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	For the readers of Reign of Darkness

	 

	 

	 

	This world is so big. There are too many things going on. For some, hard work goes unnoticed. For others, it is much appreciated. Give your best no matter what you do. Go full blast. Success sometimes is viewed once it is achieved. The hard work for it, persistence, sleepless nights, discipline, rejections, fury, critiques, changes, and risks mostly it is ignored. I dedicate this book to those who know what sweat feels like. To those who look for ways to thrive no matter the circumstances. Put the hard work on it. On you. Give it your all! Keep pushing forward, you can make amazing things happen. I also dedicate this book to my wife, who has been nothing but awesome. Dedicated mother putting too many hats to count. Super friend and motivator. I have grown so much as a person because of her and it is one of the reasons, this book could be finished. She has also helped me not just to reach for the sky… but also the stars. I’m deeply grateful to have her in my life. So I will bring you much more, because there are so many things I want to do, including many, many stories.

	 

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Since there are different characters from different nationalities, this is how their names read phonetically:

	 

	 

	 

	Mieke = Mee-Kah

	Ripa = Ree-Pah

	Kokolite = Koh-koh-light

	Nikolay = Nee-koh-lie

	Claude = Clod

	 

	Kumori = Koo-Moh-ree

	Canlilik s= Can-lee-licks

	Seelish = See-leach

	Ahket = Ah-ket
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	Prologue

	 

	 

	 

	Sometimes we think we know all that surrounds us: our neighbors, co-workers, neighbors, streets, politicians and how dirty their hands are... but sometimes we feel like we have awakened into a dream, most of it a nightmare and our paranoia, insecurities and/or others kick in. We feel like we cannot become a good Samaritan, or a nice person, for fear of being, robed, raped or even killed. We live in a world where humanity is more in question than why are we here. Who is here with us?

	These recurring nightmares have become into something more stressful this few days. Maybe is work. Maybe is that I need a vacation. Heck, I have not had one since I joined the force. It does not have to do anything with romance or the fact that I have to take care of my sister... For months I have been avoiding something that should of not being avoided. For some, it is more comfortable. I always have to have controls, and it is falling from my grasp so fast I feel like I have been in a car accident that I cannot escape, the recoil, the full collision, the numbness, the pain. Have you been in one of those? You hold your breath for God knows how much and you wait until everything comes to a halt. You check yourself for injuries before going outside. You see the big picture. That scene is never pretty. How you deal with the aftermath is what defines you as a person. Are you going to wait for everything to go your way? Or, are you going to make things happen?

	 

	Mieke



	



	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Prologue 2

	 

	Captain Night - Somewhere in the Atlantic Ocean Between

	 

	 

	 

	Thunder strikes and the waves become impossible to navigate. The ship rocks side to side like a toy between the power of the ocean. The crew worries that the artifacts for the Leonardo Museum get damage. Some other crew members tremble and just want to get safe ashore. The meteorologist predicted heavy rains, but it seems as if they are entering a clash between a hurricane and tidal wave.

	Beeping sounds of electronics resonate through the cabin. I steer fighting the waves and a loud shriek comes through the rank. The electronics keep making sounds while the crew stands still. “Sail the ship!” I say to the commander. He nods. “I’ll explore the ruckus,” I continue. Five crewmen accompany me down deck armed with revolvers and pistols. God knows what is it, between all the pirates circling, you can't be too trusting. Still, with this storm, it would have been impossible for anyone to smuggle in.

	The atmosphere grows tense as we reach the lower deck. Goosebumps grows on the boys as a rough male voice echoes through the stairs. It feels like somebody is watching us, yet no one is in sight. The cargo area is filled with crates. Some broken with hay covering the floor. Someone is at the corner. We walk towards him with precaution.

	“Who is there? Show yourself!”, I shout.

	A heavy breathing echoes. The crew's heartbeat pounds. A gasp changes the rhythm. The crew hoisters their guns. A male figure stares at a sarcophagus, and a shiny artifact glows red. The only thing giving this mystery person light was a SMIRNOFF gas lamp on a crate.

	“This is the captain of this ship speaking, identify yourself. Whom are you mate!?”, I yell.

	A laugh brakes out from the figure, and it turns slowly towards us. Sweat pours from the hats of the crew. One of them wipes his hands from the sweat, against his pants.

	The figure slowly grows more prominent and darker. The crew eyes widen as it turns to them. My heart stops. A rain of bullets races towards the figure as it keeps moving forward. The bullets seem to be hitting nothing but air.

	 

	COMMANDER

	 

	Gunshots ricochet, and cries for mercy and agony stumble through the boat monitors. Sweat starts dripping down my forehead and thunder strikes again. I am shaking compulsively. A ray of light almost blinds me. As the atmosphere clears out, a shadowy figure appears on the deck door. I close my eyes rapidly and stumble hitting the speed lever on the boat.

	“I don't want to die. I don't want to die. I don’t want to die…”, I cry.

	The ship keeps speeding. I whimper and sweat heavily. I’m not built for fighting. The door swings open. The whole cabin turns dark. I close my eyes again. 

	I open them and crouch as the pitch black room is what I have in front. I can’t tell where anything is. Silence grows louder. I’m shaking uncontrollably as I squint trying to see anything in the room. My heart stops as something grabs my face and twists my head… crack…

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	MIEKE Night - Mieke's apartment

	 

	 

	 

	Stupid cellphone. My eyes adjust at the light of the tube. My trophies, police plaques, photos of me in uniform on the academy. Guns on the wall, my bra on the punching bag, clothes laying out through the room. The news is running a story about a social clash in the US.

