still 

wearing his Monad necklace. Derek loved everything Greek, especially the 

Greek gods he dedicated himself to. His mother had given that necklace to 

him on his twelfth birthday.  

“So, you see, she never really loved him. She was playing him the 

whole time for her own selfish reasons. I mean, he loved her, and she left 

him without a shred of guilt.” 
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“And now she wants him back and he’s leaving Lisa for her?” Faolan 

asked, still petting Raven.  

“She must have fairy blood in her, or perhaps a love spell, do you 

think?” Docherty asked. 

“I never thought of that,” Derek said dropping his spoon into his bowl. 

“That explains so much! Damn, you are a good detective!”  

Docherty beamed from the couch and Faolan laughed. Nimh rolled her 

eyes.  

“Love spell, ha! That girl doesn’t need it. The charm’s built in that 

body of hers,” Roisin told them. “Mark my words that man is just a fool 

following his own lust.” 

“She’s not that good looking, Mom. I think the detective’s on to 

something. It’s a new world out there, and don’t pretend you don’t know 

anything about love spells.” Derek stuck his tongue out. 

Roisin hit him with a pillow. “Put that dirty thing back in your 

mouth.”  

Alex stifled a laugh from the railing.  

“Sometimes we create our own charms and spells just by our 

intentions. It’s possible that woman doesn’t even know she’s doing it,” 

Faolan commented. 

“By Jove, he’s got a point,” the Detective said thoughtfully.  

“Thank you, Detective.” Faolan smiled.  

Alex sighed and leaned against the railing of the stairs, staring at him. 

Faolan maintained such an elegant appearance. His rich autumn hair 

framed his face and accentuated his forest green eyes. His brown and white 

sweater looked soft and fresh out of the dryer, while his light gray pants 

were without a crease. His smooth skin was crinkled slightly on his 

forehead as he concentrated on what Derek was saying. Alex loved the 

delicate features of his face, especially his fine nose. Some women liked 

rugged men with large chins and scruff, but Faolan was like a piece of fine 

art. But none of that would matter to Alex if he was not the caring person 

she was discovering him to be.  

Raven was looking up at him, leaning against his leg, love and 

devotion welling up in her eyes. Alex wanted to hold on to this moment 

forever. She tried to make a mental note of all the small details. She 

breathed slowly, wanting to be present and appreciate it fully. She really 

cared about everyone in her living room, and it touched her to see them 

together. To see Faolan being so accepted by her close friends and family 
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and witness his honest efforts to understand them and accept them filled 

her heart. She was only missing one person: Ares.  

 

 
“Hello, you’ve reached Ares Anata. I am unable to take your call right 

now. Please leave your name, number, and the reason you are calling. If 

you are calling to inquire about Detective Docherty and his investigation 

services, please leave a message, and I will get back to you as soon as 

possible. If this is Rebecca, please stop calling. I am your professor, and 

your incessant calls are bordering on obsessive. It is unprofessional and 

unwarranted. See you in class Thursday. Thank you and have a good day.” 

Alex would have laughed if this had not been the third time she'd 

heard the message. The first time, she had found it rather humorous, but 

now that Ares had not returned her phone calls for a day and half, she knew 

that something was wrong between them. What happened? What had 

changed between now and last week? She thought they had taken down the 

wall between them, but now it was back up, thicker and stronger than ever 

before.  

The nurse at the hospital had said that he was with her the first night, 

but he hadn’t been to see her since. Ares had saved her, and she wanted to 

express her gratitude and spend some time with him, but he had 

disappeared. 

  



Detective Docherty and the Demon’s Tears 

 

Chapter Eleven 
 

“Before I let you all go, just a reminder that next Thursday we’ll be having 

our final exam before the holiday break. I figured we’d have it early so you 

could have some extra time to study for your other courses or head home 

early, whatever you’d like. Also, don’t forget—yes, Bobby?” 

“Are you still offering extra credit?” 

“Yes, I will be accepting extra credit. You may either submit your 

essay to me, or I’ll be available from six p.m. to ten p.m. in the chem lab 

Friday next week. That is the last day to replicate the experiment you have 

developed.” 

“Thank you, sir.” 

“If there are no other questions, I’ll see you next Thursday.” 

Ares powered off the projector with the auditorium remote and shut 

down his computer. The class had been a long overview of the semester, 

and he was glad it was over. His grad student, Trevor would sit in on the 

exam for him, but Ares would make sure he was present for the lab work 

Friday. After that, it was a simple matter of grading papers and tests, and 

then he was free until the next fall semester. His contract permitted him to 

use the university’s resources as long as he taught one semester of classes 

per year.  

He was not currently working on any projects, but he enjoyed the pay 

and the unlimited access to school resources, and it kept him occupied 

when he wasn’t at the office with Docherty. Sometimes business was 

swamped, and he had a hard time keeping up with the school and the 

investigations, but other times it provided him with a means to keep his 

mind busy. If he was going to live forever, he was going to have to keep 

growing and learning—or he’d take the long sleep and not wake for a 

century or longer. 

His parents explained to him once that, sooner or later, every vampire 

took the long sleep. They told him that boredom was often the price of 

immortality. Because a vampire’s life span is infinite, they could lose the 

desire to live. There was no sense of urgency to add value to small tasks or 

even large goals. If a vampire couldn’t stay interested and connected, 

they’d slowly stop feeding until they eventually found a place to rest and 

took the long sleep.  
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Ares shuddered at the thought and put his laptop in its case. He 

grabbed his lecture notes and, just as he was about to put his bag strap over 

his shoulder, he heard a voice. Ares sighed heavily and put his bag back 

down. 

“Yes, Rebecca…” 

“Hi, Professor Anata. I have a few questions I’d like to ask you about 

the exam. I was wondering if I could make an appointment to go over them 

with you during your office hours. Also, I’ll need to make an appointment 

with you during your lab hours on Friday next week to show you the 

procedure I put together for extra credit,” Rebecca told him, excitedly. 

It happened every semester. A couple, several, or all of his students 

became infatuated with him. Some of them became so infatuated that they 

actually tried to convey their feelings for him, while others just harbored it 

secretly, sighing to themselves during his lecture or batting their eyes. It 

really was the only drawback to being a professor. His natural allure was 

all too much for the hormones of young university students.  

Ares stood with what he assumed was an expression of irritation, but 

she peered at him through her glasses, unhindered. She was blind to his 

rejection of her advances. Rebecca was attractive enough. She was slim, 

with an athletic build, long blonde hair, and an unnatural tan. She was 

incredibly intelligent, which most people might suspect him of desiring in a 

partner, but her advances were far from desirable. Ares could never see 

himself with a human anyway. It was too dangerous and too heartbreaking. 

He would either end up feeding on her until she died, or she would die of 

old age before they could ever really get to know one another.  

When he saw the eternal love that existed between his parents, he 

knew he could never settle for anything less. Ares had never thought he 

would find someone that he could spend eternity with—until recently. The 

thought of her pained him. 

“Rebecca, we’ve gone over this. First of all, there are 289 other 

students in the class that might need some of my time. You have to stop 

booking my entire evening. Secondly, you know the material. I don’t think 

we have to go over again the four states of matter: solid, liquid, gas, 

plasma. I know you know this stuff. And lastly, you have enough extra 

credit to skip out on the exam, take vacation early, and still get an A and 

remain on the dean’s list. Honestly, I don’t know why you bother…”  

“Oh, Professor, I—” 
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“Not interrupting anything, am I?” Alexandria asked with a stunning 

grin. 

Ares’s body responded to her immediately. He had to fight a shudder 

of pleasure. It had been so long since he had heard her voice in person or 

smelled her. He had to brace himself against the podium and grab his bag 

to cover up his weak display. Ares hardened his face and features, not 

wishing her to see how much he had missed her. 

“No, we were just leaving,” Ares said through clenched teeth, but she 

was undeterred. 

“Excellent, may I see you home?” Alexandria asked, sweetening her 

smile. 

“Um, excuse me, but who are you?” Rebecca snapped.  

“Hello, my name is Alex. Nice to meet you.” Alexandria extended her 

hand. 

Rebecca looked down at her hand as if she had leprosy and refused to 

take it. She smiled curtly and said, “I see, well, I think I’ll be taking my 

leave. See you Friday evening, Professor Anata.” 

Rebecca turned on her heels and raised her chin, walking away 

indignantly. Ares wasn’t sure whom he preferred right now.  

“Is that part of your vampiric charm working against you?” Alex 

asked as she walked with him up the aisle to the doors leading out of the 

large lecture hall. 

“What would you know about it?” he said more coldly than he had 

intended. 

“Oh, it was just something I read. I got carried away digging through 

Docherty’s library last night. Things have been kind of slow. We really 

miss you around the office,” she said, trying to make eye contact.  

“I’ve been busy. We’re preparing for final exams, and, as you can see, 

my office hours have been booked up.”  

Alex laughed. “Yes, I can see that.” 

The sound of her laughter made his heart quiver. He hated it. 

“Is that really why you haven’t been in to work?” she asked, suddenly 

serious. 

“No,” he answered truthfully.  

“Is it me? Is that why you won’t come to work?” 

Ares didn’t respond; he couldn’t. They walked out of the lecture hall 

and out of the building. It was a chilly night. The weather oracle had 

advised people to stay in because of frostbite warnings. Ares wasn’t sure 
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what madness had driven her to come to his class when only a third of his 

students had shown up. 

“I thought… I just thought after you came over that one night and then 

came to the coffee shop… Ares, I thought we were friends.” 

It pained him to hear his name said so pleadingly from her lips. If he 

could only tell her how she made his blood stir, his mind swim, and his 

heart quicken, but what would be the point? Alex was with the happy fairy 

prince now. Ares had seen them kiss, and the image was like a stake 

through the heart. He wanted to say something, but he didn’t want to lie.  

“I don’t know what’s happened between us, but I’m telling you right 

now, I won’t give up until you can at least be in the same room with me 

without looking at me with such disdain.” 

Ares heard a sob which stopped him in his tracks. Alexandria had been 

walking slightly behind him as they made their way through the quiet 

streets. He tilted his head, trying to catch her eye. Alexandria was looking 

down at the ground, standing before him, vulnerable. If she didn’t care for 

him the way he cared for her, then why did it hurt her so much that he 

treated her this way? 

“Alexandria, why is my rejection of your friendship proving to be so 

arduous for you? Why do you allow it to hurt you?” 

“Because I like you,” she said, choking on her words. 

Ares could taste the salt of newly formed tears in the air. He wanted to 

embrace her, but was afraid of himself. He wasn’t sure what she meant; he 

was beginning to hope for too much, and he knew it. 

“Does my friendship mean so much to you?” he asked. 

“Yes, it really does. I know we’ve only known each other a short 

while, but I have come to see you as a caring person. I have seen how much 

you do for my uncle, and I respect your intelligence and who you are. I 

look back at those two brief days that you seemed to like me, and I miss 

them. You saved my life. I know you would’ve helped anyone else in that 

situation, but I can’t help but hope that somewhere deep down you don’t 

hate me as much as you pretend to.” 

“I don’t hate you,” Ares said honestly. “I just…” he trailed off. 

“You don’t?” she asked hopefully, wiping the tears away. 

“No, I don’t. While I cannot convey my feelings for you at this time, I 

can tell you that I do not hate you.” Ares was pleased with his answer, and 

so was she. 
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“Thank you. I won’t ask you for anymore, but if you choose to tell me 

another time, I would greatly appreciate it. Thank you and… thank you for 

saving my life. I don’t remember much after the cold took me, but I know it 

was you who saved me. For a long time, you were all I knew,” she said in a 

soft tone. 

When the sun was slowly taking him apart, when he was alone, 

smothered in agony, she was all he knew. That memory would stay with 

him forever and fueled a love so consuming he couldn’t think of anything 

but her. He wanted to be with her forever, despite the fact that they had 

nothing in common. But when he had advanced, she had retreated into the 

arms of another. It tortured him; he could hardly stand the sight of her, yet 

he craved it. What was he going to do? 

 

 
Ares had searched his stockpile of excuses not to let Alexandria up into his 

apartment, but she had stopped him at every turn. The happy cleverness he 

had started to adore in her currently irritated him to the point of explosion. 

However, here he was in the elevator with her. Ares had no idea what he 

was going to do with her, and the thought frightened him. He couldn’t 

fathom how he was going to entertain her. He was naturally quiet, and his 

only hobby was work. Ares had nothing to show off in the apartment, and 

he had nothing to feed her, though he might dig into Yusuf’s pantry in the 

kitchen to see if there was anything there.  

Ares opened the door to the penthouse and began his usual routine. He 

put his keys on the nightstand and sat down on a black bench with a fancy 

red cushion to remove his shoes. 

Alexandria walked straight in with her wet boots and coat on, tracking 

water on the marble floor. Ares stared in horror.  

“Wow, this is your place? This is incredible!” 

“Yes, and it is difficult to clean. Can you please remove your boots 

and put them on the tray there? Thank you.”  

Ares thought he heard his father in his tone and smirked. He was glad 

of it. Ares respected his father and for good reason. The man was brilliant, 

fashionable, tidy, and well-cultured.  

Alexandria rushed back and began a balancing act on one foot to 

remove her boots.  
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Ares went over to the front hallway closet, put his boots on a rack, and 

pulled out two pairs of slippers. His own pair were burgundy, but the 

second pair were blue with Care Bears on them. Alexandria stared at them 

when he handed them to her. 

“They’re to keep your feet warm. Like I said, I no longer feel hot or 

cold. I have no idea what temperature Maria has the furnace set to.” 

“Yes, but… Care Bears?”  

“They belong to Maria,” he said quickly. 

“Ah,” was all she said as she slipped them on, a smile sneaking its 

way across her lips. 

Ares took off his coat and offered to take hers. He hung them up in the 

closet and led the way to the living room and kitchen area. 

“Hey, wait, aren’t you going to give me a tour of your penthouse? 

Show me around a little. Tell me about it. I’m very interested.” 

Ares had not thought of that; instead, he was more worried about what 

he was going to feed her and what her response was going to be when he 

poured a glass of blood for himself. 

“Alright. Well, this is the front hallway, and now we are walking into 

the kitchen.” 

“Oh, ha ha. But seriously, I want to know about how you designed it, 

and why you went with the almost monochromatic theme. It’s so vampire 

in here. I mean, just about everything here is black or white with a little bit 

of gray and sporadic bits of red, even this painting here.” 

Alexandria was in the living room looking at a gigantic rendition of 

Dracula. 

“I chose the color scheme because I like it, and I was going for a 

modern look, which I think the colors emphasize, and that painting—well, 

that’s a painting of Dracula. My kind believe he was the last True 

Vampyre.”  

“I see. Did you paint it? It matches your living room perfectly.” 

“No, I did not paint it. My mother did.”  

“Oh! You have a mother! I didn’t know vampires had mothers! I 

thought they… I don’t know, turned each other? I’m more familiar with the 

terms ‘Master,’ ‘Creator,’ and ‘Maker,’ but not ‘Mother.” 

“She can fall under those titles as well, but she is my mother. I was 

born in Greece. I was given up for adoption by my birth mother and, Clea, 

my adoptive mother, was a vampire.” 
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Alex walked past the large fireplace in his living room and his massive 

flatscreen TV without saying anything, but when she got into the hallway 

that led to his laboratory and bedroom she turned and asked, “When did she 

turn you?” 

“She turned me when I was twenty-five.” 

“So, you’ll be twenty-five forever?” 

“Yes. What made you think it was Clea that turned me?”  

Alex tilted her head. “Well, because if I knew I was going to live 

forever, I doubt I could bear the thought of my only son dying. I would turn 

him too.” 

Ares wanted to hate her so much, but he knew in that moment he 

could never hate her. Alexandria was like the Detective. She accepted him 

for what he was and understood him like no one else ever would. He 

wanted to kiss her. He came in close, thinking maybe he still had a chance. 

She was facing the laboratory door. He was reaching for her hand… 

“Goddess! Does that say laboratory? You have your own laboratory!” 

she ran in like a kid to a candy store. 

The moment was gone. Ares sighed and followed her in. 

Alexandria was running around and looking at everything with 

extreme enthusiasm. He loved it and found it overwhelming at the same 

time. She would ask him what something was, and then be at the other side 

of the room asking about something else before he could finish answering 

her.  

Ares didn’t have an experiment going at the moment. He had been 

busy with classes, and prior to that, detective work. There simply wasn’t a 

great unsolved mystery that he was interested in at the moment. He 

primarily had this lab built while he was developing the self-perpetuating 

blood he had designed for his kind.  

Alexandria put her head up the large vent for noxious fumes then took 

a peak in his compound microscope. After that she picked up a beaker and 

test tube, then put on a lab coat and goggles and sat at his computer, 

pretending to have made an incredible discovery. 

Ares had to smile when she turned around wearing his goggles and 

coat, laughing. For the first time in a long time, he wanted a camera to 

capture the moment. Who knew how long it would last, how long it would 

be before he could no longer have her to himself? 

They left the laboratory, and Ares finished up the tour of his bedroom, 

the guest rooms, his office, and finally the dining room. 
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“Why do you have a dining room? Can you even cook?” Alexandria 

asked skeptically. 

“I can cook. I was human once, remember? Though I admit I find it 

tedious and unnecessary for me to do. If I have business or personal guests 

over, Maria stays late and prepares dinner for them.” 

“Oh, that's nice.”  

They went back to the living room, and Alexandria seated herself 

comfortably on the large, black couch underneath Dracula. Ares looked at 

her sitting under his great ancestor and thought about how beautiful a 

vampire she would make before walking over to the kitchen. 

Although Ares didn't cook, he enjoyed the look of a chef's full kitchen 

and chrome appliances. He opened up pantries and sorted through pots and 

pans, looking for Yusuf’s snacks and drinks. Ares finally realized they 

were most likely in the pantry by the fridge and discovered a lot more food 

than he would have imagined. He wondered how much time Yusuf spent 

here during the day (mostly likely to get away from his wife). Ares was 

aware that the majority of the time his gaming system controllers were not 

where he left them, but this really shed some light on the subject. 

“Tea? I think I have some coffee too. Are you hungry?”  

“Um, tea please. What kind?” 

Ares fumbled with the boxes and started to list them off. 

“Hm, green tea mango sounds interesting. Let’s go with that,” 

Alexandria said excitedly. 