	“Thousands and thousands of people protesting against the indifference and inequality that we live today…”

	A photo of Diane and me sporting some 90’s style clothing. Me with a denim sleeveless jacket, black shirt, and a grey skirt and Diane a lighter grey dress with a black shirt underneath with some boots and white socks. I do not know how I pulled that side ponytail. Gets me each time I see that photo. 

	Sweat all over. My breathing is heavy. I press my forehead and slide my hands back to my hair. I turn to the nightstand as the cell phone keeps ringing showing on the screen TONY. Before answering I notice the hour. A frown forms without my permission. It is 1:09 AM. Why? It's one in the morning, and I want to sleep! I swipe the screen.

	“We got something in the docks, I'll pick you up in five.”, he says.

	“Yeah...yeah...”, I feel the annoyance in my voice as I hang up.

	“... one boy was beaten to death. Apparently, he was gay! The man arrested said he was doing society a favor, but the policeman arresting the man said that putting the perpetrator away was the favor...”, the television continues.

	“Stupid nightmare!”

	I hit the button on the controller. The TV screen fades. I dress quickly and holster my gun to the hip. A slam from the door announces I’m out.

	Lean to a wall. Pat my black shirt and jacket. I always wear running boots. You do not know when it would get dirty or when you will have to sprint to catch someone. The streets are humid. A streetlight blinks repeatedly. To either direction, it seems pitch dark even though some street lamps are lit. All the buildings with each window off. The streets sound too quiet. Not a soul in sight. Some lights hit my face making me squint. A car approaches. I go to the passenger side. Tony is driving the car. 

	“You said five.” I say.

	“Got you some coffee, black no sugar.”, he says.

	I nod. The warmth of the cup embraces my hands. It’s recently brewed. I close my eyes while receiving the aroma.

	“At least this smells better than your car.”, I say.

	“Maybe some sugar would have sweetened you up a bit.”, Tony says frowning.

	The car drives off to a deserted street. Tony's car was his father’s. He had given it to him as a gift before he passed away. It is old, and Tony wasn't any youngster, to begin with. Some dents here and there told the story of a warrior, the smell told a story of someone addicted to vapor rub and the gold paint peeling off screams to hold on to the car. He built a police com too as he did not like the new police computer systems. After a couple of minutes driving they get close to the docks.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Dawn – Docks, 01:29 AM

	 

	 

	 

	We get to the harbor. Woah! Tony is as amazed as I am. I rise my jaw a bit. A ship crashed and was halfway inside the docks. It hit another boat and broke it in half. Open crates and artifacts are scattered all over the place, with hay and bubble wraps that looks like someone was in a hurry to open all the Christmas presents. Cop cars with their headlights on, policemen, detectives, verifying the ship, the crates. CSI with cameras take pictures, other agents are dusting for, and the yellow DO NOT CROSS strips are surrounding the ship.

	“Good way to start the day.” I say with evident sarcasm.

	“What the fuck happened here?”, Tony says raising his voice.

	We walk towards the ship. Some cranes lift out crates that are damaged. Smoke is coming from the boats; a firetruck is on the scene. It seems not much fire is coming out it. The firetruck, ambulance, and police cars are emitting a light spectacle. A man with cheesy mustache waves from at far. He sprints towards us.

	“Hey ya, what a mess right? Tony, Meeks.”, says Martinez squinting his eyes while he smiles.

	This piece of shit gets in my nerves every time. His greasy, messy hair, his bushy mustache.  Even his police uniform looks dirty all the time. It’s disrespectful to the badge and department. He is always sweating and always has a hint of alcohol either in his breath or clothing. Tony has his twenty question face so I’ll let him go first. 

	“Martinez. What happened here?”, Tony asks.

	“Shipwreck on the docks obviously. Feds coming soon though. Weird artifacts on the ship, no survivors.”, his cheeks inflate as he lets go a burp.

	“We got to hurry.”, Tony says addressing me. 

	I nod. Martinez follows us.

	“We got broken crates, broken statues, no fingerprints, yet... and we got a dead crew.”, he continues.

	“How many?”

	“Ten so far. These kinds of ships can usually have a minimum crew of twenty. We are still looking.”

	“Witnesses?”

	Martinez points at two homeless men being questioned. They are clumsy and their speech is punctuated with hiccups. They continue walking and watching all the scenery. 

	“Those two bums, but they aren't that reliable. They're drunk and making stories about a shadow monster...”

	“Still I'll need their story.”, Tony says.

	By the looks of it, the wreck is on the millions of dollars in damage. The mayor will not be happy, nor the captain, yet this is not our problem. I signal Tony to move around.

	“Ok, we'll take it from here.”, I say.

	“One more thing detective...”

	We turn to Martinez. He passes his fingers through his upper lip.

	“What is it?” I ask.

	“The corpses have been drained... of their blood.”

	“No blood?”, Tony says in disbelief.

	“Yeah, no blood. Forensics on it. No blood whatsoever.”

	Tony walks away from me and pulls his grey hair, shakes his head side to say and lets out a deep sigh. I press my lips.

	“Strange…”  I say while putting my thumb in my mouth.