Ares got out the kettle and put the water on. He went to the fridge and 

poured himself a glass of O positive—it was his favorite and one of the 

oldest blood types. He sat down on the opposite side of the couch and 

sipped his beverage, trying to hide the physical pleasure he received while 

drinking it. As soon as the red liquid touched his lips, it almost made him 

quiver. It sank into every part of him, filling the hollowness. Ares had felt 

like dried parchment all day, and now he was flesh and whole again. 

Alexandria scooted over and took a look at his glass. Ares almost 

moved away, not wishing to be this close to her all of a sudden, but 

refrained, not wanting to offend. 

“Wow, blood looks a lot different in the movies,” she said 

thoughtfully. 

“Yes, though these days they do a much better job capturing its 

realism. So, what have I missed? Any new cases? Where do we stand on 
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the Esposito case?” Ares asked quickly. He decided it was best to change 

the subject. 

“Oh, right! That’s what I came here to tell you. How silly of me. I get 

distracted so easily. Well, Docherty and I wrote the angels a letter.”  

Ares looked at her. “You wrote the angels a letter?” 

“That’s right! We wrote them a letter and then we burned it.” 

Alexandria wiggled her feet excitedly.  

“Is this how one normally contacts angels? I thought prayer was the 

usual route?” 

“Maybe. I don’t have much experience with this type of magick. It 

was really neat. I wish you had been there. It was the night we went to 

Burlington. Docherty had wanted me to talk to my coven sisters about 

angels, right? So, Roisin, my high priestess gave me this book on angels—

apparently this famous healer uses angels to guide her, and she wrote a 

book on how to communicate with them.” 

“So, naturally Docherty believed everything written in a book by a 

stranger.” Ares sipped his drink. 

“Oh, come on. Well it worked, anyway.” 

“How do you know? Did you get a response?” 

“Well, no.” Alex paused. “Not yet, but when we lit the paper, it 

floated into the air and popped out of existence. That’s not normal. We 

figured it must have worked.”  

“I see. How do you know it got to the angels and not someone else?”  

Ares couldn’t believe the two of them. Who lights a piece of paper on 

fire and thinks angels are reading it? If he had any previous doubts that 

Alexandria and Docherty were related, they were now gone. 

“It happened like the book said, so I hope they’ll get back to us. If they 

don’t, though, Docherty and I talked about the demon tears some more, and 

he said we could try them. Thank you, by the way, for talking to him.” 

“You’re welcome. Now that we’ve gone beyond reason and are 

contacting angels and harvesting demon tears, what’s next? How do we get 

the tears? What else is involved in the procedure?” 

“Docherty thinks we can get the tears from some friends of his, Kizzy 

and Manuel. He also said we should stop by their shop to get some 

protective charms. I started a list.” Alex reached into her quilted bag and 

pulled out a notebook that looked like unicorn vomit—all sparkles and 

paint.  
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“Ah, I figured it was only a matter of time before the Detective would 

want to visit with Manuel and Kizzy. I am more than positive we have a 

closet full of all the supplies we’ll ever need, not to mention that huge trunk 

I have to drag around. He likes to stop in to socialize and see the kids.” 

Ares sighed. 

“Oh, they have kids?” 

“Yes, after school they help run the shop. We have known them for 

years, the Detective longer than I. I’m sure they will love you,” he said 

honestly. 

“Oh, that was a nice thing to say.” Alexandria blushed. 

Ares enjoyed the rush he felt reddening her cheeks.  

“It sounds like you two have it all worked out. When does the 

Detective plan for us to return to the Esposito house?” Ares loathed the 

thought.  

“Tomorrow, which is part of the reason I came to see you. We’re 

leaving tomorrow, an hour after sundown.” 

“Okay, tomorrow it is. Demon tears or angels, hopefully something 

will protect us from Mr. Esposito’s ghost.” 

“Ares, I will protect us.” Alexandria told him seriously.  

Ares met her gaze, and while he saw the determination in her eyes, he 

felt the fear in her heart.  

They talked a while longer on the details of the next day while 

Alexandria finished her tea. It became late all too soon, and it was time for 

Ares to walk Alexandria to the door.  

“Thank you for talking with me, Ares, and giving me a chance.” 

“You’re welcome” was all he could think to say.  

She put on her boots and coat and started to leave. Just before she 

closed the door, she turned to him and said, “I really think you’re one of the 

most intelligent people I know. You saved my life, and I consider myself 

fortunate enough to call you my friend.” 

Ares inclined his head. 

Alexandria closed the door behind her. Ares leaned against it, wishing 

for her to return. He placed his hand on the door, yearning for the dead 

panel of wood to be the soft pulse of her body. The heat from a human was 

the only warmth he would ever be able to feel again. He lifted himself off 

the door and sighed; he didn’t want to be alone anymore.  

While he was cleaning up the kitchen, he received a phone call. 
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“Hello, Ares here,” he answered while hand-washing Alexandria’s 

cup.  

“Evenin’ Ares.” 

“Colin.” Ares blanched. He had completely forgotten. 

“I found out a few things that are really going to interest you.” 

For a moment he hesitated. He thought about the evening he had just 

had, and the friendship he might throw away…and then he thought about 

that elf cutting his arm and kissing Alexandria.  

“Go ahead.” 

 

 
Alexandria bolted up the stairs, trying to skip steps as she ran, but she 

could barely run she was laughing so hard. Faolan was right behind her. He 

almost had her when he grabbed her coat, but she had it unbuttoned and let 

it slip off, allowing her to escape. She stopped a moment, to make sure he 

hadn’t fallen down the stairs, and then continued up triumphantly. Just as 

Alex reached the door, Faolan grabbed her. He pulled her back into the 

stairwell, pressed her against the wall, and kissed her with such intensity 

she trembled. 

He held her close for a moment, then let her go with a smile. “You are 

fast, but not fast enough.” 

“I did give you the slip more than once,” she said, breathing heavily. 

Faolan’s look changed from passion to endearment. “You are like a 

mirror of laughter and love. You are breathtaking.” 

This time Alexandria kissed him. She put her arms around his neck 

and pulled him down gently. When he spoke to her, the sincerity of his 

feelings touched her in a way that nothing else ever had. Alex finally took 

her arms off him and released him. Faolan kept her hand though. They 

were going to be late—well, they were already fifteen minutes late. She 

didn’t want to be any later than they already were.  

Hand in hand, they walked through the hallway and approached the 

Detective’s office door. Alexandria loved the Dick Tracy look it had to it, 

with the frosted glass and the Detective’s name and title: Detective 

Docherty: Paranormal Investigator.  

Alex opened the door and found Ares standing in the corner by the 

window and the Detective at his usual spot at the desk. She smiled, but 
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when she looked at Ares, he was staring at Faolan. Alexandria looked at 

him and then over to Faolan, who was looking away, and pretending not to 

notice. Something was going on. Alex had a funny feeling they had met 

before. Ares’s dagger stare was a solid indication of that. Like Raven, Ares 

normally ignored new people. 

“Uh, hey everyone,” Alex greeted them tentatively.  

“I say, Ares, come look at this. Did you know there are different 

classes of angels? I had no idea. The ones that have the most contact with 

earth are guardian angels and archangels. Apparently, the two classes are 

larger and more beefy looking than the rest of the bunch, ha ha! Perhaps 

because they are a class of action, eh? I suspect one of our guardian angels 

will get back to us as it appears that everyone has one or two that keeps 

track of them. Perhaps one of our own read the letter Alex and I sent. The 

archangels seem to be for managing guardian angels and massive events in 

history and—I say! Alexandria, my dear girl! Good to see you. Come in, 

come in. You’re really going to have to stop with this stranger nonsense 

and make yourself at home. Oh! And Faolan is here! Wonderful to see you 

again.”  

The Detective grinned from ear to ear as he got up from his chair and 

knocked over a few books and papers. 

“Hello, Uncle Docherty. Ares. I hope it’s okay that I brought Faolan 

along.” Alex risked a glance at him; he was as stiff as stone.  

“Feasgar math,” Faolan said, reaching out to shake the Detective’s 

hand.  

Alex noticed Ares uncross his arms and look at Faolan in disgust; she 

had been surprised herself, but impressed, not disgusted. There was so 

much she didn’t know about Faolan.  

“My dear boy. You know how to speak Scottish Gaelic?” the 

Detective said, chest swelling with Scottish pride. “I hardly know what to 

say, it has been so long since I have heard my mother’s native tongue…” 

The Detective took Faolan’s hand, nearly shaking his arm out of his socket 

with excitement. “We really must sit down and have a chat you know.”  

“Alright, that’s enough!” Ares yelled from the other side of the room. 

Alexandria felt Faolan tense beside her. 

Ares strode over to the middle of the room and threw down a manila 

folder. At first Alex didn’t understand until she took a closer look. There 

were pictures of her as an infant, x-rays with her name, and notes on her 
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life. A terrible feeling crept all along her skin. Goose bumps spread like a 

virus, and her breath became shallow. What was he doing? 

“He is not coming with us, and neither is she,” Ares snapped. He 

pointed at her and it struck her like a spear. 

“Ares, what’s the meaning of all of this?” Docherty asked.  

“She is not who she says she is. It’s all been a bucket of lies and deceit 

since the moment she came here.”  

Ares walked over to the folder, ripped out a piece of paper, and 

handed it to the Detective. Alex wanted to go over and see, but she couldn’t 

pry herself from Faolan’s arm. She was too afraid of the poison Ares was 

about to spread.  

“Take a look at that. There is not a single medical or dental record on 

Alexandria Marie Docherty prior to her fourth birthday. There are no birth 

records—no hospital delivered her. She wasn’t born on American soil, or 

any soil for that matter.” 

“Ares, stop,” Docherty said almost inaudibly. He was staring at the 

paper. 

“Furthermore, the birth certificate that was recovered is a forgery! 

Why would someone need to forge a birth certificate? As if this were not 

enough, there are medical records of a Mrs. Tina Docherty having been 

tested and found infertile. She was incapable of conceiving, bearing, and 

delivering a child. So where did this child come from? Where did you 

come from, Alexandria?” 

Ares took a violent step toward Alex, anger riddled all over his face. 

Faolan gently, yet urgently, moved Alex behind him and took a step to 

meet Ares. “Ares, what does her past matter? She was a child. How could 

she have known? I suggest you back off.” 

“You back off. Where did you come from, anyway? She had no right 

bringing you here. Neither of you belong here!” Ares looked like he was 

going to explode in an inferno of rage. 

Alex couldn’t see because he was in front of her, but it looked as 

though Faolan’s hand was moving toward his chest. She wanted to respond, 

to do something, but she was planted by fear. The tension in the air was 

choking her, and her body began to tremble. There was no record of her 

birth? Her mother was infertile? Had they really lied to her? She didn’t 

want to believe Ares, but a part of her knew it was true. Alex was different; 

she had always been different.  

“Stop,” she heard her uncle say quietly. 
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“Detective—” 

“I said stop.” Docherty snapped. 

Ares looked over at him, surprised at the harsh tone. Faolan took a 

step back, but kept his eyes on Ares. 

“Ares, stop this… you have no idea, no idea what you have done.”  

When the Detective took his eyes from the paper in his hand, he 

turned to look at Alex. His eyes were thick with unshed tears.  

“Alexandria, my dear Alexandria. I am so sorry…” He began to 

crumple.  

Alex wanted to run to him and hold him, but her legs had become 

cemented to the floor. Docherty continued, sobbing.  

“When… when I went to the coast all those years ago, I met a woman. 

A beautiful woman, unlike any I had ever known. When I looked at her, it 

was like seeing the sunset over the ocean. Her breath was the sound of 

waves, and her hair wild like the currents. I loved her, oh, how I loved her.”  

He paused, trying to control his tears. “But I had to come back to 

reality some time. I could not live with her beneath the waves, and she 

could not come back with me to Toronto. I was starting out, a new 

detective trying to make a business for myself. It was before The Great 

Awakening, before everyone could see them like I could. Business was 

slow, and I didn’t have the money to start my life over in British Columbia. 

I really wanted to. I tried to think of a way, but it simply wasn’t meant to 

be. I…”  

Alex could not bear to see him like this, and the sound of his sobs tore 

through her.  

“I had to say goodbye,” he continued. “She understood and told me 

she would wait for me to come again, but that day never came. I could 

never afford to take another trip out there, not until much later, but by then 

I was an old man, and I knew she would still be young and radiant.” 

Docherty paused to sniff and wipe his eyes. A small smile spread across his 

lips. 

“Before that happened, however, an angel came to bless me. I was 

living in a small bachelor apartment near Bathurst. One morning, as I was 

making my tea, I stepped out on to my small patio to get a feel for the 

weather, you know, when I heard this loud screech, well, more like whistle. 

When I looked over to the neighboring balcony, there was an enormous 

bird—a huge bald eagle. I had never seen one before. The bird was 

stunning, a bit awkward on the balcony, but a marvel to look at. What was 
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more astonishing was the wee bundle cradled in a protective wrap in his 

talons. It was a newborn baby. It was you, Alexandria.”  

Alex leaned back against the wall and slid down to the floor. Faolan 

kneeled beside her, ignoring Ares, and placed his arm around her shoulder. 

She wanted to speak, to say thank you, but the words would not form. 

Crying would have been a good option; she could have used some tears 

right about now, but nothing came. 

“There was a note, of course. In it your mother said that she still loved 

me, that she knew I would come as soon as I could, and that we had 

conceived a child together. We had made you. It was the happiest and 

saddest day of my life. Sad because your mother had written that you could 

not live beneath the waves. You had been born human. Your mother’s note 

said it was a possibility when you were older to, to transform. I admit I did 

not entirely understand that part of the letter, but I knew for the time being 

you needed to stay with me.  

“I was overjoyed to see you, to see the wonderful child we had 

brought into the world together, but Alexandria… you must understand, I 

could not provide for myself, let alone a small child. I was terrified. I had 

no means of feeding you or providing for you. I had dreams of you going to 

university and having a life filled with everything you ever wanted, but I 

knew I couldn’t give that to you. 

“I tried. For almost four years I tried. I scraped by, worked two or 

three jobs at a time. You know, that bloody eagle—Rupert, I called him—

he stayed with me the entire time you were with me. I was buying fish for 

him, diapers for you… They truly were the happiest days of my life, but I 

wanted more for you than I could give.  

“When you were almost four, my brother told me the sad news about 

his wife. They were living in Michigan, in a beautiful estate. They had all 

the money in the world, but they couldn’t conceive a child, and they were 

the unhappiest people because of the one gift denied them. That’s when I 

decided I had to give you up. They needed you, and you needed them. It 

broke my heart…” 

Docherty was weeping into the floor, a man broken. “It broke my 

heart to let you go, but if they could give you the life you deserved, I had to 

put my own selfishness aside and do what was best for you. Once I gave 

you up that was that. They made me promise I would never tell you. 

Alexandria, my sweet, Alexandria. I died the day I gave you away. I have 

been living an empty life ever since. When you came through that door a 
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month ago, you gave this old man something to live for again. I know I say 

this out of my own selfishness, but I ask you—I beg you—please forgive 

me.” 

Docherty looked at her with fearful eyes.  

This was not how she had hoped the evening would go. Alex felt a 

little silly now that she thought getting Faolan accepted into the group was 

going to be the biggest challenge. She stared at the floor. She could not feel 

anything. Alex knew Faolan was there, somewhere close to her. She 

thought she heard someone say something to her. 

Alex looked over to the aquarium. She saw Snow’s white scales 

shimmer as she swam up and down the glass walls of her prison, her fins 

waving like curtains by an open window. She looked directly at Alex.  

A profusion of energy surged through Alex. She shot up and ran for 

the door. Everything moved past her in a blur. She was out of the office, 

down the stairs, and outside in a heartbeat. She was running, running as far 

as she could. She darted through people and traffic and between light posts. 

She ran until her lungs burned, until the air stung her insides and she could 

not run anymore. 

“Alexandria!” She heard the voice from somewhere behind her, so she 

took off again.  

Alex’s body was screaming for her to stop. Her lungs were on fire, and 

her legs were Jell-O. She knew she would eventually have to stop, but not 

yet. When she could finally go no further, when the world started to go 

dim, she leaned against a lamppost, ready to collapse. 

“Alexandria.” She recognized the sound of Faolan’s voice. 

“Alex, I am sorry. I… I know what it’s like to feel alone, but you are 

not alone. Let me help you. Let me carry you the rest of the way.”  

She felt strong arms lift her as she fell into him. Just like that day in 

the hospital, she felt waves of healing spread throughout her body. He was 

her light as the world went dark. 

 

 
Docherty sat on the floor in the middle of his office. It was still cluttered 

with books and papers, including the insidious papers Ares had exposed to 

the group.  
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The way the Detective stared at the opened doorway made him look 

vulnerable and stripped bare in an empty room.  

Ares stood there openmouthed. When he realized how he looked, he 

clenched his jaw shut. Docherty had known the entire time. What had he 

done? Ares had destroyed this man’s reputation and ripped his own child 

from him a second time. He’d had no idea. When he thought about it now, 

he couldn’t recall what he had hoped to gain from this entire thing. He was 

ashamed to admit it, but Faolan was right. Alexandria was an infant when 

all of that had happened. What really could have been so terrible about a 

past like that? How could she have known? 

Ares had wanted to hurt her. He knew that now. He had been alive for 

eighty-five years, but still had the emotional maturity of a child. He had 

hurt her, and in turn, hurt the only other person in the world he cared about. 

Ares loved his family, but Docherty was his only friend. For just a brief 

while, he almost had another, one that he had begun to value in an entirely 

different way, but that was all gone now.  

How was he going to fix this? Could he fix it?  

“Detective, I…” 

“Leave, Ares,” the Detective said, still facing the door. 

“Wait, let me explain.” Ares felt an ache in his chest. 

“I said leave.” 

Ares stood stiff and straight. He walked toward the door, but paused 

and turned. He glanced at the Detective and saw that he still stared 

somewhere past him, searching for the wavy-haired figure that had left him 

only moments ago, and yet, years ago. 

Ares continued out the door, but when he got to the stairwell, the ache 

in his chest became so severe he had to sit down. He grabbed his chest and 

closed his eyes trying to will it to go away, but it would not. A red droplet 

fell onto his black leather glove. He looked down at it. He smeared and 

twirled the red drop between his thumb and index finger. Another droplet 

fell, and he realized they were falling from his eyes.  
Blood. That was all he was. He was emptiness filled with blood.  
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Chapter Twelve 
 

Ares fumbled around, trying to find the key to the Detective’s office in his 

pocket—or was it his shoe? He thought he had brought it. In one hand, he 

held a bottle of vodka, while he impatiently dug around in his coat pocket 

with the other. He finally felt the small, silver key. He pulled it out and 

attempted to put it into the lock. It took him several tries, but he finally got 

it, only to realize the door was already open. That’s when he noticed the 

lights on inside. Stumbling into the doorway, Ares grabbed the doorframe 

to prevent himself from falling. He blinked a couple of times, trying to 

adjust to the light. He saw his chair as a brown mass by the aquarium and 

ambled toward it, trying to keep his balance. 

“Ares, I say, Ares is that you?” Docherty asked from his desk. Ares 

whipped around, surprised. The room began to spin, and before he knew it, 

he was sitting in the middle of the floor. A loud thud sounded as his vodka 

bottle hit the carpet, though it remained in his hand. 

“Detective,” Ares said. He took a sip from his bottle. 

“My dear boy, are you drunk?” the Detective asked, adjusting his 

glasses. 

“I am,” Ares said and took another swig. 

“How on earth did you accomplish that? I thought you only drank 

blood?”  

Docherty got up from his desk. Ares noticed that all the papers and 

books had been cleaned up. He hadn’t been to the office in a week. It 

looked like someone had beaten it to death with a duster and broom. 

“Did someone clean up in here?” Ares asked, throwing his arm back 

behind him so he wouldn’t fall over. His legs were splayed before him as 

he leaned back to look the room over.  

“Hem. Er—yes, actually. Roisin did it. She’s been to visit a couple of 

times this week. She offered to help around the office. Now, I have to ask 

again, how did you manage to get intoxicated? I thought vampires could 

only drink blood.” 

“I thought so too. As it turns out, I didn’t vomit or blow up, but this 

stuff tastes awful. So I mixed in some O positive, and here I am. At some 

point, I stopped measuring because I can no longer taste anything. I think 

that's why it looks like cranberry juice.” 
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Ares took another sip. 

“Fascinating,” said the Detective as he helped Ares up. “That’s 

extraordinary, when you think about it.” 

“Yes, especially since it’s cheap vodka. I was attempting suicide, but 

the experiment was, for lack of a better word, disappointing.”   

“Suicide? What is this nonsense? Ares, why would you do such a 

thing?” 

“Because I’m in love! Don’t you see? It’s there every day! She’s there 

every day! I can’t get away. I can’t run away from myself… that damn elf. 

He ruined everything.” Ares said in a string of loud, almost 

incomprehensible slurs.  

“Ah, yes, I see. Alexandria. I thought perhaps you’d been acting a bit 

odd lately…” Docherty was walking him over to the small couch along the 

back wall. 

“A bit odd? I stalked her! Like I had nothing better to do. I’m a 

professor at a university. I’m a detective. I have serious obligations. I threw 

it all away. Whoosh! Like that,” Ares said, waving his arms for emphasis 

Docherty sat them both down on the couch. He looked at Ares. At 

least Ares thought he did; he could not see very well. Everything kind of 

just blurred together like one incomprehensive disfiguration of color.  

“Ares, you’re quite right. You do have serious obligations, and you 

have done many impressive and helpful things within your lifetime, but 

have you ever stopped to take some time for yourself? Have you ever taken 

a moment to dedicate time to your own happiness?” 

“Happiness! I am happy, look at me…” Ares started crying again. He 

had done that a lot this last week. He felt like such a loser when he cried, 

not to mention he made a horrible mess whenever he did it. The blood tears 

repulsed him. 

“Ah! Oh, dear, we’re definitely going to need some tissues. Er—one 

moment.” Docherty ran over to his desk and grabbed a tissue box. 

“Let’s make sure you use these, so my couch doesn’t look like a crime 

scene, eh?”  

Ares snorted. 

“I’m not happy. I’m not. You’re right. I did not realize how miserable 

I was until she came through that door. Just one look at her and she stole 

every previous thought from my mind. She is all I can think about.” 

“Ares,” the Detective said as he put an arm around him. “Love is 

consuming. We all feel its flame at one point or another. The first time I 
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saw Alexandria’s mother, I knew I would never love anyone else again. I 

would compare everyone else to her from that moment on. She is, to this 

day, the love of my life.” 

The two of them sighed and leaned against each other. Ares heard a 

sniffle and realized the Detective was tearing up as well. 

“Why did you send me away?” Ares asked mournfully.  

“I am sorry, Ares. We have been friends a long time. I didn’t mean to 

dismiss you like that, but what you did was a terrible thing.” 

“I know.” Ares hung his head and blew his nose in a tissue. 

“I needed some time. That was all. We both know what happened in 

the past was my doing and no one else’s. Those were decisions I made, and 

I was going to have to come to terms with them some day. It was just a 

shame that you had to be the vector for it.” 

“I can’t even remember why I did it in the first place,” Ares admitted, 

emptying the vodka bottle.  

“It can be frightening falling in love for the first time. What can be 

more frightening is realizing that you might lose a friend. When Faolan 

walked through that door, I can only imagine how you felt. Ares, you open 

your heart to so few, and Alexandria and I had become a part of your 

limited circle of friends, but instead of opening yourself up to another 

potential friend, you closed yourself off to everyone. Life is not about 

picking a select few and holding on to them with an iron grip. It’s about 

opening yourself up to endless possibilities. Some people come and go in 

our lives, some stay with us forever—even if it’s not always in the way we 

wanted. It’s about acceptance. When you allow yourself to be open, the 

world becomes open to you, and you no longer have to hold on, because it 

carries you.” 

Ares would like to be carried. He was tired of feeling like life was a 

constant struggle. For all of his comforts and wealth, he was still angry at 

the world, or worse, bored with it. Maybe that was why he fabricated plots 

and deceptions that never really existed.  

“Do you think she will come back?” Ares closed his eyes, unwilling to 

think of the length of days without her presence. The endlessness of the last 

week had been torturous enough. 

“I hope so, Ares. I sure hope so. Now, let’s call Yusuf and get you 

home. The sun will be up in two hours. I know you had plans for suicide 

and all that rubbish, but tonight is not the night. Tomorrow night, you and I 
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need to pay a visit to Kizzy and Manuel. There are a few things we need to 

pick up before we head over to Mr. Esposito’s.” 

“We’re still going?” Ares asked, a hint of disdain in his voice. He 

wasn’t looking forward to seeing that ghost again, especially without 

Alexandria.  
“Yes, though I admit, I am hesitant to go without Alex. However, 

Roisin has offered to come in her place if we need her. As a high priestess, 

I understand she is rather powerful,” Docherty said, giving Ares an 

affectionate pat on the back. “Now, I say, I have the darnedest time with 

these contraptions. How do I dial on this cellular device again?” 

 

 
Ares stood in front of Snow’s aquarium, watching her reaction to the new 

inhabitant he was about to put in, while the Detective dug through his small 

corner closet for supplies, mumbling to himself. Docherty’s trunk was 

already sitting out with all the drawers and compartments open. Ares had 

compiled a list of things they would need for the evening to make sure the 

Detective didn’t overstock their stores with things they already had. 

Docherty had a tendency to overspend at Kizzy and Manuel’s store.  

“I say, Ares, don’t you think we should get a new set of banishing 

candles? We’ve had this set forever and burned them on numerous 

occasions…” 

“They’ve worked, haven’t they? I see no need to replace something 

that isn’t broken,” Ares replied, looking down at his watch and deciding to 

wait another minute. Snow was dancing around the small plastic bag he had 

clipped to the inside of her tank. She would come up eagerly and then dash 

away suddenly, as if giddy with uncertainty and excitement.  

“It’s almost time to…” Ares stopped mid-sentence, staring at the door. 

He had turned to say something to Docherty when he heard footsteps 

coming toward the doorway. The smell of melted snow hit his nostrils, as 

did the delicate undertone of salt and lavender. His heart thudded against a 

secret chamber in his chest, one he had been trying to close since last week.  

He stared at the doorway, sadness, regret, and happiness churning 

beneath his calm surface.  

“Hello,” Alexandria said softly. 
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“Ah, Roisin, is that you, my dear? Tell me, what do you think of these 

banishing candles?” Docherty asked, stepping back from the closet and 

turning to show her two old fashioned, hand-dipped, black candles that had 

been burned down halfway. 

“Hello, Detective,” Alexandria greeted him. Ares wondered if she had 

been toying with the idea of calling him Dad. 

“Alexandria…” Docherty said, dropping his hands. 

Without warning, Alexandria ran over to the Detective and hugged 

him fiercely. Docherty dropped the candles. 

“I’m sorry, I’m so sorry,” she said. 

“What’s this nonsense? What do you have to be sorry for? It’s I who’s 

been in the wrong.” 

“No, I should never have left you like that,” Alexandria said. “I am so 

sorry. I just had to think. I had to breathe and come together. It was just so 

much to take in.” 

“I know, I know, my dear,” Docherty replied. “It’s my biggest regret. I 

have missed you your whole life. Surely, you must know that. I have 

missed you every day, and now I am so glad, so lucky, to have you in my 

life again. I was praying you would come back. Now that we are together 

again, I never want to let you go. Can you give this old fool another 

chance?” 

“When I realized what you had done for me, the agony you must have 

gone through, letting me go because you wanted the best for me, I realized 

how much you really loved me. I can’t blame my parents, either. They’re 

gone now, but I know they loved me. They took really good care of me, 

and I had the childhood every kid dreams of. You gave me that. I’ve lost 

one father, and I don’t want to lose another.” 

Alexandria kissed him on the cheek. “It’s just you and me now, and 

we have to take care of each other. We’re family, and I love you so much, 

Detective Docherty.” She hugged him again. 

Ares saw the Detective’s round cheeks flush with happiness as tears 

streaked down his face and fogged up his glasses. Ares turned to leave, but 

stiffened when he heard Alex’s voice. 

“Ares, wait. Don’t go—it’s okay.” Ares heard her delicate footsteps 

coming toward him, but he couldn’t bring himself to look at her. 

“I forgive you.”  

It hit him like a brick to the gut. He wanted to drown in his own tears 

but managed to maintain his composure. If Alexandria only knew the effect 
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she had on him, the emotional wreck he became whenever she was around. 

He hated her and loved her all at once. Ares had wanted her forgiveness, 

but more than anything, he wanted her love. He slowly turned around, 

tense, and afraid. 

Alexandria was standing before him, eyes moist and glossy. Her hair 

cascaded around her like a waterfall. She was wearing her gray coat and a 

red frilly scarf. Her blue irises seemed dull framed in her swollen red 

eyelids, and her face was a little puffy, but she was still beautiful.  

Before he realized what he was doing, Ares walked over and 

embraced her. It was impulsive and erratic, but he had no control over it. 

By the time he became aware of what he was doing, he was already 

inhaling her hair and pressing her body against him. He shivered. Ares 

thought she would push him away, but she held him tight. He wanted to 

hold her like this until time finally claimed them both.  

Alexandria began to pull back from the embrace, and Ares figured he 

better do the same before she remembered he was nothing but a pathetic 

fool. She smiled up at him, renewing his confidence, and turned to the 

Detective.  

“So, what are we up to? Roisin said you were heading to Mrs. 

Esposito’s tonight. She and I thought it would be best if I came instead. I 

hope that’s alright.” 

“Of course,” the Detective said excitedly, turning again to dig in the 

closet. “We’re stopping at Kizzy and Manuel’s to pick up any supplies we 

might need,” he paused, tossing an empty bottle out of the closet, “Then 

we’re heading over to confront that dreadful ghost once and for all—and 

find out what happened to Julia Esposito.” 

Docherty mumbled again as he dug further into the closet. 

“Yes,” said Ares, “and since we haven’t heard back from the angels, 

we thought it would be best to attempt another conversation with him. If 

worse comes to worst, then we'll banish him with the demon tears.” 

“Actually, I was thinking about that. I think I might have a way for us 

to explore the house while keeping him distracted. I’m going to spirit walk 

or astral project,” Alexandria told them. 

“I’m not familiar with either of those terms, and how do you plan on 

distracting him?” Ares asked, his interest piqued. 

“When I was younger, I somehow managed to step outside of my body 

and my spirit-self was able to walk around. It terrified me the first couple 

of times it happened, but since I’ve been with the coven, I’ve learned how 
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to control it. Supposedly, anyone can do it, but like anything else it’s harder 

for some people than others.  

“Roisin said that dreaming is spirit walking, but in the spirit world. 

Spirit walking in this world is harder, but I seem to have a natural talent for 

it. I brought that sorcery book with me so we can use the demon tears if we 

need to.” Alex shuffled some things around in her bag. “But I brought 

something else with me that I think will do the trick.” She pulled out a clear 

bag of dried leaves and white berries. “Mistletoe.” 

“Mistletoe? As in Christmas?” Ares arched his brow. 

“And Yule. I brought mistletoe to burn in the cauldron. Mistletoe is an 

evergreen that flowers in winter. Winter is the season of death. It’ll call him 

and hold him. The energy from burning mistletoe is irresistible to ghosts. 

It’s funny, I didn’t see anything about it in any of the ghost books we read, 

but I did find it in my herbal grimoire. It’s possible that I never noticed it 

before, because I had never wanted to call a ghost to me before. Plus, I was 

looking for ways to repel Mr. Esposito, not attract him.”  

“And your soul can walk outside of your body?” Ares asked. He 

couldn’t believe the long list of magickal things that Alexandria was 

capable of doing. Could he ever do that? Some vampires believed they 

were dead and soulless, while others believed their souls were woven into 

their bodies and that’s why they were immortal, but no one could ever 

prove it.  

Were there really souls, and if there were, what did that mean for 

Ares? 

“Yes, Roisin teaches spirit walking at higher levels of meditation at 

the Spiritual Center. I’m not the best at it. I can only travel a limited 

distance, not around the world like I’ve heard some monks can do, but I’m 

confident I can do it. The only drawback is I won’t be able to move 

anything. I won’t have a physical presence. It’ll just allow me to see the 

house with a new perspective.” 

“By Jove, Alexandria, can you really walk outside of your body? 

Extraordinary,” Docherty said from the closet.  

“I can.” 

“Clever girl. It looks like we have a plan then.” The Detective stepped 

out of the closet to examine the small bag of mistletoe she was holding. 

“And wherever did you find this?” His glasses dropped down his nose. 

“Mystasia. It’s an occult shop for witches and wizards, though I hardly 

see wizards in there anymore.” 
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“I bet Kizzy and Manuel carry a bit of this. Better put it on the order 

list, Ares, in case we ever have to deal with a ghost again.” 

Ares rolled his eyes.  

“And what’s going on over here?” Alexandria asked stepping over to 

the aquarium. 

Ares swallowed and joined her. 

“I’m sorry about your diver. I was going to buy another one, but I 

thought Snow could use a real friend instead.” 

They both looked at the little black goldfish in the bag, waiting to be 

released into the fish tank. Ares had gone to the pet store to purchase a new 

diver to replace the one he had destroyed, but he realized that Snow didn’t 

need a machine; she needed a friend. 

Ares had walked up and down the aisles, looking at all the different 

fish, admiring their different shapes and sizes, but when he saw the black 

goldfish with graceful fins and telescope eyes, he knew that was the one.  

“I see you picked a black one,” Alex remarked with a smirk. 

“Well, yes. He’s dark to match her light.” Ares let the goldfish swim 

free from his bag.  

“He’s lovely,” Alex said as she watched him swim out and explore his 

new home with Snow in tow.  

“Do you think Snow will like him?”  

“I think they will be friends in no time,” Alexandria replied with a 

smile.  

 

 
They all rode quietly in the limo, except for Yusuf, who had not stopped 

talking the entire ride except to take breaths. They turned onto Finch, off of 

Jane Street, and finally into the familiar strip mall. Ares had been eager to 

arrive as Yusuf had yet to finish his autobiography. 

“…And then I move to this country with my father. He good man. He 

work his whole life and now I do the same. I no get to see my son often 

because I work hard, hard I work. The small pay that I make is barely 

enough to save for school. I send him to school so he no end up poor like 

his father…” 

Ares refrained from banging his head against the window when they 

parked. If they only knew how much Ares paid Yusuf for his services.  
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Ares leapt out of the car and onto the sidewalk without waiting to see 

if anyone else had escaped. The others would make their way over 

eventually. A couple of Jamaican men with dreadlocks, and decked out in 

brightly colored clothing, stood outside a nearby smoke shop, puffing on 

clove cigarettes and joking with one another. The burning spice tickled 

Ares's nose, but his body no longer responded to irritants by sneezing. 

He walked past a coffee shop and a few other stores, and then finally 

came up to Kizzy and Manuel’s. The letters on the glass door read: The 

Wandering Gypsy, Occult and Voodoo shop. Ares pushed on the metal 

handle and stepped in as the bells above the door chimed to ward off evil. 

Apparently, they did not repel his kind of evil. 

The shop smelled of incense and was covered wall to wall in 

fascinating and enchanted items. Any magickal thing one could ever need 

was here. There were swords on plaques, shrunken heads dangling from the 

ceiling, and a collection of chicken feet and alligator claws. Packed shelves 

displayed every color of candle imaginable and jars labeled with the 

scientific names of herbs. A bookcase divided the store into two aisles with 

strangely marked floor tiles and a desk and register were located at the 

back.  

Ares always thought it was a strange set up. He would have put the 

desk at the front so he could watch the door, but then, no one would ever 

dare to steal from Kizzy and Manuel. The neighborhood knew this shop too 

well to question the signs posted that read “Thieves Beware” with a skull 

and crossbones at the bottom. 

Though Ares would never admit it, he loved coming here just as much 

as the Detective. There were the small items like gemstones and candles 

that made up most of the shop, but there were other, more mysterious, 

things as well. A curious looking three-legged table, boxes or bags like he 

had never seen, and paintings that seemed to change and move every time 

he looked at them—and the collection of bird wings and feathers. Ares 

found the taxidermied animals a bit disturbing though. He often felt like 

their glass eyes followed him around the shop.  