	I've only heard weird cases of blood drainage but as something inflicted by another, rituals of some sort. This type of crash could not have been something like this. This ship must have been a while on the sea to clean blood from a ten plus crew.

	We continue walking close to some bodies that are being examined. Even with no blood, the stench of death grasped our noses. The corpses have cuts and lacerations, some are without a hand, arm, leg or have puncture holes through the chest or head. They were dragged instead of just catapulted from the ship.

	“Those are not boat related injuries,” I say.

	“Strange indeed... the way they have been... killed, at least a drop of blood should of appear. Look at those marks…” Tony points.

	We approach a forensic examiner with some tweezers pulling some skin while another is photographing everything.

	“What you got for me?”, I ask.

	“Lot of ash and not a single drop of blood, I think this would even amaze Dexter.”, says the forensics examiner with a smile.

	“Who?”

	“Dexter? Series? TV? He's a cop who is a serial killer? Well, technically a blood spatter analyst.”, he continues shaking his head with a smile.

	“I don't watch TV much.”, I say raising an eyebrow.

	Usually, the TV watches me. It’s hard to sleep and more if there’s silence. 

	“Thought so… We'll know more about it when the autopsy is done. But it’s freakishly weird.”, the forensic drops his smile and turns to his tweezers.

	Weird indeed. A ship of this magnitude should have alerted someone fast enough that a crash took place, so no one could have time to clean this up. To top it all the cuts on the body and limbs are pre-mortem. Why is there not a single drop of blood?

	A sudden burst of car engines demanded attention. Five tinted vans came into a halt and everybody stood frozen for a moment. FBI agents exit the vans and jog towards the ship. Tony pats me on the shoulder. The agents wear sunglasses, badges hanging from their necks and on their hips a gun.

	“Here we go.”, my annoyance is evident.

	One of the agent signals to the other agents and they approach other officers and specialists. As the other agents get to different places on the scene, they flash their badges and start taking over what other officers and examiners were doing first. The agent giving signals approaches Tony and me. He puts his sunglasses on his shirt.

	“Mieke.”, says Oliver showing his perfect teeth.

	“Oliver.”, I respond with less energy.

	“C’mon man we just got here.”, Tony snaps waving his hands.

	“You know the drill.”

	“Oliver?!”, I snap.

	Oliver looks at both of us upset.

	“Just you Mieke. Tony can get us all coffee or whatever. “

	“Ha! Asshole!”, Tony says while flipping the bird. 

	He throws his hands in the air as he leaves. We walk almost side by side from other agents. People are dusting for prints, collecting tissue samples from the walls. We walk away from the group. I already knew what he was going to say; Oliver was predictable and I felt the urgency just to get out quick.

	“You grew your hair?”, he says examining me from top to bottom.

	“Just a bit.”, I say while caressing the back of my head.

	I have a bob style haircut at the moment that practically looks more like a messy bob because I just don’t pay attention to maintaining it. Before I had more pixie look haircut that made me look even more serious. Diane suggested this.

	“What do you know?” he asks.

	“You know what's going on already. What was on the ship?”, I say as I cross my arms. 

	Oliver forces a smile that goes from ear to ear. We have been partners working for the Feds before. I know how things work. I need information to tell the captain on why we have to go from the scene. The feds take over, case closed, move on to the next unless they ask for help. Oliver won't ask for help from the department, just crowd control.

	“Some weird middle eastern artifacts. Apparently to a museum or some exhibition crap, but the no blood caught our attention fast. Just checking for any sign of terrorism or drugs.”

	“Are we going to have any problems?”

	“Don’t think so, maybe tell the captain to send some routine police officer to keep this calm as it can be and we'll do this as fast as we can. Don't want to start a quick media frenzy when I haven't had my coffee yet.”

	I hand him my coffee. It’s cold anyway. He sips it and stares at it. Yep it so cold he can’t swallow it.

	“Thanks, Mieke. We do miss you though.” His voice lowers down.

	I miss being a kid, I don't say it every time we meet.

	“I know I've said it before, but just tell me when and we'll make it happen.”, he says while placing his hand on my shoulder.

	His hand feels familiar. Warming. I pat him on his muscular shoulder and walk away. Oliver and I dated for a while which sometimes make these encounters awkward. Not that we ended bad, but it was more of a sex thing rather than a serious relationship. At least to me. Things were shaky back then. When dad died it was the perfect excuse to end things and move on. All the feds continue taking over the scene from the policemen, CSI, and others; others are asking questions to people who already were examining the situation. A few steps are coming my way. As I turn I bump into Martinez. I feel his gross odor that makes me gag. I close my eyes and breath trying not to make it evident.

	“Ay ya yay, sorry Meeks.”, says Martinez with utter fear.

	Martinez gives me a quick pat on the shoulder. Breathe Mieke, breathe. I force a half a smile and nod. He nods as well and runs off. She sees Tony leaning against his car while drinking his coffee wobbling his head.

	“We miss you, come back, we do this fast? That order?”, he said annoyed doing a bad impression of Oliver.

	“No, but we can stop for better coffee, I don't think I can sleep again.”

	“Better coffee? You know with that attitude you won't win Miss Congeniality.”, he said while pointing his finger.

	We head inside the car and leave. Some officers handing their work look upset. Some drop their hands in defeat.  It's absurd yet I get it. When I was with the Feds we used to do that all the time. Taking over police work like we owned the place. It felt grandiose. Now I see what a bunch of assholes they look like, what I must have looked like back then.