He was pretending to browse a few books while waiting for Manuel or 

Kizzy to appear when he felt living eyes on him. There was a tall African 

American woman dressed in bright greens and yellows standing several 

feet away who could not keep her eyes off him. Ares decided to feign 

ignorance. 
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Alexandria finally squeezed out the car door, while the Detective listened 

adamantly to Yusuf describe, in detail, just how hard he worked for Ares, 

how Ares wouldn’t survive without him, and how he was worried for Ares 

because Yusuf’s back was bothering him so much lately he was unsure he 

would be in Ares's employment much longer.  

Alexandria tried to interrupt to say that she was leaving and that Yusuf 

should turn the car off and stop idling, but she gave up. She squeezed out 

the car door while Yusuf continued rambling. She really wanted to see 

what was inside that voodoo shop. She’d never been in one before.  

The night was clear, but there was so much light pollution she couldn’t 

make out any stars. It was much colder now that it was December, but there 

wasn’t a lot of snow. A warm front had come through earlier in the week 

melting everything, and the city had taken on a muddy gray look. Alex 

really missed the snow. She loved how it blanketed the city, bringing 

beauty in and hiding the ugliness of garbage and industry.   

She stood in front of the shop and stared at the door. She held her hand 

up about an inch from the glass and pushed against the invisible barrier she 

felt there. Alex knew the shop would have a spell protecting it; she just 

wished she knew what kind. Ares and the Detective seemed to trust these 

people, so she would have to as well. 

Here we go. 

Alex opened the door and walked through the barrier that encased the 

shop. She closed her eyes as she passed through its power. The spell had 

been laid a long time ago, but it was strong. Someone must have been 

renewing it regularly. She looked around the store and felt a fainting 

sensation sweep over her. The store was a temporary holding facility for so 

many magickal items that it had become a mind-altering substance. The 

plethora of energies and influences distorted her vision. The walls looked 

like they wavered; the stuffed animals turned to look at her, and a 

cacophony of animal and instrumental sounds almost deafened her. Alex 

bent over, unable to stand.  

From the corner of her eye, she saw a large African woman turn 

around and dissolve into a white woman with flowing skirts, a white 

blouse, and gigantic hoop earrings. Her hair was long, black, and curly. 
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Alexandria wondered if she was seeing things or if that woman had really 

just changed shape. 

“Put this on,” the woman said, assisting Alex up and putting a 

necklace over her head. The moment the necklace touched her chest, the 

sounds and sensations stopped. 

Alex stood up and looked at the woman, blinking. 

“Alexandria, are you alright? What happened to her, Kizzy?” Ares 

asked from behind her. Alex hadn’t noticed he was there. 

“For some, the store is too much. Your friend is sensitive to magick, 

but this charm will help her. Uh, little one? You are better, yes?” The gypsy 

smiled at her. 

“That was a neat trick you pulled there—shapeshifting,” Ares 

commented. 

“Ah, Ares, you are my puppet, no? I like to see what tricks I can pull 

on you.” They both hugged and smiled. 

Alexandria looked on, bewildered. She'd had no idea Ares could be so 

friendly with someone. It was more astonishing than the shapeshifting 

Kizzy had just pulled.  

Kizzy was vibrant. Her lips were full and red, her cheeks had a natural 

flush, her hair was perfectly groomed, and her waist was trim. Her skirt 

was long with designs of smiling suns, moons, and stars on it, and her feet 

were sporting a pair of lively red heels.  

Kizzy turned to Alexandria, her skirt moving like water. 

“You must be Alexandria.” 

“Yes, I am. Nice to meet you,” Alex said, reaching out her hand. 

“I am Kizzy. Ah, but none of that here. We are family now.” Kizzy 

grabbed Alexandria for a hug. She smelled like jasmine flowers. 

Alexandria found herself positively charmed by the woman. 

“What did you place on her neck?” Ares asked. 

“It’s a polished smoky quartz stone encased in surgical steel. Only ten-

ninety-nine, if you’re interested,” Kizzy replied, flashing a grin. 

“Yes, we came for a couple of supplies. I have a list here…” Ares 

went to get his notebook out when Docherty burst through the front door. 

“Kizzy, my girl! How are you?” the Detective shouted. 

“About time! Manuel and I have been waiting for a visit, Detective! 

So good to be seeing you!” Kizzy kissed him on the cheek and hugged him. 

Docherty and Kizzy fussed over each other. 
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“But watta abou’ me now? Don’ be forgettn’ your ol’ friend Manuel,” 

a handsome man said, stepping forward from the adjoining aisle. He had 

tan skin, one gold tooth, and a sly grin. His hair was dark and came out in 

black ringlets under his white top hat, which had a small, black belt with a 

silver buckle wrapped around the base. He wore a white chest coat with 

black buttons, a red long-sleeved shirt, a pair of white slacks, and a black 

belt matching his top hat. He also wore a pair of crocodile boots and white 

leather gloves, neither of which Alexandria was particularly fond of.  

“Ah, but of course, Docherty said, “Manuel, my ol’ friend, come here 

and meet Alexandria!” 

“Most certainly.” Manuel turned to Alex and took her hand, kissing it. 

“'Allo Cher.”  

“Oh.” Alex started blushing. He certainly was smooth. “I’m Alex, the 

Detective’s nie—daughter.”  

Well, that was a bit awkward. She couldn’t believe she just blurted 

that out. 

“What’s this? Daughter? Why, Detective, you never told us!” Kizzy 

exclaimed, shocked and giving the Detective an accusing glare. 

“Ha ha! I say, well, you see, very long story. I’m sorry, Kizzy, but 

another time perhaps. Now, Manuel, we’ve come here looking for a 

number of things.” 

Alex was glad for the save. They had a ghost to deal with and a 

missing soul. She and Docherty had the rest of their lives to work out their 

new relationship.  

“Ah, but I do see the resemblance, though she must have gotten ‘er 

mother’s looks, no? As fine an’ young as she is.” Manuel winked at Alex  

“Mm,” Kizzy said, arching her brow. “Manuel, quit fussing over 

Alexandria. Had I not snared you with one of my love charms, I would 

succumb to jealousy, uh?” 

“Ah, Kizzy, my love, der is no charm capable of making me love you 

more den I already do.” Manuel walked over and kissed her on the cheek. 

He placed his hand around her waist and pulled her close. He turned to the 

Detective. “So, where y’at? What’s up? ‘Ow may we be of service?”  

“Well, for starters, we need more smoky quartz and some tiger’s eye,” 

Ares said. 

“Protective charms, Ares? For you? I cannot see what for,” Kizzy said. 

“Yes, well, as it turns out, we’re dealing with a volatile ghost.” 
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“Oh-ho! Dabbling in the world of the spirits, uh? Not a good ting for a 

vampire. Drawin’ attention to yourself is no’ smart, my friend,” Manuel 

said. 

“You’re quite right,” the Detective said. “Ares had a bad run in with 

the ghost already. We suspect he became violent when he realized what 

Ares was and wanted to protect his daughter.”  

“T’would not matta. Ares is the undead. No earthly bound spirit can 

stan’ his presence. Dey are already upset about bein’ dead; seein’ him only 

makes it worse. He will live on an’ never know der pain.” 

“Interesting. Manuel, have you had experience with this before?” Ares 

asked.  

“We get aroun’ in dis business, you see aaall kinds, uh Cheri?” 

Manuel said, nuzzling Kizzy; she pushed him off. 

“Let me see this list,” Kizzy said, “and I shall start getting supplies 

ready for you, Detective. Follow me.” She walked toward the back aisle 

with the Detective in tow.  

“Kizzy will be gettin’ de protective charms, but what can I get for you 

two?” Manuel asked. 

“So, they’re getting the candles and necklaces? What about the raven 

feather?” Alexandria asked before Ares could consult his list. 

“She be getting that un too. There be some-ting else on that list you 

need, some-ting you canno’ get from anyplace else.”  

Alex almost shivered. The sense of knowing she was getting from 

Manuel and Kizzy was beginning to frighten her a bit.  

“We need demon tears,” Ares stated coolly. 

“Ah, but Ares, who is gonna pay de price?” Manuel asked, staring at 

Ares thoughtfully. 

“How do you mean?” Ares asked, looking over at Alexandria and 

back to Manuel. 

Alex replied before Manuel could. “Demons are not like people, Ares. 

They only shed tears in a state of pure joy—only when…” she paused, 

unwilling to think about it, “… only when they have done something truly 

terrible. I don’t know how people get the tears from demons, but it has to 

be after they’ve done something so awful that the demon weeps with 

pleasure. To balance it, when someone uses the tears, you have to give 

something up.”  

“Like what exactly?” Ares asked, giving her a hard stare. Alex 

suspected he was upset that she had not mentioned this earlier.  
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“A memory,” Alex replied softly. 

“Well, that’s not so bad.” 

“Yes, an’ it has to be a good un. You must give up one of your 

strongest memories,” Manuel said, shaking his head. “What is dis for, my 

friend? I don’ like the sound of dis.”  

“If worse comes to worst, we need to banish the ghost with the tears. 

Demon tears are the only sure thing. The ghost has grown too powerful,” 

Alexandria said.  

“I don’ understand. Why do this? Der are many other ways…”  

“Manuel, I’ve seen it myself. The ghost almost—he almost killed me. 

Alexandria is right; he’s simply too powerful for our usual charms.”  

“Well, den, if dis is what you wanna do, den Manuel will get de tears 

for you. Follow me to the back.” 

As Manuel led the way past dangling chicken feet, gargoyles, books, 

wands and more, Alex found herself wanting to come back here with 

Faolan to spend a day marveling at all the mysteries in the shop.  

“Ares, dis ghost biness and spells is new for you, uh? Kizzy an’ I, we 

give the charms an’ magickal aids, but dis is all new. I am surprised, 

needless to say.” 

“I know what you mean,” Ares said. “I am just as surprised, but with 

ghosts, what else can we use? They are energy. It only makes sense to use 

energy when dealing with them. I would be lying if I didn’t say I feel out of 

my element.” 

Alex looked at Ares, wondering if that day at the Esposito house still 

haunted him.  

They made their way to the back and went around the counter. When 

they passed the antique register and walked into the backroom, Alex 

realized they were in another building entirely. It felt like they had walked 

through some sort of portal into another world. 

“Oh,” she said. 

“Yes, dis is our other business. I am ‘alf Creole. Hard to quit de 

habit,” Manuel said, winking at Alex. 

The room had brick-red walls with paintings of New Orleans, 

including the waterfront and gorgeous steamboats, and that famous 

painting with the dogs playing poker that Alex believed was in every poker 

room. There were poker tables everywhere, tables for craps and roulette, as 

well as other games she didn’t recognize. The carpet was black and velvety 

while the tables appeared to be made from a fine cherry wood. There was a 
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bar that stretched half the length of the far wall with mirrors to enlarge the 

room. The atmosphere was light and easy. 

Alex positively loved the lazily spinning antique fans connected by 

what appeared to be conveyer belts and wheels, but before she could ask 

about them, a pair of beautiful greyhound dogs trotted out from behind the 

bar and padded over to Manuel. 

“Ah, der are my bab’es. Come to papa!” Manuel said, lowering 

himself to his knees to hug the two dogs. They were greyhounds. Tall and 

elegant, one was a beautiful silver color, and the other was tan. They 

walked up to him quietly and buried their faces into his shoulder. One 

practically laid on him. 

“Dees are my bab’es. Both winn-ers in der own time, but dey are my 

lap dogs now, uh? Ders muh good gurl—once a good investmen’ now I am 

der free lunch, no?” Manuel said, smothering them and smiling.  

Alex noticed that Ares looked a little uneasy, but surprisingly the two 

dogs didn’t bother him. She made a point to say hello to them mentally and 

found that both of them were very welcoming and easygoing.  

“De tend the bar before things get busy in the evenin’s,” Manuel told 

them, getting up and giving them one more pat before walking toward a 

cherry red door with a plaque on it that read “Private.”  

“Step righ-tin. De only reason we keep the tears here is for safety. Dey 

stay in the safe wid a few other tings.”  

The office matched the gambling room perfectly, but it had a few 

homey touches including a picture of Kizzy and two kids, as well as a 

rather large bird cage. It looked like it was lived in, but Alex couldn’t see a 

bird in it. It was as tall as she was and twice as wide, and filled with 

different perches of all shapes and sizes, as well as toys and dangling treats. 

She wondered what kind of bird the two of them kept. She was happy to 

see they were animal lovers. 

Ares was standing by the desk, leaning against it patiently, so Alex 

went to stand by him. Manuel had pushed a picture frame over and was 

opening a safe in the wall. Alex thought that a bit obvious for the 

placement of a safe, considering the number of movies that placed them 

there, but then, considering who Manuel and Kizzy were, she assumed they 

had other tricks up their sleeve. 

“Ah, here it tis. What you want is here in dis small jar,” Manuel said, 

turning and showing them a tiny vial with a peculiar cork top. The cork was 

encased in a small pewter hand with an eye at the top. The eye was closed.  
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Alex blanched. She had been so engrossed in the demon tears she 

hadn’t noticed that Manuel had turned into a donkey! He still wore his hat, 

waist coat and pocket watch, but he had a donkey's head, hooves and a tail.  

“Manuel…” Ares began without surprise in his tone. 

“Yes, I know, it has dis effect on me,” he said standing on his hind 

hooves. Alex didn’t know what to do.  

“Do not fret, Alexandria, tis not your time, jus’ the magick of the 

tears. Dey are so potent dat they show my oder form.” Manuel smiled to 

reassure her, showing his golden tooth, even as a donkey.  

“Not my time?” Alex asked, bewildered. 

“Manuel is a lagahoo, Alex,” Ares explained. “He’s a type of shape-

shifter. He has a lot of obeah; that’s what you call it, right, Manuel?” 

Manuel nodded, so Ares continued. 

“Obeah is magick. Some cultures believe that when they see a 

lagahoo, he’s counting the time till their death, which, when they see him, 

is often unfortunately true.”  

“Oh, my Goddess, I had no idea. Manuel, that’s incredible!”  

“Dependin’ on who you talk to.”  

Manuel grabbed a small black sachet from his vest pocket and placed 

the vial inside. 

“Whoever I hand dis to, tis your memory you gonna ‘ave to give up,” 

Manuel said, looking at them both.  

Alex swallowed. “I’ll take it.” 

“Alex, wait—” 

“No, Ares. This was my idea. I’m giving up the memory. Besides, we 

don’t know if it will work for you or what will happen. The book didn’t say 

anything about vampires doing the spell.” 

“She ‘as a point.” Manuel nodded.  

“Ere you are.” Manuel gave her the small velvet bag. 

Alex took it, expecting some sort of reaction, but nothing happened. 

When she looked up, Manuel was handsome and human again. 

“Well, den, that takes care of dat,” Manuel said and began leading the 

way out of the office. 

When they stepped back into the occult shop, Alex felt the cold breath 

of winter again. The air was cooler and crisper in the shop. Where had the 

casino been? New Orleans?  

They found Docherty and Kizzy talking over the register.  
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“So, Detective, don’ think I’ve forgotten, now. You and Alex have to 

come back and tell me all about your family.” Kizzy turned to Alex as she 

approached. “The Detective has been coming here for years and never 

mentioned you. We want to know all about you. You’re family now, after 

all. You must meet the goblins we call children,” Kizzy told her, smiling 

over the register, and petting a beautiful cockatoo that now perched on her 

shoulder. The parrot must have been perched somewhere high in the shop 

when they first came in. Perhaps it was one of the animals that had turned 

to look at her. It was hard to remember; it had been such a rush.  

Ares stepped back a foot or two when the cockatoo spotted him. It 

flared out its tail feathers and began bobbing its head back and forth. 

“I take it you two know each other?” Alex asked. 

It hissed.  

“If you call trying to take my eye out knowing each other, then I 

suppose you’d be right,” Ares replied dryly, eyeing the bird warily. 

Kizzy laughed. “Ah, Ares. No luck with animals. No worries. I shall 

keep Nuri at bay, uh?”  

Kizzy started to ring up the supplies. Alex noted the extra set of 

banishing candles and additional bag of mistletoe the Detective had slipped 

in.  

“Credit or cash?” Kizzy asked. 

“Credit,” Ares said, looking over at the Detective who was examining 

an alligator claw. Ares rolled his eyes and sighed. 

Alex stifled a laugh.  
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Chapter Thirteen 
 

As they approached the city of Vaughan, north of Toronto, Alex began 

going through her list of supplies. She dug through her bag as she checked 

off each item mentally. She had brought her small cauldron, the mistletoe, 

some salt, a plethora of other ritual supplies, and the smoky quartz necklace 

she had purchased at Kizzy and Manuel’s. They had offered it to her for 

such a good price she found herself unable to refuse it.  

The Detective and Ares had purchased a raven feather and a new set of 

banishing candles, which they had brought along with a small folding table 

to act as an altar.  

Ares was busy in the front seat, drowning himself in protective 

charms. His arms were covered wrist to elbow with bracelets that clattered 

like plastic beads every time he put on another necklace. Alex assumed 

that, had Ares not been a vampire, the sheer amount of jewelry would have 

weighed him down. She would be surprised if he could get out of the car. 

As if the jewelry had not been enough, Ares decided to put on a blue 

baseball cap to try to disguise himself. Alex smothered a snort into her 

sleeve when he turned to say something to Docherty. He looked so 

ridiculous, and she loved it.  

The car was pulling up to the Esposito house when Yusuf said, “What 

is in driveway?” 

Alex stretched to see out the window. 

“I say, is it Nancy waiting for us?” Docherty asked. “She said she 

would meet us.” 

“No,” Ares replied. “It’s Raven.” 

“My dog?” Alex blanched. 

Yusuf pulled into the driveway while Raven sat patiently in the yard. 

She was nothing more than a shadow against the snow. A wave of anger 

washed over Alex—who jumped out of the car the moment it was parked.   

“What are you doing here?” Alex burst out, almost shaking.  

Raven had started to stand and wag her tail, but once she saw how 

pissed off Alex was, she sat back down.  
I said I was coming with you next time. 

“What? You could have been killed! How did you get out of the 

house? How did you get here?” 
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I knew where you were going, so when Derek let me out this morning, 

I jumped up on the gate and let myself out. It took me all day to get here.  

“Derek,” Alex said between clenched teeth and then smacked her 

forehead. When she got home, she was going to kill him.  

“What are you doing here? You can’t be here. It’s too dangerous. I 

told you this morning you could come another time.” 