	 

	LUCAS

	 

	Cops are faster these days. I’m sure going to get my ass handed to me. Dirty suit. Dead crew. So much for a promotion now. Bellow the light spectacle looks promising. I can’t see if he’s around. Vibration. Oh boy. My eyes shut and a deep breath leaves me. My phone flips.

	“Tell me.”

	“Lost two men.”, I say tapping various times my forehead with my knuckles.

	“You got it?”

	“Not yet... cops.” I open my eyes annoyed.

	“You know you failed... Do whatever it takes.”

	I see some hands signaling a car. It’s him. Tony's car drives out of the docks. I feel a smirk growing.

	“Don’t worry... it just has been handed to me.”

	The phone claps as it closes. I leap off the crane and land on a rooftop. My feet land so swiftly in that thirty feet drop. I continue to jump from rooftop to rooftop following that excuse for a car. 

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	MIEKE Dawn – Tony’s Car, 2:02 AM

	 

	 

	 

	Tony drives while I stare outside the window. The streets look deserted. Dirty buildings, some trash, fog and fumes coming from the manholes. Looks kind of like a Batman's Gotham city yet no supervillain making a scene. Just mankind, cats and echoes of barking dogs. After the docks, there's just lines and lines of buildings next to each other. The only thing separating some of them are alleys that usually have dumpsters overflowing with garbage. Tony broke the silence from the car. It seemed it has passed a long time, but we only left the docks a couple of minutes ago.

	“So... Diane?”

	“Good I guess.”, I say blinking abruptly.

	“Ah, Mieke. At least you got her. Believe me, I appreciate you being here. I don't know if I told you this before, but you are the least smelling partner I've had.”

	I chuckle.

	“No way! A laugh? Mieke laughing? Shit. This must be my lucky day. I'll play the lotto, I swear, and when I win it, I'll give you something. There is no way in hell that this day is a bad one when you laugh. I should have videoed you or something.”, his grin showed some silver caps on the back.

	“One, you are driving. And two, you don't know how a phone works.”

	“That hurt. That old joke hit me hard.”, Tony grabbed his chest while taking a few times his sight from the road.

	It’s true what Tony said; I haven't enjoyed myself in a long time. After dad died, I left the feds to become a detective. A good recommendation letter and I got the job quickly, but it has been weird adjusting. We were more uptight over there, one mission after the other. Oliver's offer sounds in my head every day, but not until Diane is completely settled.


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Night - The church, 2:13 AM

	 

	 

	 

	The car slows down at a red stoplight near a church. The street is isolated, still dirty, papers on the floor. At daytime, it would have been more of a circus. Cars, taxis, buses everywhere, bikers, cyclists. Everybody is always running from something. No rest in this city. Not to mention the people glued to their phones walking like zombies. Our only company tonight is a homeless man with long hair at the stairs of the church. Tony’s finger drives to the windshield.

	“You know what I don't get?”

	“What?”

	He taps the window in front. Signaling to the homeless with a trench coat that looks dirty, gloves. He had a ponytail, and his face didn't look as dirty as his clothing.

	“Hobos! They ask for money, they don't want to work, they whine... if it was me getting close to that stage, I'll join the army or something, at least the government will pay me and feed me, plus I can kick someone's ass in war, and I don't need to file a report on why I used brute force... ha, ha, ha.”

	Tony hit the wheel. I sighed and rolled my eyes. I take a good look at him. Just another homeless. God knows why he is in the streets. I pass my fingers through my eyes annoyed. I can’t be mad at Tony. He’s good. He used to work with dad for a couple of years. Nice man, good morals, liked to joke a lot and when he asked how you were. It was genuine. 

	I used to come to this church what it seems light years ago. The pointy edges from the elongated columns at the top feel familiar. I don’t know how many times I’ve cursed God for taking dad away. I grab the door handle with force. My knuckles turn white. It doesn't feel quite right to enter church nor to pay him a visit at the cemetery. 

	“What was it like overseas?”

	“Stupid. Paranoid all the time. Sleepless. At least while you are here, the streets seem peaceful even if there's too much traffic?”, she says while passing both her hands from her head to the back of her neck.

	Overseas was a nightmare, to be honest. Between stupid men thinking they are better because of their genitalia and lots of fallen comrades. I got a high rank pretty fast and decided to get to special missions that were off the record. There's stuff that still gives me chills and nightmares. At least that earned me some points to move through the government a little easier. Insomnia is a bitch!

	I let go of the handle, as I was going to brush my hair; there’s a weird bump on my jacket. A sphere like object with some weird design glows white. What in the world is this?

	“And the feds? I bet you still have your suits and...”

	Tony's sentence falls short as he notices the homeless man racing towards their car. He grasps his wheel with his jaw on the floor.

	“Is the hobo running towards us?”, he asks.

	A hard thump goes off on the top of Tony's car. Both look up surprised.

	“What in the hell...?”, cries Tony.