I came to protect you.  

“Raven, you can’t protect me. He’s a ghost.” 

I can help, ghost or not.  

Ares stepped over quietly. Alex turned to him. “Ares, what am I going 

to do? I can’t send her home now; she might get hit by a car or picked up 

by animal control.” Alex put her hand on her forehead.   

“We could leave her in the car with Yusuf.” 

I’m not going in the car.  

“That’s not a bad idea.”  

I am not going in the car. I can outrun you 
Raven stood up.  

“But you can’t outrun Ares,” Alex retorted. 

“I am not chasing a dog,” Ares said irritably.  

Alex sighed and scratched her head. She understood how much Raven 

loved her and how she wanted to protect her, but it was a two-way street. 

Alexandria was trying to protect Raven from Mr. Esposito. 

I can take care of myself. 

Alex switched to communicating silently with Raven. It’s not that I 

think you cannot take care of yourself; it’s that I think you don’t realize 

how powerful this spirit is. 

I am coming with you. 

Raven, I really don’t think this is a good idea. If that spirit goes after 

you, I might not be able to stop it—I can’t bear the thought of something 

happening to you. 

As I cannot bear the thought of something happening to you. 

Raven sat down and looked up at Alex, her amber eyes dark in the 

night. 

Alex looked away, trying to decide what to do, but before she could 

make a decision, Docherty came over.  

“Ah, Raven, come to join us, eh? Well then, pip-pip, we’ve got a ghost 

to deal with,” Docherty said merrily. Raven got up with his summons and 

followed him toward the house. She didn’t stop to look back.  
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Alex looked over at Ares who shrugged. “At least she’s not attacking 

me,” he told her. “These charms must be working.” He turned to follow 

Raven and the Detective. 

Everyone stood together before the house and stared at it quietly. Alex 

felt a shadow fall over them as she looked up at the empty windows. By 

now, Mr. Esposito surely knew they were there. 

“Well, perhaps Nancy is waiting for us inside. It is rather chilly out,” 

Docherty remarked as he approached the door. He gave it a knock. They 

waited several minutes before Docherty turned to Ares. “Is Nancy here, do 

you think?” 

“She is either here or was here recently. I can smell her citrus 

shampoo. I remember it from when she first came to the office.” 

“You remember her shampoo?” Alex made a face.  

“I’m a vampire and a detective. My life revolves around detail.” 

“Ares, the door appears locked,” Docherty said. “It looks like we shall 

have to use less conventional methods of getting in.” 

Alex watched as Ares pulled out a black kit from his coat pocket, 

removed several small tools, and carefully manipulated the lock until it 

unlatched. She tried not to give Ares an accusing glare as it registered just 

how he’d broken into her house.  

When Ares pushed the door open gently, Alex gave Raven a pat 

before moving toward the door. Ares put his hand on her shoulder. 

“Wait,” he said, taking a careful step in front of them.  

“Mrs. Calloway?” Ares called out. 

The silence within the house was deafening.  

Ares signaled for them to follow.  

“Shall we head up the stairs, then? Alexandria, are you quite alright?” 

Docherty stared at her with concern.  

Alex was not all right. Her skin began to ripple in revulsion, and her 

stomach twisted in horrible ways. Alex had no idea why she hadn’t seen it 

before, but everywhere she looked now a strange substance began to ooze 

from the ceiling like molasses. It was a horrible black-green goop that ran 

down the walls and onto the floor. The entire house looked like it was 

bleeding misery.  

“Oh, dear,” the Detective exclaimed. “Are you seeing this?”  

“Yes,” Alex replied. 

“No,” Ares said. “Seeing what?” 

Neither of them answered.  
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Alex could feel Mr. Esposito’s influence pressing on her, like a heavy 

fog of anger, depression, and loneliness. She felt a hand on her shoulder 

and heard someone say her name. Alex blushed, frightened and 

embarrassed. How could she ever have thought they could do this? She 

knew he was powerful—but this? She was terrified of ghosts, terrified of 

death. Her whole life she had been plagued by the lost and lonely spirits of 

the earth. What was she doing here? Mr. Esposito was not like other ghosts. 

He could kill them all.  

Ares came up beside her, but it was the Detective who spoke. 

“Alexandria, I would tell you that you don’t have to go any further, but you 

already know that. There is no shame in being afraid. Bravery doesn’t 

mean you don’t feel fear, but rather, that you are afraid and still face your 

fear. On some level, we are all afraid, but if we don’t conquer that fear and 

face it, who will help Mrs. Esposito? Who would have helped Bron and his 

family? Ignore these foolish tricks of this sad, dead man, and remember 

this: We have a job to do. You’ve come this far; now let’s show this ghost 

we mean business.”  

Docherty gave her a smile, and Alex found it surprisingly contagious. 

Perhaps they could do this. All those years before, she had been alone, but 

now she had the Detective, Ares, and Raven, who were all ready to face 

this danger with her.  

Alex turned to Docherty. “Yes, let’s show this ghost what happens 

when you mess with a Detective, a witch, and a vampire.” Alex winked at 

Ares, who surprisingly grinned back at her. 

They continued up the stairs, Raven in the lead. Her nails clacked on 

the steps as she made her way to the top. Alex tried not to focus on the 

strange substance leaking from the ceiling, or the macabre scenes that 

appeared around the house. The photos, which had once been family 

portraits and art, were now horrible gothic scenes with black trees and 

blood-colored sunsets. The figures within them looked tortured and 

wretched. Alex knew Mr. Esposito was trying to scare her, but she held 

onto what her uncle—no, her father had said, and each step became 

stronger. When they reached the top of the stairs, Raven padded straight 

down the hallway and into the bedroom, Alex, right behind her.  

The bedroom was as silent as the rest of the house, though it appeared 

to be the only room that was not covered in slime. Alex had expected to see 

the room in shambles from their last visit, but the bed was made, the 

curtains and windows were fine, and the bathroom was no longer flooded. 
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It looked like it belonged on the cover of a Home Decorating magazine, 

instead of being the master bedroom in the house of horrors.  

As if a buzzer had gone off, they all began to rush around the room in 

preparation. Ares, who had been carrying the Detective’s trunk, placed it 

on the floor, along with the small table they had brought. Docherty went 

over to the windows to open up the blinds and let the moonlight in, while 

Alex began setting up the altar. None of them spoke, having agreed not to 

say anything until Alex had the circle up.  

While she worked, Alex could feel eyes on them. They were in the 

walls and in the ceiling. She felt like the very floor was their enemy. The 

feeling created a sense of urgency that forced her to move faster. She 

quickly pulled out her cast iron cauldron, emptied a bottle of sand into the 

bottom, and placed charcoal at the center. Ares handed her a lighter from 

the Detective’s trunk. Once Alex had the charcoal lit, Ares proceeded to 

light the banishing candles and place them on the makeshift altar. 

Docherty came over to the table and grabbed a jar of sea salt. He 

sprinkled the salt around the table in a large circle. Alex had decided earlier 

it would be wise to use salt to enhance the circle’s power. Judging by the 

appearance of the house, they were going to need all of the help they could 

get.  

Alex nodded to the Detective and Ares once they were finished. 

Docherty came to stand beside Ares, while Raven positioned herself 

outside the circle to keep an eye out for Nancy if she decided to show.  

Alex gently retrieved her wand from her bag. A delightful tingling 

sensation passed through her fingers. She only used her wand to aid her 

magick when she felt her spells needed a real kick. The wand itself was 

simple. It was made from a willow branch, some hemp rope, and a lovely 

crystal that adorned its tip. The amethyst crystal was reflective in the 

candlelight. 

Alex paused for a moment to gain her focus and then stepped to the 

north. She began laying the circle down as she had done before in the 

Detective’s office. The circle she had laid at the office had been 

impromptu, whereas this one was going to be more formal. To reinforce it, 

Alex added a verbal enchantment: “I draw this circle to enclose all within. 

Only love and light, no evil can get in. As I say, so mote it be!” 

As Alexandria said the last words, she came back to the north; the 

moment the circle connected, it burst from the floor like morning rays until 

it folded around them as a large glowing sphere. 
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“Okay, it’s safe to talk. Raven can still hear us, but Mr. Esposito won’t 

be able to.” 

“This looks much brighter than your last circle. That salt certainly did 

the trick,” Docherty remarked, admiring the protective barrier. 

“Thank you.” Alexandria smiled at him. 

“Shouldn’t we start burning the mistletoe?” Ares asked, eyeing the 

room wearily.  

“Oh! Yes!” Alex exclaimed. As afraid as she had been earlier, she 

now felt an exhilarating rush of excitement. 

“I’ll get the mistletoe burning,” she said, “and I’m going to get the 

tears ready, in case we have to use them right away.”  

“Oh, they require preparation?” Docherty asked. 

“They require a memory,” Ares replied.  

Alex had been hoping to avoid this conversation.  

“A memory? Whatever do you mean?” Docherty looked at Ares and 

then over to Alex.  

“It’s nothing,” Alex said. “You just have to give up a memory for the 

tears to work.” 

“I don’t recall anyone telling me about this. Alex, are you sure we 

should be doing this? I admit, I was not wild about using the demon tears 

before, but now I find myself even less so.” 

“We haven’t heard back from the angels, and we don’t know where 

Julia or Mr. Esposito are. This circle will protect us while we’re in it, but 

we can’t stay here forever. I’m ready to do this. I’m ready to find out what 

happened to Julia, and I’m ready to face that ghost.” 

Alex pulled out the pouch containing the vial. She hesitated only a 

moment when she saw the closed eyelid on top. It filled her with an eerie 

suspicion that it could still see her. 

Alex had no idea what she was doing, but she held the vial in her 

hand, closed her eyes, and then started to focus on various memories.  

She had already thought about what she was willing to give up, but 

she wasn’t sure which memory to choose. At first, she began to picture the 

last time she had been to the beach with her mother and father. Alex was 

eleven when they had flown to Florida. The sun beamed down on them 

from above, a smattering of small white wisps its only companions. The 

ocean was sun-warmed, and the breeze carried waves of salted heat. Alex 

remembered being so happy… and then she remembered a cobbler on the 
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beach, an older gentleman who had approached her. His face was 

weathered, yet his eyes and body held the glow of youth.  

“Lovely day,” he commented. 

A much younger Alex looked up at him, afraid to respond, having 

been taught not to talk to strangers. 

“It’s okay. You don’t have to say anything. I can tell you are happy. I 

saw you in the water over there. You swam as if you’d been born in it.” He 

smiled down at her. 

“Mom says I swim like a fish.”  

“Yes, I’d say I definitely agree.” 

“Do you swim?”  

“I certainly do. You might say that I too was born in it—” he began, 

but was cut off when her father came over.  

The two men exchanged some angry words before her father grabbed 

her by the wrists and pulled her away. He shouted at the man to leave his 

family alone and left him standing with a curious look on his face. Alex 

didn’t remember seeing the man leave, but she did remember how the 

lifeguards had sounded the whistles for everyone to come out of the water 

right after. She remembered the splashing panic as people made for the 

shore. Sharks. Their sleek shadows raced along the shoreline as if searching 

for something. Alex remembered how close they came, at times no more 

than three feet from the sand.  

They left shortly after, and when they went back to their hotel room, a 

tropical storm rolled in. They caught an early flight the next day, and Alex 

never went back again, not until she was much older.  

A sharp pain hit her in the side. It brought Alex to her knees.  

“Are you okay?” Ares asked, helping her up. 

“I don’t think… I don’t think that memory was strong enough.”  

The pain in her side told her she needed something more.  

“Alex, maybe Docherty’s right—” 

“No, it’s fine. We can’t stop now. We’ve come this far. Just a little 

longer.” And then Alex knew. She knew what she had to give up. It was the 

last memory Alex had of her father. They were in the hospital together. By 

this time, they knew he was dying. They had tried for some time to remain 

hopeful throughout the chemo, and even up until his last week in the 

hospital they had both continued to encourage each other that he was going 

to make it through, but that night, Alex knew he was going die. She knew it 

just as she had known when it was her mother’s time. 
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The monitors methodically beeped. Alex listened to the slow, labored 

breathing of her father. He began to stir, as he did briefly through his 

morphine comas, and Alex moved forward to brush the hair out of his face. 

Her aunt slept in the chair across from them, so Alex spoke softly. “Hi Dad, 

how are you feeling?” 

“Alex, Alex…” he rasped. He had done that off and on for the last 

hour. 

“I’m here, Dad,” she said and felt the sting of tears in her eyes. She 

was so tired of seeing him suffer. Even though he was right there, she 

already missed him. Alex missed him as he was, as he had been before the 

pain had taken him. 

“Alex, you promised,” he managed to finally say. 

“I promised?”  

“You promised… your uncle.” He coughed a bit. 

“Oh yes, yes, I promise. I promise I’ll find him.” 

“Yes, you promised. Toronto. He’s in Toronto.” 

“I know, you told me. Don’t worry about it. I’ll find him.” 

“Find him, yes. He loves you.” 

“Dad, don’t worry about it. Okay? I’ll find him,” Alex reassured him, 

confused and unsure of what he meant at the time. 

“Alex…” 

“Yes, Dad?”   

The tears came steadily now.  

“Your mother and I were wrong, all this time. We—we were afraid, 

but I’m not afraid anymore. Alex…” 

“Dad, what are you talking about? Afraid?” 

“I love you. I will always love you. I know, I know in my heart you’re 

mine, that you’ll always be mine…” 

Alex felt the floor slip away from her as she fainted. 

 

 
Docherty and Ares were helping her sit up when she woke up. 

“What happened?” She blinked. 

“We don’t know,” Ares answered, frowning. 

“Alex, are you quite alright?” Docherty stared at her through his 

spectacles.  
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“I—well, I don’t know. One minute I was holding the vial, and the 

next I woke up. Did it work?” 

“We’ll know when we use them,” Ares replied. 

“Okay, well, I suppose we should start burning the mistletoe then. I 

completely forgot about it when I took out the vial,” Alex told them as she 

started to get up. Docherty assisted her.  

“But you’re feeling fine?” the Detective asked again. 

“Yeah, I feel fine.” She smiled reassuringly at him.  

Alex moved over to the altar and placed the vial on its surface. 

“Did you bring any chalk?” she asked. 

“There’s some in the trunk,” Ares said as he fished it out for her. 

“Thank you,” she said when he handed her a small piece of slightly 

used chalk. Alex noticed he pulled out a cloth and wiped his gloves. She 

shook her head and smiled to herself.  

Alex took the sorcerer’s book from her bag. She had brought it along 

as a reference in case she needed it. The binding was rich, black leather 

with the words “The Sorcerer’s Companion” inscribed in gold. There was 

no indication as to who the author was.  

“Ah, is that the book then?” Docherty asked, intrigued, his eyes wide 

with curiosity despite his earlier protests. 

“Yes. Nimh let me borrow it for the spell,” Alex replied as she began 

to draw a symbol on the table. 

“What’s that?” Ares indicated the drawing.  

“It’s an ancient Egyptian symbol, supposedly passed down to the 

Hebrews. The spell requires it.” 

“What’s the spell called?” 

“The Black Hand of Magick.” 

“Interesting.” Ares paused thoughtfully. “Why do you suppose it’s 

called that?” 

“I have no idea. I’ve never used it before. The spell says that it will 

banish any unwanted spirit or fairy; however, it doesn’t go into further 

description. Most of the spells—I’ve only read a few—are discussed in 

more detail as they often require calling and binding a demon.” 

“And how do we know this one doesn’t call a demon?” 

“It doesn’t have any protective charms that I can see, and there’s no 

discussion on how to hold it, so Nimh and I assumed…” 

“You assumed?” Ares arched his brow. 
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“Well, it doesn’t mention a demon here. If they do summon a demon, 

the name is written in the spell. You have to have their name to call them 

and bind them.” 

“I see,” Ares said, though his tone implied he was still skeptical.  

“Okay,” Alex said finishing her drawing. She moved the cauldron on 

top of the symbol and added a few more charcoals. “It’s all set up now. The 

symbol is drawn. The coals are hot. I’m going to put in the mistletoe.” She 

pulled it out and sprinkled the tiniest amount of the herb into the cauldron. 

A small waft of smoke emitted from the coals. Alex quickly moved away, 

“Mistletoe is toxic if you inhale it. Avoid the smoke. I am only putting a 

small amount in. Luckily, a little goes a long way. And here are the tears.” 

Alex placed them on the table.   

“I’m going to sit down in the north of the circle and slip into a trance. 

Once I’m in the trance, don’t wake me up. Otherwise, you’ll pull me back 

into my body—unless of course it’s an emergency. While I’m out of body, 

keep putting small pinches of mistletoe into the cauldron to keep Mr. 

Esposito distracted—only once or twice, otherwise Mr. Esposito won’t be 

the only ghost in here. He’s in here somewhere. I can feel him. If I find 

anything, I’ll come back to my body and tell you, but if something 

happens—if Mr. Esposito starts to attack—put the raven feather into the 

charcoal. It’s the gateway to the otherworld. Then pour in the tears.” 

“The feather is the gateway?” Ares picked up the feather. He held it up 

and examined it. His eyes reflected the candlelight.  
Docherty stepped closer, pulling out his notepad and making notes.  

“Yes, ravens can travel between worlds. That’s why we needed the 

feather, so we can send Mr. Esposito out of this one.” 

“We’re just going to stand here and try not to poison ourselves with 

mistletoe while you’re walking outside of your body unprotected,” Ares 

remarked unhappily. 

“Ares, I’ll be fine. If anything happens, wake me up.” 

Ares regarded her quietly.  

Alex turned away from him and sat down at the front of the circle. She 

looked over at Raven, who was seated by the doorway, and smiled. Raven 

wagged her tail, but remained undeterred from guard duty. Alex closed her 

eyes and began to count. It might have taken her a year to do this, but she 

had never felt more confident. 

In, one, two, three… out, one, two, three…  
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Her breathing slowed and her body began to lighten. The darkness 

behind her eyes became deeper. A couple more breaths, and she could no 

longer sense her environment. She receded into herself, feeling her 

consciousness slipping away from the outside in. The weight of her 

physical body lifted. If she could compare it to any other feeling, it would 

be the weightlessness and serenity she felt when completely submerged in 

water.  

The next part was the trickiest; if she wasn’t relaxed enough, she 

would come right out of the trance. Alex needed to stand up, but didn’t 

want her physical legs to respond. She needed to stand with her spiritual 

ones. Weightlessness, ease, she needed to hold on to these thoughts. Alex 

slowly stood up and opened her eyes. She stepped around her body and 

paused for a moment to see herself sitting cross-legged with her head 

slightly tucked. No matter how many times she did this, it was still creepy 

staring at her own body.  

Ugh, she needed a haircut.  

No, no. Focus.  

Alex saw Docherty and Ares talking, but she also noticed a shadow by 

the other side of the circle. The sphere pulsed in response to it. Alex made a 

counter clockwise sweeping motion with her hand to cut a hole through the 

circle. She turned to reconnect it and took another look.  

Alex jumped. It was Mr. Esposito.  

He stood limp next to the circle. His mouth hung open, and he deeply 

inhaled the smoke that trailed from the cauldron. It snaked its way through 

the air, beyond the protective circle, and seeped into his open mouth and 

eyes.  

When Alex looked at him now, she saw no resemblance to the spirit 

she had seen a month before. All she saw now was a disgusting black and 

green mass with a skeleton face. The eyes burned with a noxious green fire. 

It would have terrified her in her body, but she felt a strange ambivalence 

in this state. Whether it was the new confidence she had gained from the 

Detective, or the knowing that came with being in spirit form, Alexandria 

couldn’t tell. 

The mistletoe was definitely working, but Alex wasn’t sure for how 

long. It was time to hustle. She walked around the room, looking for 

anything strange. She was confident that whatever was going on was 

somewhere in the bedroom. It was the only room that was unchanged, and 
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the one room he seemed to take a particular interest in. He was here when 

they first came, and here she found him again.  

That was when she noticed the mirror. It was not the large mirror with 

white framing that Mr. Esposito had come out of the first time. No… this 

mirror was much different. It was circular with red wooden framing, and 

silver and black outlines. The wood was carved in a manner similar to 

Celtic knot work, and there were two black cats carved into the frame, one 

perched at the top and the other at the bottom. 

The mirror was glamored. It was glamored like the plane had been, 

only the glamor was so strong Alex hadn’t been able to see through it. But 

how could that be? She had never fallen for glamor before. Alex hadn’t 

understood how Mr. Esposito could be so powerful, but now she saw the 

true source of his power: a magic mirror.   
The surface of the mirror rippled like a breeze over water. And so, 

Alex ran and jumped into it. 

Running in the spirit felt like gliding, and there was no limit to her 

speed. She hit the surface and splashed into its depth like a swimming pool. 

Once she was on the other side, she stood still and waited for the mirror 

world to stop wavering.  

When she opened her eyes, she found herself standing in an replica of 

the Esposito house, except when she looked outside, it was daytime. It was 

a beautiful spring day. Light poured in from the windows, and she heard 

birds chirping. Everything here was softer and more dreamlike. 

“Who are you?” A woman sitting in a chair by the window stared at 

Alex anxiously. She had medium-length, whitish-blonde hair and was 

wearing a white nightgown with blue slippers.  

Alex moved closer to her. “I’m Alexandria. Are you Mrs. Esposito?” 

“Yes, I am. Y-you can call me Julia.” 

“Julia, what are you doing in here?” 

“I…” Mrs. Esposito trailed off and looked around the room.  

“Julia…”  

Alex started to speak and then realized that Mrs. Esposito was tied to 

the chair. The same black and green substance that contaminated the rest of 

the house formed living chains that snaked around her wrists and legs to 

hold her in place. 

“You have to go. You have to get out of here. He’s going to come 

back,” Julia warned her. Her fear and desperation apparent in her tone.  

“Who? Mr. Esposito?” 
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“Yes, my husband he… he’s changed.” She looked down at the carpet. 

“Julia, was it Mr. Esposito who did this to you? Do you remember?” 

Alex asked, reaching out a hand. She let it rest on Julia’s shoulder. 

“Yes…” she began, crying. “Something’s wrong with him…” 

“I know. It’s okay. He’s simply been here too long.” Alex paused, 

attempting to comfort her. “It may be hard to believe, but deep down he is 

still the man you loved once, and one day he will be again.” 

“Are you dead too?” Julia asked, quivering. 

“No, no I’m not. I came here to help you. I don’t know how to get 

these chains off…” She bent down to take a look at them. She was 

considering another magickal blast similar to the one she had delivered to 

Mr. Esposito the first time they had met. 

“Alexandria!” 

Alex spun around at the sound of her name. Standing in the middle of 

the mirror-bedroom was Mr. Esposito, only he was much bigger. He was 

the size of an ogre. He stood there with his glowing eyes and his skeletal 

jaw hanging open, with black smoke and green goop wriggling inside of 

him like worms. 

Past him, Alex could see Ares, the Detective, and—Nancy. Only, 

Nancy was pointing a gun at them, a cross and rosary beads in her other 

hand. Ares was standing in front of Docherty protectively. Raven lay 

crouched against the wall, behind the door. Silent and waiting.  

Alex looked at each of them and then back at Mr. Esposito.  

“Tony… Tony, please don’t hurt her,” Mrs. Esposito whimpered. 

“Julia, she wants to take you away, can’t you see?” the skeleton said, 

turning its head and looking at its wife. 

“She doesn’t belong here,” Alex said, standing strong beside Mrs. 

Esposito. 

“She belongs with her husband.” The skeleton glared at her. 

“Tony, if I stay will you let her go?” 

“You want to leave. You want to leave me. You didn’t miss me when 

I was gone. I saw… I saw everyday how you got better, forgetting me… 

Well, I won’t let you! You are mine! Mine, do you hear me!?” Mr. 

Esposito began to rage and charged at Alexandria. 

“Now!” Ares cried from the other side of the mirror. Raven leapt into 

the air, jaws crunching down onto Nancy’s right arm, tearing at her 

viciously. Alexandria was shocked by her ferocity. Nancy shrieked in pain 

and terror as the gun fired wildly. Ares took a bullet to the shoulder while 
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Docherty grabbed the raven feather and bottle of tears, tossing them into 

the cauldron. A black blast shook the room, knocking Ares and Docherty 

over. Raven, frightened by the thunderclap, grabbed the gun in her mouth, 

took off to the other side of the room, and dived under the bed.   

With all the commotion in the outside world, Mr. Esposito was 

momentarily distracted and had stopped his raging, but Alex didn’t care 

about him anymore. She stared right past him and out into the real 

bedroom. Pressing against the large bay windows was the palm of the 

largest black hand she had ever seen. It pressed firmly and went through 

the windows as if they weren’t there. It almost didn’t fit in the room, it was 

so large. The hand was attached to an even bigger black human-like arm 

that disappeared outside the windows and into darkness. It was coming 

toward them. The long fingers and sharp platinum nails stretched out 

eagerly.  

Alex had been so distracted she had completely forgotten about Mr. 

Esposito until his shadow loomed over her. She tried to run, but Mr. 

Esposito grabbed her and lifted her into the air.  

“Tony, don’t…” Mrs. Esposito began and then screamed. 

The black hand was inside the mirror in an instant, and it grabbed Mr. 

Esposito violently. The claws dug in, causing Mr. Esposito to shriek and 

drop Alexandria.  

Alex got to her feet as quickly as she could. She watched as the black 

and green energy that encased Mr. Esposito squirmed and wriggled under 

the force of the hand, trying to free itself. The hand tightened its hold until 

all the ooze squeezed out of him.  

Alex couldn’t believe her eyes. She saw him as she had first seen him, 

the small, balding Italian man. She recognized him as the lost soul he had 

been, and her heart filled with guilt and sadness. The hand began to recede 

and take him away. 

“Julia! Julia, don’t let it take me away! Juliaaaa!” Mr. Esposito cried 

out hysterically. Alex couldn’t bear it. She ran over to the hand and tried 

with all of her strength to pry open the fingers, but the grip was too strong. 

Alex summoned all the energy she could, as quickly as she could, and 

blasted the hand with a ray of blue light, but it absorbed into the skin as if it 

were a black hole and not living tissue.  

Julia’s chains had vanished, and she was up and trying to help Alex 

free her husband. 
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“No, this is wrong!” Alex shouted and then she remembered a dream. 

Demon, angel. Angels. She had seen an angel. The beach, the water… 

light. Laurel. Laurel was an angel.   

“Laurel!” Alex cried. “Laurel! Help us, please!” 

 

 
Ares watched as Alexandria’s body relaxed and then slumped. He stared on 

in wonder. Was her soul really outside of her body? Would he ever be able 

to do something like that, or was it true what so many people believed, that 

vampires didn’t have souls?  

“Most extraordinary,” the Detective said, looking at Alexandria. He 

wandered over to the table. “I say, Ares, did you bring your camera? We 

should be making a record of this for the…” 

Ares stopped listening. He turned to face the large bedroom mirror. He 

blanched. There, standing on the other side, was Alexandria. Ares turned 

quickly back to the still figure of her body inside the circle and back to the 

Alex moving inside the mirror. She was not facing him, but it was her.  

“She’s in the mirror,” Ares whispered. 

“No one move,” a female voice snapped from the door. 

Ares and Docherty turned to see Nancy standing in the doorway, gun 

pointed straight at them. Ares instinctively moved in front of Docherty. For 

some reason this woman mistakenly thought a bullet and rosary beads 

could stop him. If she so much as grazed the Detective, Ares would feed on 

her entrails.   

“Ah, Nancy. I was wondering when you’d show up…” Docherty said. 

“Can’t you see I have a gun, you idiot? Stop talking.” She looked 

around. “Dad? Daddy, can you hear me?” she called tenderly.  

Ares looked around trying to see where Mr. Esposito was. Alex had 

warned them she could feel him in the room, but neither of them had seen 

him.  

“So you knew,” Ares said. 

“Of course I knew! Don’t you think I’d know my own father? He 

came to me after he died. He needed me,” she answered in a strange voice. 

“Nancy, why did you do it?” Docherty asked softly. 

Ares arched his brow and turned to look at him and then back at 

Nancy. 
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“I didn’t do anything,” Nancy replied. 

“I think we both know you did,” Docherty said. “At first, I thought 

you were just grieving over your deceased mother and reaching out, trying 

to eliminate all causes of death before considering that it really could have 

been an accident, but when I spoke to several of the police officers that had 

done the initial investigation, they mentioned that only one other person 

had been in the house regularly, and that person was you.  

“They found several blonde hairs in the guest bedroom, and a shoe 

print near the stairs. However, this evidence wasn’t sufficient, as you had 

been in the house so regularly, often spending the night after your 

divorce—which you told no one about, not even your mother—some 

details you neglected to mention. Now, the officers found no indication of a 

struggle, but you did not need to push her, did you? You only needed to 

scare her…” Docherty trailed off, allowing it to sink in. 

Ares regarded him with a puzzled expression, marveling at Docherty. 

Who knew what else this man did while Ares slept during the day?  

“You, you don’t know that. You’re just making assumptions, making 

that up…” 

“Ah, yes well, I had thought perhaps I was stretching it a bit, until one 

of the young officers mentioned that he was the one who suggested you 

contact me. The fellow’s father is an old colleague of mine. That’s when 

the wheels started turning. Perhaps you hadn’t hired us to solve the case, 

but instead to keep up the illusion that you were innocent. You didn’t think 

we’d find anything, did you?  

“That was until we saw your father’s ghost… You only pushed my 

suspicions further when I called to ask if Alexandria could speak to your 

mother’s pet rabbits again and you told me that sadly you had given them 

away. Why would you part with your mother’s beloved pets? It could only 

have been to hide something, something you had done…”  

“Shut up. Just shut up!” Nancy shouted angrily, the gun shaking in her 

hands. 

There was movement from the far wall. Raven was still in the room. 

With a flicker faster than the human eye could see, Ares looked at her. 

Raven was crouched close to Nancy. Her eyes glinted in the darkness as 

they focused on their target.  

An understanding passed between them. Ares had to keep Nancy 

distracted.  
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“Nancy, you can’t hide from the truth.” Ares paused before 

continuing. “Your father may be keeping her here, but it was you who 

killed her.” 

“It wasn’t on purpose! Step away from that pot or whatever that is. I 

can see whatever you’re burning is affecting my father. What are you doing 

to him?” Nancy asked, changing the subject. 

“It’s merely a distraction; it’s not hurting him,” Docherty said. 

“Well, quit that. I want you to dump it out.” Nancy held the gun 

firmly, trying to point it at the Detective, but Ares stood in front of him. 

Before anyone could make a move, a guttural roar came from the far 

side of the circle. Mr. Esposito materialized beside the glow of the sphere, 

skeletal and grotesque. Ares sneered at him and growled lowly. 

“Daddy, are you…” Nancy began when the apparition disappeared. 

“Where did he go? What did you to do him?”  

“The effects of the mistletoe must have worn off—Alexandria!” 

Docherty called out. 

Nancy turned to see what the Detective was looking at, and Ares 

seized the opportunity. “Now!” he shouted. 

Docherty ran for the cauldron. He threw in the feather and poured the 

tears into the coals. He looked down at the vial and dropped it. It clinked 

onto the floor and rolled. The eyelid had opened, and an eerie black 

platinum eyeball peered madly around the room. 

Ares quickly turned away from it.  

Raven sprang from the corner like a true predator, tearing at Nancy’s 

gun arm. Her cross and gun flailed wildly. In a panic, Nancy pulled the 

trigger. The bullet whizzed into the circle and caught Ares in the shoulder. 

He hissed, but felt the pain only momentarily. The bullet was pushed out of 

his body as it healed itself. Just when Ares thought it couldn’t get any 

worse, a black cloud burst from the cauldron, knocking everyone over and 

sending Raven running.  

Ares grabbed Docherty to help him up, pausing when he heard a 

strange tapping sound. Losing focus, he dropped the Detective and turned 

around.  

Pressing against the glass of the bay windows was an enormous black 

palm bigger than anything he had ever seen. The sheer size of the creature 

that would have to be attached to that hand was almost impossible to 

imagine.  
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One firm press and it was through the windows. The hand moved past 

them at an incredible rate and continued into the mirror. The mirror 

wavered like a mirage, causing some strange enchantment. A red mirror 

now hung in place of the white one. Ares stared at it stupidly, captured by 

its beauty. He snapped out of it when motion inside the mirror caught his 

attention. Ares stood there dumbfounded. Mr. Esposito was inside the 

mirror, but also a woman in a white nightgown—Julia? 

Mr. Esposito seemed to wail as the large hand grabbed him. No sound 

escaped through the mirror but the ghost’s struggle was clear. As he 

struggled, globs of goo oozed out of him until he finally resembled the man 

he had once been in life. 

Alexandria and the woman in the nightgown were on the black fist in 

an instant, fighting to release the soul locked tightly in its grasp. Alexandria 

kept calling out, but Ares couldn’t hear her. What the hell was going on? It 

was like watching a bad horror movie on television.  

“Ares, what on earth have we gotten ourselves into?” Docherty asked.  

When the hand retreated out of the mirror, Alex’s spirit disappeared, 

but he could still see Mrs. Esposito struggling to free her husband. The 

ghosts were both apparitions against the solidity of the hand, but it held 

firm. 

Alex’s body stirred, and she let out a slow moan. Ares was beside her 

in a flash.  

“Are you okay?” he asked anxiously. 

“Where…” 

BOOOOM! 

An explosion drowned out Alexandria as brilliant rays of purple, 

yellow, and dawning pink light erupted into the room, flaring out from the 

bedroom door. Ares lifted Alexandria into his arms, holding her close as 

the source of the light flew past them to smash into the black hand. A 

mighty roar shook the house from the outside. 

“Great Scott!” shouted Docherty. 

Mr. Esposito yelped as the hand grasped him more firmly. His helpless 

wife wailed like a banshee on the bedroom floor as a second batch of light 

flew into the room: red, orange and yellow, burning like sun fire. A white 

flaming sword rose from the second ball of light and hacked into the dark 

hand. Once, twice, and then severed the hand from the wrist. 
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A deafening shriek shook the house until bits of ceiling fell and the 

chandelier shimmied violently. Ares was sure the house was going to fall 

on top of them. 

Having been severed from the arm, the black fist released Mr. 

Esposito. The fingers went limp and slowly disappeared while the arm it 

had been attached to retreated out the window, shattering the glass and 

paneling as it went. When all had calmed down, one of the lights slowly 

moved toward the circle, taking shape as it approached. The room dimmed, 

fading into darkness and silence. Time seemed to slow, and all that Ares 

could see was the radiant figure before him. He was suddenly very 

uncomfortable. 

The figure was like an iridescent statue of a tall, rather androgynous 

woman with broad shoulders and strong arms. Her crystalline hair floated 

around her, and an inner light of deep purple, Easter yellow, and soft pink 

radiated from her body, like a sunrise encased in glass. She smiled at him.  

Ares froze, his mouth agape.  

“Laurel,” Alexandria said softly, wriggling out of Ares’s arms. 

In a feeble attempt to pull Alex back, Ares reached out but his hands 

missed their target. Alexandria wobbled to the outside of the circle and 

produced a small dagger with a white handle. She swiped the blade across 

the boundary counterclockwise.  

“This circle is open.” 

Alex stumbled forward through the opening, but was caught by the 

strong arms of the angel. Ares didn’t have to ask to know what it was, he 

could see the wings outstretched as the figure floated.  

Another angel hovered beside Laurel. This one appeared to be male, 

although he was not as human as the other. His muscular, translucent body 

emitted rays of crimson red, orange, and fiery yellow light from within, and 

he carried a huge glowing sword. But what truly set him apart was the 

luminescent third eye that stared far into the distance from the center of his 

forehead.   

Both angels lit up the room like a laser light show.  

“Hello,” Laurel said. Her voice rang out like crystal. She smiled wider. 

“My dear lady, hello,” Docherty said, bowing before her. Ares wanted 

to smack himself. 

“Laurel, thank you, thank you so much for coming,” Alexandria said. 

“Alexandria, do you know her?” the Detective asked, surprised. 
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“Yes, I do. I didn’t remember. I’m so sorry. We could have avoided 

this whole thing, but I didn’t remember, not until it was almost too late…” 

Alex looked at her feet. “I’m sorry.” 

“You didn’t remember?” Ares asked, unsure of what she was referring 

to. 

“Yes, when I was in the hospital, while I slept, Laurel came to me in a 

dream.” 