	 

	KOKOLITE

	 

	Usually, cars at this hour pass by. Maybe it’s a cop. Good cop? Don’t want to get closer. All their thoughts running in my head. Everyone’s feelings, stories. I wish I could stop hearing people’s thoughts. This is going to be a long, long night. Boring one. What was that? The street looks calm. It’s weird. Shadow! Oh lord, shadow. Look at me God I’m saving people today. A shadow silhouette jumps from another building. Run Koko! So much for being headache free. Those guys are up to no good all the time. The silhouette lands on the police car. Looks like a young adult with those fancy smanchy suites. He covers his body in shadow. He makes a shadow knife from his arm and impales the roof of the car cutting the driver’s arm deep. A loud shriek came from him. Blood is spilling as the knife leaves his arm. I’m getting close. I hear their names. I hear their pain — the passenger. Mieke it’s her name. She dodges as more knives were going in and out of the roof of the car. I hear their desperation. Her gun is on the floor. The shadow man keeps his assault. Mieke opens her door and throws herself out. She’s petrified at the sight of a man with knives for hands. She’s baffled. Getting close. As Mieke turns, she closes her eyes awaiting impact. I got this! Ain’t nobody got time for dat! I jump over her and tackle this shadow manipulator. We wrestle on the floor. Nice seeing this guy’s suits getting dirty. The other is a Tony. I hear he’s agony. I feel his pain. Mieke I think she’s calling for help. Tony is dazed. I’m feeling dazed as well. The connections. I feel like Powder.

	“Officer down! Repeat! Officer down! Need back up ASAP!”, Mieke screams.

	So I got their names. You are young shadow manipulator. I got your name. Lucas shoves me aside and runs towards the cop car. Mieke takes out a baton and goes to a fighting stance. The shadow man’s hands turn into knives. As the shadow man lunges out with his knife, I leap over the car with my flashlight. I am right beside Mieke and aim the flashlight towards the knife. The light makes the knife become a human hand upon contact. Mieke reacts in disbelief. The shadow man turns his other hand into a whip slamming both of us to the car and making a shiny orb falls from Mieke’s jacket. Shiny? She felt the burn from the whip. I feel it too. I take Mieke’s baton from the floor. I rush to the shiny object. Mieke sees the flashlight. She takes it and throws it to me.

	“Catch!”, she screams.

	I catch it and aim it at the knife, and again it vanishes as the light begins to hit it. I use the baton to hit the hand of Lucas, he pulls his hands against his chest and kneels from the pain. My boot lands on Lucas’s face, sending him flying a couple of feet in the air. He falls to the floor, and the pale man in a black shirt and pants is unveiled again. His white silver hair is all mess up. Sorry, Richy Rich.

	Lucas tries to get up, but he is received by two punches making him unconscious. Mieke shakes her hand and quickly puts cuffs on him. She takes out her ankle pistol. Sirens sound close by and engine roaring. Mieke points her gun at me. She doesn’t want to shoot me. She wants an answer. Oh dear. If I could talk to you in your head and you wouldn’t shoot me. She’s very afraid. Her adrenaline is very high. She won’t understand. Can’t say to her, her own name, she’ll freak out! I raise my hands and point to the shadow manipulator. 

	“He's unconscious,” I say.

	“What the hell was that!!!?”, she says blinking hard and catching her breath.

	“Not hell... evil. Your partner is badly injured, help him!”

	“But uh?”

	“Keep him in the light! The one on the floor, keep him in the light!”

	I feel her hesitation. I run off. 

	 

	MIEKE

	 

	I can’t stop my heart from pounding. Is going to break my chest. Breathe Mieke. Tony is down. Move your feet now Mieke. Finally, my feet begin to follow the next one jogging. I shake my head. Cop cars arrive and an ambulance. Martinez steps out of one of the cars and runs towards me and whoever, that attacked us. Focus on Tony. I hear Martinez scream at me, but I ignore him.

	“Meeks you ok?”, asks Martinez.

	Paramedics rush to Tony. Blood is spilling from his arm. Tony is badly injured and is not responsive. Three paramedics cut his shirt and patch with speed. One of them puts Tony a bag valve mask. He notes that is working. Another is setting some heart monitors to him. The machine starts beeping. I pan and tiptoe behind the paramedics. Focus. Attack. Tony got stabbed. A man attacked us. We used a flashlight? A flashlight?

	“Don’t worry mam, we got this. We'll get him ASAP to the hospital. He has lost a lot of blood.”, said one of them.

	The paramedics continue to handle Tony, applying pressure to his wound as they cart him towards the ambulance. Martinez is in Tony's car. What is he doing? The assailant is at Martinez car. I’ll take him to the station. I arrive in no time in his car. Open door. Engine roar. The thug is on the back still unconscious. Some steps are closing in fast.

	“Hey, hey, hey Meeks I got this. He's unconscious and...”, says Martinez with a forced smile.

	“Call me Meeks one more time...”, I’m so mad my voice is cracking. I hate that name.

	“All I'm saying is...”

	“I’m not getting out! You can ride with the other officers if you want to!”, I hit the wheel to make my point heard.

	He forces a smile and nods. Martinez looks upset as he gets in the passenger's side. Other officers are examining the scene and are stunned to see the top of Tony’s car ripped away like a tuna can.

	“You are a part of the scene.”, Martinez says.

	I gripped harder the wheel and signaled I’ll start to drive. 

	“Yes, mam.”

	The door closes. He buckles up. The car drives in haste. I can't believe Martinez had the balls to take this asshole in custody. I really wish I can punch his stupid face until my hands can’t go anymore. I don't know what the hell happened. It was all so fast. I'm gonna interrogate this son of a bitch!

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Night – Police Station, 2:48 AM

	 

	 

	 

	Martinez’s car stops in front of the station. The precinct door opens, and a line of officers rush. They drag the unconscious thug out. I wish I could just put a bullet on him. Make it even.

	“Is this the son of a bitch that hurt Tony?”, one officer asks.

	“Mieke wants to interrogate him ASAP.”, Martinez says.

	The officers start checking the thug’s pockets. My hands are shaking more of anger than the stress. The pacing isn’t helping to calm down. An officer approaches me. I can’t focus at the moment. I lick my lips. I said “No.” I think he was checking me for wounds. My time with the FBI and suicidal classified missions have let me be on my feet all the time. For quick reactions and helped prepare to keep stress levels low. This time was something completely different from what I’ve had experienced. One police officer presses twice on a pocket from the thug and reaches inside.

	“Just a cellphone.”, he says.

	The policeman flips it open, it only appears received calls from various UNKNOWN. No outgoing calls.

	“I’ll check if I can get something on unknown. Trace the calls, see if I get a hit.”, Martinez says.

	I nod annoyed, and the officer hands Martinez the phone and proceed to move the thug to the cell. The captain enters the room. His height and posture demanded the attention of everyone in the room, regardless of his rank or titles. Even the janitor got out the way as he passed. The only tells of his age were the wrinkles in his neck. You could tell he works out constantly.  

	“I’ve been briefed already. Tony is stable. You can question the man tomorrow.”, the captain says.

	My eyes almost got out of my sockets. My neck is burning up. I clenched my fists with all my strength.

	“Captain!”, I yell.

	The captain held his hand out. I stopped like a dog obeying orders. I’ll bet he’ll give me some sort of treat.

	“After what he did to one of us... He'll be locked up for a long time. Go to your house and rest, that's an order.”

	The captain turns to my ear and whispered with an upset demeanor. “You left the scene of the crime in a rush. This cannot happen again until you are cleared. I know you are in stress, but you have to get your head in the game.” I sigh and press my lips.

	The captain put his hand on my shoulder and gently pulled me to his side and continues to calm me down. 

	 

	MARTINEZ

	 

	Mieke walks away with the Captain. I keep waving like a pendejo until they round the corner. I’m all alone. I drop my stupid smile. Who does she think she is? Y que fuese la más rica! The custodian left his cleaning tools. I drop the phone on the bucket of water. I pick it up and begin to dry it. Smells like shit. It doesn't turn on. Good. Let me get el Lucas ese. 

	He’s still at the floor. Lucas wakes up as I turn the keys to his cell.  I want to beat the shit of this man. I thought he was a professional. I take his expensive suit and shake him up.

	“Where is it!?”, I yell at him.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	KOKOLITE Night – Church, 2:34 AM

	 

	 

	 

	The church is closed. Steps echo through the hall. A white glow comes out of my coat. It’s so pretty. Best thing of saving them is having a piece of heaven with me. I can’t contain my smile. Thanks, Lord for blessing me this night. I don’t mind their thoughts now. They are gone anyways. I’m the one who is left with…

	“Shiiiiny!”

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	MIEKE Night – Mieke’s Apartment, 3:30 AM

	 

	 

	 

	I swing the apartment door open. My shoulders are beaten. My hands can’t go lower. Stupid night. The answering machine is flashing. I push the blinking light. I open the fridge. Gatorade. “Hey, Mieke! I'm staying over Stacy's, don't wait up. Take care” I shug the so-called electrolytes as I hear Diane’s voice. 

	Even in today, there are not much of phones going around, just cell phones, I’m more like dad in that sense. I like having a home phone with the old answering machine with tapes. Dad always said that: "One day you won't be able to rely on those small gadgets". I still keep grandad’s old cuckoo clock. Haven’t fixed it though. I’ve postponed to fix it so many times. I have stopped seen it and ignoring it as if it just would of tell me to "fix me!" if we cross sight. I’m tired, but I’m in so much stress. Punching bag. My fist starts beating it ferociously. Tears run through my cheeks. Blood begins to stain the punching bag. I can’t go on! I can’t… go on. I fall to the floor taking deep breathes. I cover my face while tears escape. I don’t like people seeing my emotions. I hide everything. If something big happened on the day, I would just bottle it up until I got here. I could of keep it up if Diane was in.

	Clothes start falling to the floor. The bathroom lights turn. I get into the shower. Water begins to hit my body. The warm of the water feels like a hug. I need a hug. Blood is mixed with water on the floor, as well of dust and whatever was on the streets where the fight took place. I turn off the water and step out. Panties and a shirt. Just want to sleep now. I hop in bed and turn the TV. I can’t make what the tube is saying. I stare at the ceiling without blinking for a while. Deep breaths. Deep breaths.

	“What... the hell…was... that?”

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	BOUNCER Night - Bloody Mary Club, Close to Sunset

	 

	 

	 

	Every night is the same shit. People arrive at the club. Warehouse, fancy shit. Loud music, us keeping low-level people out, exotic cars, people on fancy cloth with a fake personality. The Bloody Mary Club is where I decided to work. What I’m babbling about. This pays more than your normal eight to five. Lights move side to side illuminating the sky. Celebrities get out of their limousines. Paparazzi are a headache trying to bribe us for photos. What happens here stays here. Always the long ass line with people with their hands cross, tapping their feet look as a few are skipped because they are high-level clientele.