“You could say that you remembered too late, or you could say you 

remembered just in time,” Laurel chimed with a smile. 

“Yes, but look what I’ve done. I shouldn’t have pushed to use those 

tears. I was just so afraid. Look at this mess. I summoned a demon.” 

Alexandria slumped. 

“Life is about learning,” Laurel told her. “We make mistakes, we 

grow, and we do it all over again. We keep carving ourselves until we are 

shaped, and when it is time to move on, we take these experiences with us, 

either to that next place or to come back and carve out some more. We are 

the artists of our souls. We continue to connect and reconnect until we are 

fully connected to everything. All is well. There is nothing to regret.” 

Laurel paused and gestured toward the other angel. “I would like you 

to meet my friend Azrael. He came to help and is happy to meet you all.” 

Azreal nodded to the group. 

“I say, how delightful. A pleasure to meet you, my good man. You 

came just in the nick of time, eh? Ha ha!” Docherty reached out a hand. 

Azrael shook the Detective’s hand gently. A strange look crossed 

Docherty’s face, as if he could hear something no one else could.  

Ares eyed the big angel suspiciously. He felt like the angel was 

intentionally avoiding his gaze.  

Laurel left them to ponder what she had said and turned to Mr. 

Esposito and his wife. The two ghosts were huddled together, standing 

before her. Laurel closed her translucent wings as if to seem less imposing. 

Azrael nodded to the group before following her lead. By the looks of him, 

he could pummel a giant, but his face was serene.  

Azrael bent down and stretched out a hand, helping Mrs. Esposito up.  

“Julia, we are glad we found you. Are you ready to come home?” 

Azrael said in a voice that was much deeper than Laurel’s, more like the 

sound of cymbals than wind chimes. Even though he looked like a man, 

there was a delicate femininity to him. Ares found the whole thing very 

peculiar.  
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“Yes, yes, I am ready. I want to come home. I wanted to before, 

but…” Mrs. Esposito looked over at Mr. Esposito, guilt in her eyes. 

“Julia, please, don’t leave me…”  

“You can come too,” Laurel told him. 

“No, no… I’m afraid…” he said ashamed, looking at the floor. “I 

don’t want to be alone.”  

“You will not be alone,” Laurel replied. “You will be surrounded by 

loved ones. Even now you are not alone, for no one is ever truly alone, but 

the longer you hold on to your old life, the more shut off you will feel. The 

weight of your old life is heavy. Let us lift it for you.” She held out her 

glass hand and smiled at him knowingly.  

“Julia, I’m… I’m sorry,” he said finally, taking Laurel’s hand.  

“Tony, it’s alright. I forgive you. Now let’s go home together.” She 

smiled lovingly. 

Just as it seemed the happy party was about to leave, Laurel paused 

and turned to Ares. At first he thought he was mistaken and looked around 

at the others, but there was no mistaking it, Laurel was looking right at him. 

“Perhaps one day you, too, will find a way home, Ares.” 

He suddenly felt very small. Alex shuffled over to him and put her 

hand in his. Had it been any other moment, he would have ignited under 

her touch, but he had a horrible feeling welling up within him. He would 

never die. Did that mean he would never go home?  

Where was home? 

The angels floated higher and started to fade.  

“Thank you, Alexandria,” Laurel said. “Call on me when you need me 

most, and I will be there.” Laurel turned her eyes toward Raven, who 

cowered under the bed, “I think you left something under the bed.”  

Azrael nodded to Laurel and then they faded from sight, taking Mr. 

Esposito and his wife with them. As they left, the color seemed to leech 

back into the room, causing everything to come back into focus.  

Ares stared after them, uncertain that he would ever know where they 

were going. Silently, he pondered the meaning of home, of eternity.  

 

 
“Raven, you can come out now.” Alex offered her hand, gently coaxing her 

friend.  



Sarah WaterRaven 

Raven crawled out from under the bed slowly and then stretched. Alex 

laughed. “Nice downward dog. It was a bit more than you were expecting, 

wasn’t it? Maybe next time you’ll listen to me and stay home…”   

I cannot fight demons, but I sure as hell got that bitch. 

“Raven!”  

“What’s that? I say, Alexandria, is she alright?” The Detective walked 

over concerned. “She’s quite the hero, our girl. Well done, Raven, well 

done.” Docherty bent down to pat her. 

Raven wagged her tail enthusiastically.  

Alex eyed Raven reproachfully. “Yeah, she’s fine. She’s just a little 

too excited, I think. But you’re right, she did a great job. Thank you.” Alex 

bent down and kissed Raven’s forehead. She held her dog close, glad they 

were all safe.  

“What have you done?” Nancy cried from the other side of the room. 

“What have you done? They’re gone… Daddy? Mommy… What have you 

done?” Nancy sobbed and cradled her bleeding arm. 

Ares stepped over to assist her when a strange, sneering expression 

crossed his face. He put his hand over his mouth and hurried toward 

Alexandria and the Detective and pressed his shivering body against the 

bedpost. 

“Ares, are you…” Alex started to say, and then she understood. The 

blood. Nancy was bleeding a lot. 

“Don’t worry. I’ll help her,” Alex reassured Ares as she walked over. 

“Get away from me, you bitch. You get away from me! You did this. 

Y-you ruined everything! Mommy!” Nancy cried, tears mingling with 

blood.  

“Detective, I think we better call an ambulance. She’s hurt pretty 

badly,” Alex told him, reaching out to Nancy—who only slapped her hands 

away. Alex was attempting to help her, but in truth she was repulsed, both 

by Nancy’s character and her injuries.  

“I said get away! Get out of here. Leave me alone. Dad, daddy?” 

Nancy lay on the floor, sobbing.  

“Already ahead of you. I’ll call an ambulance and the police. We have 

quite a bit of explaining to do.” 

Docherty marched out of the bedroom. 

“Alex, over here,” Ares called from beside the bed. 

“What’s up?” she asked as she came over. 



Detective Docherty and the Demon’s Tears 

 

“Look at this.” Ares bent down and pulled out some black fabric from 

under the bed frame. He’d already pulled out the gun. “Don’t touch it. I 

have gloves on.”  

“What is it?” Alex looked at it, perplexed. Raven must have been 

lying on top of it when she was under the bed.  

“I noticed it when Raven came out. It was caught on her foot. It’s a 

cloak. A Halloween costume,” Ares told her, holding it up for her to see.  

“That’s weird. Why would Julia have something like that?” 

“Exactly, it’s not Julia’s. It must be Nancy’s.” Ares indicated the 

crying murderer on the other side of the room. 

“This is so messed up. Why would she do something like that? 

Clearly, she loved them. Why would she kill her own mother?”  

“I suspect, and I think this is what the Detective gathered as well, that 

she can see and hear ghosts like you. Even when the Detective and I could 

not see him, Nancy was calling to her father on the other side of the circle. 

Her father must have come to her after he died and convinced her to kill her 

mother. Clearly, she’s under some deranged impression that they’ve 

abandoned her. Perhaps Nancy and Mr. Esposito came up with this plan so 

they could all stay together.” 

“I guess I could see that. It’s a scary thought, but with the world as it 

is now, there are so many more gray areas. If you can see ghosts, your 

perception of death changes. You can’t touch them anymore, but they are 

still there. They change though, you saw that. Why would she want a father 

like that?” 

“Death is a part of everyone’s life, and it’s the only thing we all know 

will happen one day whether we want it to or not. Perhaps having a 

monstrous father was better than having no father at all.” Ares stared at 

Nancy sadly.  

“It happens to everyone except for you, Ares.” Alex smiled at him, but 

he only shook his head. 

“Vampires can die.” 

“Yes, but unless the earth blows up, or you get caught in the sun again, 

you’ll live forever.” 

“We can also die by fire, decapitation, and being completely 

dismembered, though some older vampires can actually pull themselves 

back together if their body parts are close enough to—” 
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“Okay, let’s not talk about this anymore. I'll get Nancy’s arm wrapped 

up, then let's get out of here. For now, we’re all safe, and we solved the 

case. Let’s get this place cleaned up and go out and celebrate.” 

“Yes, you are right. Excuse me,” Ares inclined his head and then 

walked over to start cleaning the altar.  

Alex started walking toward Nancy when Ares called her back. Alex 

and Raven both ran over to the altar. 

“What’s the matter?”  

“The demon tears—they’re gone.” 
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Final Homicide Investigation Report on Julia Esposito 

 

Detective Docherty Paranormal Investigative Services 

1616 Danforth Avenue Suite #13 

Toronto, Ontario 

L6L3TO 

Phone: 1 (416) 983 - 2546 

Fax: 1 (416) 983 - 4500 

E mail: Detective_Docherty@Docherty.com 

 
Date: December 20, 2010  

Location: Vaughan, Ontario, Canada.  

Species of Otherkin/Fairy involved: Angel (Choir unknown), Demon 

(Circle unknown), Ghost (Human)  

Description of the incident:  

 

 
Ares stared at his unfinished report. Being scientifically minded, he wasn’t 

prone to writer’s block, but in the case of Detective Docherty vs. Crazed 

Ghost, he didn’t know where to begin. It was a miracle they had not been 

charged with assault and that the police believed their insane narrative. If it 

had not been for the strange mirror, the gun, and the cloak, there would 

have been no earthly way the police would have believed them. 

Unfortunately, the officers had collected the mistletoe, table, gun, 

cloak, and mysterious mirror as evidence, but they hadn’t collected the 

trunk as evidence, only sorted through the contents and recorded their 

findings. They had paid absolutely no attention to anything in Alexandria’s 

bag or on her person. She later explained to Ares and Docherty that the 

objects were charmed so no one could see them unless she wanted them to. 

She called it magickal camouflage. The Detective insisted she charm the 

trunk, his magnifying glass, Ares’s lock picking kit, and their notebooks at 

once. Alex said she wasn’t sure about the magnifying glass as it was 

already enchanted, but she promised to work on the rest before the new 

year. 
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Ares was particularly distraught about the mirror. He found himself 

taken with it. He suspected it was at the root of the Esposito mystery, but 

didn’t voice this opinion, and felt himself unwilling to draw attention to it. 

Which was why, a week later, he had bribed the police department into 

giving him custody of the mirror while he examined its magickal 

properties. It now rested in his laboratory. He had told no one about it, not 

even the Detective. 

Alexandria filed away the report on their previous case involving the 

phouka and kelpie while Docherty compiled his notes from the past two 

investigations to in include Ares’s reports. Raven, the most recent addition 

to the team, was at best a snoring radio replacement. Ares had protested the 

animal’s presence in the office, but was overruled. Even if Raven had 

helped them out, Ares still didn’t trust her. It was only a matter of time 

before that canine remembered she wanted to sink her teeth in him.  

Ares stared at his report one last time and then gave up. “Exactly when 

did you know it was Nancy?” he asked the Detective. 

“When she pulled the gun on us,” Docherty replied.  

Alexandria burst out laughing and startled Raven from her nap.  

Ares attempted to hide his grin. 

“Truthfully, I had my suspicions after I inquired about the rabbits and 

found out about the divorce—and no, sorry Alexandria, I’m afraid Nancy 

hasn’t disclosed what she did with the rabbits. The police have looked into 

it, but haven’t found them. I hope nothing bad has happened to them.” 

“If I had a link to them like Raven, I would be able to find them. I 

know they are alright, I just don’t know where they are. I get images of a 

little girl sometimes, so I assume she gave them away to a child. At least 

she wasn’t completely cold-hearted. At first, I was afraid she’d hurt them.” 

“As was I,” Docherty agreed.  

“But really, when did you realize it was Nancy?” Ares asked again. 

“I say, don’t you read the whiteboard? It’s been staring at you the 

whole time!” Docherty got up from his chair. 

“I’ve written here the date and time I called Nancy to discover the 

rabbits were gone, and here’s when I visited the police department. Now 

over here are my notes on going to city hall after I was unable to locate 

Nancy’s husband. My dear boy, do I need to spell everything out for you?” 

Ares sighed in frustration. The Detective had written it all down, but 

there was no way anyone could read that rainbow chicken scratch.  
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Alex walked over to the board. “Oh yeah, and here’s the note from the 

divorce lawyer. That was a good catch. She hadn’t told anyone about that, 

not even her own family.” 

Ares tried not to grind his teeth. 

“Hey, not to get off topic, but it’s almost Yule—or well, Christmas,” 

Alex said. “I was wondering if you two wanted to come to a little holiday 

party I’m throwing. It won’t be too big; it’ll just be some sisters from the 

coven, Derek, and a couple of other friends.” Alex looked at both of them 

expectantly. 

Holiday party. People. Mind-shattering Christmas music. No. 

“Why Ares and I would be delighted! Name the day, and we shall be 

there!” Docherty exclaimed merrily. 

Ares began to rub his temples. If only he were capable of having 

headaches.  

“Are bad sweaters a requirement?” Ares asked her. 

“Of course.” Alexandria grinned.  

 

 
The December winds blew strong and cold. At times it seemed like Old 

Man Winter was particularly pissed off that Ares was impervious to 

weather extremes and tried especially hard to freeze him. Ares did his best 

to ignore these sad attempts as made his way through the snow and wind. 

The weather oracle had called for a cold New Year but had said this may be 

their last true winter. Ares wasn’t sure what to make of that but regarded it 

with much interest. He suspected it had a lot to do with global warming 

(which all otherkin and fairy were feeling the effects of) but he wondered 

what else the weather oracle could be referring to. Weather wasn’t the only 

thing she was known to predict.  

Ares finally made it to Alexandria’s house but paused before he 

knocked on the door. He decided to do a preliminary assessment through 

the living room window before entering. The living room (from what he 

could see through the house plants) was bursting with Christmas décor (or 

Yule décor as Alexandria liked to call it). A giant potted Norfolk Island 

Pine was fully decorated in a copper and silver theme. Icicle lights hung 

from the windows, holly boughs lined the walls, and trinkets and stockings 
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were everywhere. Alexandria had outdone herself—it was truly a 

Christmas miracle. 

Was he really about to do this? 

A shadow appeared in the window. It was Raven. 

Ares sighed and went to knock on the door. It flew open.  

“Merry Yule, Ares!” Alexandria flung her arms around him and kissed 

his cheek.  

The fever of her kiss spread through him. 

“Mistletoe.” Alexandria pointed up. 

Ares followed the direction she was pointing and realized he was 

standing under a ball of mistletoe. By now, he was getting used to 

disappointment.  

“I had plenty left over from the case—what the police didn’t grab, 

anyway. So I made it into a decoration. Do you like it?” 

Ares could smell a hint of mead and cinnamon on her breath. He 

nodded. 

“Well, come on in. Let’s get you in and out of the cold. It’s really 

nasty outside. I’m glad you could make it. Did you walk here? You and 

Eramos, seriously, though I suppose he doesn’t have much of a choice,” 

Alexandria said as she ushered him in. 

“Eramos?” Ares asked. 

“Yep, you’ll meet him in a minute. Here, let me get your coat.” 

While Alexandria helped him out of his coat, he decided to take in the 

sight of her, with her hair up in curls and her lips painted rose red. Ares 

even enjoyed the white sparkles on her eyelids. Underneath the velvety 

fabric of her rather delightful crimson cloak, a white dress with glittering 

snowflakes lay softly against her figure and trailed delicately down to her 

ankles. In his father’s time, Alexandria would have made a beautiful 

offering.  

“Ares, about time, ha ha!” Docherty shouted from the kitchen. 

Ares could tell the Detective had already had his fair share of 

merriment. Docherty swept Ares up in an embrace.  

“By Jove, thank heavens you got here safe! We began to fear the worst 

with that weather out there. Come in, come in!” Docherty lead Ares into 

the living room.  

Ares’s eyes followed Alexandria mournfully as she made her way into 

the kitchen. He sighed and gave in to the Detective’s introductions. 
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“Everyone! I’d like to you meet my colleague and dear friend, Ares 

Anata! Ares, this is everyone! Hah!” Docherty’s cheeks were flushed as he 

took another sip of his wine. 

“Merry meet,” a brightly headed girl said from the couch. 

“This charming young woman is Nimh, Alexandria’s friend and coven 

sister, and beside her is Eramos, the big chap by the tree, ha ha, you can’t 

miss him!” 

Indeed, no one could miss him. He had to duck not to hit the ceiling, 

the poor centaur. 

“Happy holidays, Ares, a pleasure to meet you,” Eramos said, 

extending his hand. Ares took it reluctantly, not removing his gloves. He 

really detested social occasions. 

Docherty went around the room, introducing Ares to several other 

friends and coven members of Alexandria’s before they came to Derek, 

Alexandria’s roommate. Ares had little interest in Derek, especially after 

discovering the young man had no use for his cerebrum, but his friend, on 

the other hand, caught Ares’s particular interest. There was something 

peculiar about him. He was handsome for a human though fair in 

comparison to Derek. Despite his casual appearance and friendly manner, 

Ares found something about him unsettling. The two young men sat on a 

small couch together. Derek was, of course, doing all the talking. His 

companion listened politely. They both sipped on mugs of mead and smiled 

at one another.  

“Derek you know, but allow me to introduce you to his friend, Caleb.”  

“Ares, I see you dressed for the occasion! Ever festive.” Derek 

grinned, referring to Ares’s ensemble: a gray vest, an ebony dress shirt and 

collar with matching dress pants, and a red belt buckle. It was an honest 

attempt at being festive.  

“Ares, a pleasure to meet you.” Caleb stuck out his hand. Ares took it 

and held it firm, reading Caleb, searching. Caleb started to pull away, but 

Ares held him. Had Ares any notion of social norms, he would have 

noticed that his intensity was frightening some other guests. His grip was a 

little too tight, and he held Caleb’s hand a little too long.  

Derek broke his trance.   

“Okay, Ares, go get your own party guest.” Derek pulled Caleb away 

playfully. “I love his intensity!” Derek declared laughing. 

“Yeah,” Caleb agreed reluctantly. 
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Ares gave Caleb one last warning look before turning to greet the rest 

of the party. He spotted Dan Skip and the gremlins near the stairwell, 

laughing over a private joke. Ares seriously wanted to know what fool gave 

the gremlins mead, but before he could discuss the matter with Docherty, 

Alexandria came back into the living room with another woman from her 

coven. It seemed all the guests who were from the coven wore cloaks to 

identify themselves.  

Faolan came in after them, carrying more trays.  