	Rule One of the Bloody Mary Club: People who get in, get to a window where they leave their cell phones and receive a ticket. After that, follow rule two: Have fun with no inhibitions. Today I’m here to guard the “entrance”. Only one lucky winner every night gets to enter. 

	People enter the warehouse, to the very fancy nightclub, lights flashing. Loud music surrounds the place, gorgeous people dancing. At the moment they play the Ashley Simpson, Outta my head remix from Dave Aude. Performers are going up and down with acrobatic skills from clothing on the ceiling. Corporate people are getting shots. Fireworks on drinks are being prepared. VIP sections are stacked. Some people are waving some big vodka bottles with fire sparkles on them screaming. There is a DJ with a big booth full of lights flashing while he's mixing the music. I don’t know why I’m upset. My night always sparkles when Kaitlyn comes out of the bar to deliver the weird envelopes.

	I see her, she has two drinks on a tray with the envelope. Her curly hair bounces as she walks through the sea of people. She goes up some stairs gets to the VIP section and serves the drinks and gives the envelope to a businessman like person. I wish I could stare a bit more through her emerald eyes. Now I remember why I was upset earlier. I see the person ripping the envelope and shoves a woman dancing next to him. She frowns with an open jaw while he ignores her. He smirks, stands and walks away. The woman that was pushed is baffled. Another woman is calming her.

	The man in the fancy ass suit walks through the crowd on the dance floor almost shoving more people and getting into a corridor to the side of the club. The corridor is dark. He gets to me. I gotta pretend I dunno what he’s coming for. He has the envelope. I’ll bet he’ll do a stupid thing and think I wouldn’t slam his face to the wall. He shows the envelope. I let him pass, he starts mocking continues to walk as he hits me with the envelope in my face. I don’t flinch. He has no idea. At the end of the corridor, there is an elevator. He hits the button and the elevator doors open and he enters.

	 

	EDDIE

	 

	Dumb ass bouncer. Tonight is finally my night. After working my ass off, I finally get to meet the so-called prince of the east. I’m well-groomed in my black, grey and white color attire with this fourteen karat watch. I hope is worth it. I don’t have infinite resources like that asshole. Let’s see here. I rip the envelope and take out a key as the elevator doors close. Mirror doors. I twist the key, and the lights turn red. The elevator signals it's going down. My tongue dances through my perfect teeth as I fix my tie and cufflinks. I am the man. My smirk looks devilish on my reddish reflection. The elevator stops, and the door opens. A corridor is almost lit by some light that is producing lots of shadows. The shadows look like they are figures, people, even animal. I can do weird things with shadows, and this is creepy. I swallow hard. I look closely to everything and anything. The corridor doesn’t seem to end. I might as well be on one of those Game of Thrones dungeons. I’m looking over my shoulder every few steps. My grin left me all the way back to the elevator. My right hand is shaking. A grueling silence surrounds me, and these stupid expensive crocodile shoes are pounding hard and echoing through the hall walls.

	After walking for a while, different quick footsteps are heard very slightly. What was that? I clench a fist. My eyebrow rises. A light at the end turns and shows a gramophone. What the hell is that? 

	“This ain’t funny! If you want to know me, you can ask.” I yell. 

	Silence.

	“Hello?”

	I scratch my forehead. This is stupid. Before I take another step, some quick steps echoes. The gramophones start to play an instrumental sound. The music cracks up from time to time, and the sound fades as well. I turn to the gramophone. There must be someone close to it. Those things are old as fuck.  I blink rapidly as more steps, and even quick laughs continue. I’m not going to wait for this bullshit. I form a shadow knife. I stop. I feel like something is watching me. I turn fast. A man with his face covered stands in front of me. I raise my fist. I’m going to fuck you up. I look to the side. Another ninja like covered man runs and is circling. Another circles me as well. And another. Sweat is pouring from my forehead. They are fast. I’m just going to attack them. An Asian man with a ninja outfit smiles next to me. A sting. I lower my head. Blood. More stings on my back. Side. Everything is blurry. I can’t breathe. I scream. I don’t… hear… the grama…

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	RIPA Dawn – Ripa’s Office - Close to Sunset

	 

	 

	 

	I’m tired. Surrounded by dumb blokes all the time. Luxurious office, marble floors, expensive modern furniture simplistic, spacious. Still a void. We as a society can do better. I am tired of all the hiding. Walls with paintings worth thousands or millions of dollars hang. Still, the portrait of the man in an expensive suit, well-groomed with a white porcelain face and the blackest hair perfectly combed hair looks better. Oh, wait that is me.

	The right wall opens separating some wall decor, and Laim and his crew walk in. I do not get their ninja outfits. Whatever, they supposedly are the best.  They should be by how much I am paying these cunts. I put down the paper reading my anonymous gesture. THE LEONARDO GETS HUGE DONATION. Laim’s crew stand in front of the desk. 

	“I'm very surprised you delivered.”, the shortest of them says.

	“I still got some contracts on the street. Now is your turn. Find it quick. Make it clean.”, I say calmly enunciating.

	An alarm rings on the office. A stare down produces an awkward silence. The short dressed ninja removes his mask revealing a man with Asian features. He is smiling mischievously.

	“I didn't catch it all, but I guess we start tonight.”