Ares’s eyes became slits. He visualized pulling Faolan’s spine out 

from his throat. A sick smile threatened to spread across his lips. 

“More food, everybody,” Alex announced as they brought out platters 

of finger food, “and there’s more mead and wine in the kitchen. Help 

yourselves.” 

“Roisin, let me help you with that,” Docherty said to the middle-aged 

woman assisting Alexandria. Despite the drink, he managed himself rather 

well. Ares found Docherty’s attentiveness peculiar and regarded him 

thoughtfully. 

“Ares, I don’t suppose I can get you anything?” Alexandria asked. 

“No, no! I daresay, keep that man away from the drink. This place will 

end up looking like a double homicide,” Docherty interjected. 

“What?” Alexandria looked at Ares. 

“It’s a long story,” he said. “Forget it. Can I speak to you a moment?”  

Ares glanced around. Faolan was by the tree talking with Eramos and 

Nimh. Perhaps he could get away with a couple of minutes with 

Alexandria, undisturbed.  

“Of course,” Alex said, a hint of concern wrinkling her forehead. 

“What’s up?” she asked as they made their way into the kitchen. 

“I brought you something,” he said, looking at her. 

“Oh, you did? That’s so sweet.” She smiled. 

“It’s in my coat; one moment.”  

Ares left her in the kitchen. He walked past the living room, pausing 

long enough to catch Faolan’s gaze.  
The hallway was empty, so he retrieved his gift quickly and hurried 

back to the kitchen. 

“Here.” Ares handed her a small box. 

“Thank you. Should I open it now?” she asked, holding it gently. 

“Yes.” 

Alexandria took the lid off. 
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“Oh, it’s—” 

“A picture frame.”  

“It’s empty.”  

“We are supposed to fill it.” Ares titled his head.  

“Fill it?” 

“Yes, fill it with a photo of you and me, so we can start over.” 

“Oh, Ares.” She paused. “It’s wonderful.” 

Without warning, she hugged him. Her small arms wrapped around his 

body. She was so soft, so warm against him. Ares was like stone, like ice 

and rock, but Alexandria’s softness lay against him and burned into him. 

His arms enfolded her.  

“Oh, sorry dearies! Just checking on the cookies. I left them in the 

oven,” Roisin said as she came into the kitchen. 

Alex collected herself. “Oh, I completely forgot. Thank Goddess you 

came in or they would have burned. Roisin, I’d like you to meet Ares. Ares 

this is my high priestess, Roisin.” 

Ares nodded. 

“Ares, is it? A pleasure.” Roisin nodded in return, not approaching 

him or offering her hand. 

Ares liked her.  

“Hm, not ready yet. Just a bit longer, be back in a bit,” Roisin said, 

leaving the kitchen. 

“This is really a great gift, Ares, thank you. Though, I feel bad, I 

didn’t think to get you anything.” Alex frowned. 

“I was not expecting anything. One does not give a gift expecting one 

in return. Besides, you invited me to your party. That was very nice of 

you.” 

“Or cruel. I bet you hate it.” Alex smirked and poked him. 

“It was rather insidious of you, knowing I’d despise every minute.” 

Ares smiled at her. “But what’s with Derek’s new friend?”  

“Did you pick something up too?” Alex asked, suddenly serious.  

“How do you mean?” 

“I mean, something feels off about him, right?”  

“Yes, it was almost like—” 

“Almost like you weren’t seeing all of him?” 

“Yes, he was there; I could see him, but it was like my eyes were out 

of focus, which, for a vampire, is unheard of.” Ares’s brow furrowed. 
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“It happened to me too. I find him almost painful to look at because 

it’s like I’m concentrating too hard or not enough, but I don’t think it’s like 

that for anyone else. No one else seems to have noticed, except for you.  

“Derek must really like him, though, because I didn’t hear about him 

before he showed up, and he won’t tell me anything about him. When 

Derek really likes someone, he’s quiet about it. I’m really worried for him.” 

They both walked back to the living room and peeked around the wall. 

Derek and Caleb hadn’t moved from their seats, still engaged in 

conversation. 

“Do you think you could work your magick? Check him out?” 

Alexandria asked. 

“I’ll see what I can do.” Ares eyed him, wondering where to begin, 

pondering the strangeness of this shared paranoia. 

“Well, I better get back to the guests. Gotta go play hostess.” She 

smiled. “Thank you again for this thoughtful gift.”  

 

 
The evening wound down, and the crowd dwindled. Docherty was asleep 

on the recliner. Derek had gone up to bed; his guest had gone home for the 

evening, and the rest of the coven with him. Ares and Faolan played the 

waiting game, and unfortunately, Faolan was winning—Ares had only two 

hours before sunup. 

Ares watched Eramos and Nimh quietly from the hallway. They had 

fallen asleep on the couch together. Nimh lay sleeping on the sofa with a 

quilted blanket thrown over her, and Alex was trying to put a shawl over 

Eramos without waking him. The centaur’s horse half was leaned against 

the base of the sofa laying down, but his upper body lay against Nimh. 

Ares stared at the two, pondering what challenges lay before them. 

Roisin was in the kitchen cleaning up, having refused to go to bed. 

Alex had prepared a guest bed for her upstairs, but Roisin wouldn’t hear of 

it until the kitchen was clean. Faolan was helping her.  

“I’m going to run upstairs and put my pajamas on. Be back in a minute 

to say goodnight,” Alex whispered to Ares as she crept up the stairs.  

Ares planned on waiting patiently and immediately regretted it. As if 

on cue, Faolan walked out of the kitchen and into the hallway. 

“Merry Yule, Ares.” 
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Ares didn’t respond. 

Faolan sighed. “Listen, I didn’t come out here to start any trouble. I 

came to apologize for my behavior. I didn’t understand your relationship 

with Alex before, and I should not have attacked you. I was only trying to 

protect her.”  

“Alex does not need your protection. I protect her.” 

“Can you protect her from yourself?” Faolan retorted. 

“What would you know about it?” 

“A lot more than you think. Like I said, I didn’t come here to start 

anything, only to say that I can see you are important to Alex, and because 

of that I am willing to put our differences aside. We can at least be civil to 

one another, for her. What do you say?” Faolan offered his hand. 

Ares stared at it, remembering the dismembered demon hand and 

considering a reenactment.  

“No, I don’t think that will be necessary, as I suspect you won’t be 

around much longer. Enjoy your time with her while you can.” Ares smiled 

triumphantly at him. “Tell Alex I said goodnight and that I’ll see her soon.” 

Ares stepped out the door and into the frozen night.  

 

 
Alex turned the last light off in the kitchen.  

“Well, it appears everyone is else asleep,” Faolan said, coming down 

the stairs. “Roisin is safely tucked away, Nimh and Eramos seem 

comfortable, and Derek is snoring peacefully. I guess that leaves us.” 

“Thank you,” Alex said. “Thank you so much for all of your help. 

You’ve been wonderful.” 

“It was a pleasure.” Faolan bowed his head. 

“Are you sure you won’t stay?” she asked him, hoping he would.  

“I’m sure. My house isn’t too far from here, actually.” 

“It isn’t?”  

“No, actually, heh, I’ve been meaning to tell you this, but—I live in 

the park.” Faolan scratched his head, looking down. 

“The park? High Park? You live in High Park?”  

“Yes, I’ve been meaning to tell you, but it seemed silly to bring up. I 

don’t know.” He looked at the floor. 

“Where? How do you live in the park?” 
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“I live in one of the trees.” 

“You’re kidding me, like a treehouse?” Alex started to get giddy with 

wonder. 

“Something like that. I’ll show you sometime, but for now, may I see 

you to your room?”  

Alex felt her stomach flip, and a rush from somewhere deep within. 

Was he really asking her? They had been kissing, but nothing was official 

between them. They hadn’t really talked about what was happening… 

Could this be?  

“Uh, yeah,” she said, shaking a little.  

“Allow me.” Faolan offered his arm. 

“Thank you.”  

As they made their way up the stairs and to her bedroom, she began to 

feel lightheaded. She had fantasized about this countless of times but was 

suddenly nervous. Without a sound, he lay her on her bed and covered her 

with the blankets. He climbed on the bed beside her and gazed at her 

tenderly. Alex reached out and stroked his cheek and realized she was a lot 

more tired than she thought she was.  

“Will you stay?” she asked sleepily. 

“I’ll stay a little while,” he replied softly, nuzzling her cheek. 

“Faolan, what are we doing?” 

“We’re lying together.” 

“Will you stay?” Alex murmured. 

“Okay.” Faolan slid under the sheets and held her. “I’ll stay.”  
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Epilogue 
 

Ares closed the door to his penthouse and took his boots and coat off. He 

walked into the kitchen, set his bags on the marble countertop, and started 

putting away his groceries.  

It had been a very long time since he had been grocery shopping. Ares 

knew that Yusuf would have done it, but this he wanted to do on his own. 

Ares carefully placed the teas and coffees in the pantry and the dairy-free 

creamers in the fridge. He bought a couple bags of chips and even a box of 

shortbread. With new friends, he felt he might be entertaining more and 

wanted to prepare, though he wasn’t ready to commit to any fruit or 

vegetable platters.  

Once all the groceries were unpacked, Ares poured himself a glass of 

blood and went into the living room. At first he thought he might play some 

video games before he turned in for the day, but decided to play with his 

new toy instead. He entered the hallway leading to his bedroom where he’d 

hung the mysterious mirror from the Esposito house. 

It clashed entirely with his modern décor, but after a day or two he had 

found himself unable to leave it sitting in the lab. The mirror was ovular 

with wood panels knotted in a pattern that reminded him of Celtic 

knotwork. It was painted crimson like a woman’s lipstick, with silver and 

black paint outlining the trim. A carving of a black jaguar or leopard 

crouched on top of the mirror, staring at him. A duplicate lay at the 

opposite end, staring up at its twin. The mirror had been preserved and 

protected from time’s decay, but no one could stop the process entirely. It 

had been polished with lemon scented cleaning products, but nothing could 

hide the smell of age from a vampire. It smelled like old earth and dust. 

Ares was not one to hold on to the nostalgia of the past or to become 

an antique collector like so many of his kind, but the mirror was currently a 

favorite possession. He placed his hand on the mirror’s frame, feeling the 

firmness of the wood that had held up for so long. He slid his hand down its 

side, admiring the craftsmanship until the leopard on the top of the mirror 

caught his eye. For a moment, he could have sworn its head had moved. 

Ares dropped his hand and flinched, stepping back and spilling his cup.  

How clumsy. He must have gotten a splinter from the wood. He didn’t 

feel small pain, but he knew when something punctured him. He looked at 

his finger and found no trace of a cut or injury. He examined the panel, 
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worried it had become damaged, but everything appeared smooth and 

intact. Ares went to the kitchen to grab a rag and cleaner to wipe up the 

spilled blood, but when he came back to the mirror, it was clean. Surely, he 

had just spilled blood on the mirror? 

The wall below the mirror was red with racing stripes and a pool of 

blood was collecting on the marble floor, but where there should have been 

blood dripping from the mirror, there was not. Ares cleaned up the wall and 

floor before returning to the kitchen. He stood in the kitchen and leaned 

against the counter, staring into the hallway. He wondered what secret lay 

at the bottom of the blood-thirsty mirror.  
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Docherty’s Glossary of Fantastic Fairy and 

Otherkin 
 

Angel: A supernatural being that exists on another plane of existence.  

They do not live on Earth. Some believe they live in heaven, or the place 

where people go when they die. Angels are immortal. They do not have 

physical bodies and often appear transparent or translucent because of this. 

 

Brownies: Small fairy no bigger than two to three feet tall. They are often 

seen wearing brown clothing and sometimes red caps. They normally take 

up residence in human dwellings and are quite helpful, often assisting with 

everyday chores and cleaning.  

 

Dragons: The largest and most powerful otherkin known to exist. They are 

either immortal or extremely long-lived shape-shifters and are described 

with wings, horns, scales, crests, feathers, fins, and more. Believed to be 

extinct.  

 

Dryad: A tree nymph. They are supernatural beings strongly tied to their 

home trees. Some believe they are the trees spirits. They make excellent 

gardeners.  

 

Elves: Of all fairy elves resemble humans the most. They can be taller or 

shorter than humans, depending on where they come from. They are very 

powerful, mysterious, and immortal. One of their most distinguishing 

features is their pointed ears, common to most fairy.  

 

Fairy: Human-like in appearance, they are creatures of the earth. They are 

often associated with wild places such as streams, hills, forests, and 

swamps. They are magickal, often shape-shifters, and vary greatly in size 

and appearance. Examples include pixies, elves, trolls, and hobgoblins. 

 

Faun: Forest dwellers with the lower body of a deer or goat. The males of 

this species have antlers or horns. Also called satyr. 
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Giant: The largest member of the fairy family. They are rumored to 

possess great power or at least to possess magickal items. They average 

fourteen feet in size but can be taller.  

 

Goblin: A dark fairy that dwells in swamps and bogs. They also dwell in 

caves and other dark places. They have sharp claws and big eyes and are 

very clever and sneaky. They primarily eat meat and are often at war with 

other groups of fairy.  

 

Gremlin: A type of fairy that looks like a small man or woman with large 

ears and a fine, pointed nose. They are smaller and often found making 

trouble with mechanical and electrical equipment. They are smart and 

extremely skilled with mechanics, but like many fairy they make their 

homes in nature. 

 

Hobgoblin/Hob: A generic name for fairy such as brownies and gremlins 

that often reside with or near humans. They are related to goblins, but tend 

to be less menacing.  

 

Kelpie: A fresh-water dwelling fairy that can take the shape of a horse or a 

half man/half horse shape. They are predators and eat animals and humans.  

 

Lagahoo: An otherkin of Southern United States and Caribbean origins. 

This creature often takes the shape of a mule or donkey wearing a vest and 

pocket watch. It is said that when you see a lagahoo looking at its watch, it 

is counting the time until your death.  

 

Maenad: Female followers of Dionysus. Having been devoted followers of 

the god for so long, it is believed that they have powers of their own.  

 

Mermaid: A sea dwelling fairy. They are known for their beauty. They can 

take human shape, but in the water they have fins like fish instead of legs. 

Their power resides within water.  

 

Otherkin: The name given to magickal creatures that are not part of the 

fairy family. Examples within this group include dragons, gryphons, 

unicorns, werewolves, and vampires.  
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Pixies: Also known as Sheerie. They are very small fairy that can fly, often 

having dragonfly, butterfly, or insect wings. Their faces are very angular 

and pointed. They can be extremely mischievous and very destructive. 

 

Phouka: A freshwater dwelling fairy that most often takes the shape of a 

black horse. They can be helpful or harmful, but at worst they trick 

someone into riding them and take them for a terrifying ride before 

dumping them into the water. Often confused with kelpie.  

Shapeshifter: Humans that can change their shape into animals or other 

humans. 

 

Siren: A saltwater fairy. Some are said to resemble mermaids; others are 

said to resemble harpies. They have such beautiful voices that their songs 

once lured sailors onto rocky shores, sinking their ships.  

 

Tom Tit Tat: Species origin and name unknown. A cat-like creature that 

walks on two legs. Magickal abilities unknown.   

 

Trolls: One of the larger members of the fairy family. Trolls can be 

aggressive and often eat whatever they can find. They are distinguished 

from giants by their large bat-ears, large upper body and small lower body, 

and sometimes tails. They like to live under hills, in caves, and under 

bridges.  

 

True Vampyre: The original vampire. True Vampyres are a part of the 

fairy family. They are the ultimate predator and second only to dragons and 

unicorns in power and magick. They eat animals, humans, and other fairy. 

They are naturally nocturnal but can hunt during the day.  

 

Vampire: At once a human, now a predator of the night. All of their teeth 

are sharp, particularly the canines. They drink human blood to sustain 

themselves and are immortal. 

 

Werewolves: A type of shape-shifter that can only take the shape of a wolf. 

They can shift at any time, but it is customary for them to shift on the full 

moon. Being a werewolf is hereditary and cannot be passed on from biting.  
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Astral Projection: The traveling of the soul outside of the body while the 

body is in deep meditation.   

 

Coven: A group of witches who come together to work magick and to 

celebrate the seasons and full moons.  

 

Gemstones and Crystals: Precious and semi-precious stones. Stones have 

their own energies. Some, like tiger's eye and smoky quartz, can have 

protective abilities while others attract, love or prosperity and wealth. They 

are carried and worn as charms.  

 

Glamor: An illusion of the mind. The eye sees what another wants it to 

see—or not to see. Glamor allows vampires to be invisible and fairy to 

shape-shift. Glamor normally only works on humans and some otherkin, 

though a powerful fairy can fool anyone.  

 

Gypsy: The wandering mystics. Fortunetellers, entertainers, magicians, 

charmers and magick folk. While some, like Kizzy, settle down, many 

remain nomadic.  

 

Magick: How this world differentiates between card tricks and true 

magick. Magicians use illusions and tricks, whereas witches, wizards, and 

otherkin are true magick users.  

 

Mirrors: All mirrors have the potential to be magickal. When facing a 

window or doorway they become a portal into the home for spirits. Mirrors 

reflect but also create another world within them.  

 

Prisms: Like the ones hanging in the windows of Alexandria’s house. 

Prisms can be natural or man-made. They have faceted sides and are 

transparent, allowing light to pass through and break up into colors. Prisms 

are used to break up negativity and ward off evil spirits.  
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Reiki: A Japanese form of energy healing. The energy is said to be a pure 

source from the universe, only capable of love and healing.  

 

Shielding: Using energy to shield oneself from an attack. Energy shielding 

cannot protect you from a physical attack, only a magickal one.  

 

Sorcerer/Sorceress: A wizard or witch who specifically works with demon 

magick.  

 

Voodoo: Witchcraft practiced primarily in the Southern United States, 

Caribbean, and South and Central Americas. The practices are a 

combination of Spanish, African, and French mysticism.  

 

Witch: It is believed that every human has the ability to use the magick 

within them, but only a select few cultivate it. Witches can be good or bad; 

it depends on how they choose to use their power. They can be solitary or 

part of a coven. Most of them are nature lovers and healers.  

 

Wizard: A group of magick users. Wizards belong to a highly prestigious 

school and cult. They are powerful, but use magick rather than work with 

it. Fairy kind and witches do not like them and do not trust them.  
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