	My upper lip raises. That is Laim. He thinks he is clever. Cunt. He nods. Laim and the other men go back to the wall where they came from, to an elevator that closes and so does the wall. I head to the window at the end. Another night goes. The Bloody Mary Club. My first project. Now, look at you. Best club in town. Is not enough. Cars start leaving the parking. The big line is disbanding. I feel someone breathing behind me.

	“Almost morning.”, Drake says.

	“We have the sarcophagus, why we need the bloody orb?”, I say annoyed.

	“It is a key. We can't be disturbed.”

	Sunlight raises to hug the city. A shipwreck at the horizon, hospital, police station, church. Another alarm goes off, and we leave the room. The sunlight illuminates the room showing more of the office. The sound continues as drapes fall and cover the office leaving it dark again.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	MIEKE Day - Mieke’s Apartment, 7:06 AM

	 

	 

	 

	The front entrance door closes hard. My eyes burst open. I roll out of the bed gun in hand. Some footsteps are getting close to her room. I go to the hallway tiptoeing and get behind the wall close where the old cuckoo clock is hanged. I pay attention to the sounds. One deep breath. I aim my gun jumping out of the wall.

	“Freeze!”

	“The fuck, Mieke, it's me!”

	Diane's face looks like she saw her life flash through her eyes. She dropped her bag to the floor, but she managed to keep her latte intact. I grabbed the back of my neck. I feel my cheeks burn. I drop my hand holding the gun. Deep sigh getting new air in.

	“Sorry. Diane...Rough night. How... How are you?”

	I put the gun on the table nearby.

	“With my heart over accelerated. Jesus Christ man!”

	I don’t know what would I do if she’s gone. It’s weird to see a younger version of yourself. Though she has long hair, tattoos and with three more piercings. Her clothing is more jovial with a SoHo feel. She is on the artsy side of things.

	“And Stacy?”, I ask.

	“Good now, broke up with her boyfriend again. Needed bff time. We were going to go out, but before we even got to her place a hobo creeped us out, so we stayed in. And you? I can make breakfast.”, she finished with a huge smile.

	“Eh yeah, breakfast... breakfast is fine. I'm a ... Last night was...”, I’m still embarrassed.

	My cell phone on the kitchen counter rings. STATION is on the screen. I dive to answer.

	“Get here fast!”, said the voice on the other side.

	I rush out of the kitchen to my room. Get dress with haste. Shirt, jacket on hand, jeans, boots. Gun is on the table outside.

	“I guess no breakfast then! At least lunch will be nice! Is not always work you know!”, she yells all the way from the kitchen.

	I close my eyes, lower my head and slide my hand from my mouth towards my forehead. Diane opens the refrigerator of our cozy cottage style kitchen and starts putting food on the peninsula. I pick my gun from the little table. I walk back to Diane who is already preparing some breakfast. Veggies, orange juice, bread.

	“Yeah, we'll do that. We’ll do lunch.”, I say trying not to stutter.

	I kiss Diane in the back of the head and head out of the apartment. Diane's face of disappointment kills me. I have to do something to make it up to her. Yet what would have been so urgent? That’ll wait. Station now. I hope I get to question the son of a bitch.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Day – Police Station, 7:39 PM

	 

	 

	 

	My adrenaline is raising. My head is flowing with questions. I pick up my pace almost jogging. I turn to the corridor were the cell lies. Is full of officers. What happened? The Captain and Officer Martinez standing with other officers examining the cell. A sunbeam hits a pile of cloth and ash.

	“What’s going on?”, I ask confused.

	“Your guy escaped.”, the captain says.

	“How the hell!?”

	“I got an officer all night with him, he just vanished. It seems we got ourselves a Houdini.”, Martinez says brushing his stupid mustache.

	“Yeah, detective. I was full of coffee and red bull... I found a lot of dust on the hall and when I came back... nothing...”, one of the officers says.

	“Video feed?”, I snap.

	“I got somebody on it.”, the captain says.

	“Check his mug shot, set up an arrest for fucking Chris Angel. And checkup last night's entered items.”

	“Just the phone. Dead end though. Burner phone, all clean.”, Martinez says.

	I pull my hair and storms off. Martinez and the Captain are behind me walking at a fast pace.

	“Where you heading?”, asks the captain.

	“Disney!”, I snap.

	“You need assistance?”, asks Martinez.

	I ignore the question and keep walking. Both are trying to keep up without actually running.

	“I admire your fire, but that's the same stubbornness that got the best of Herman!”, yells the captain.

	I stopped at the stairs of the police station and took a deep breath with my hand on my waist. I do need to catch my breath as well. Right now talking about dad is like my Achilles heel. I can’t think straight.

	“Tony can't help me now.”, I tried to sound normal. My voice is cracking up.

	“He’s ok, he'll have some surgery, then some rest. Before you know it, he'll be here.”, the captain says.

	“Hell, maybe he'll enjoy a little more being outside.”, mocks Martinez.

	My eyes are blazing. I point my finger between his eyes. He presses his lips as his eyes cross.

	“Shut up!”, I snap once more.

	The Captain made a signal to Martinez to cut it.

	“I’ll need later your info on this case. By the way, heard the Feds took over the docks.”

	“Their case now.”, I say while adjusting my jacket.

	“Mieke! Relax and calm down. Just be careful.”, the captain says while patting my shoulder.

	I nod and continue my descend through the stairs. Captain is right. I should calm down. Maybe seeing Tony before surgery would be good for both of us. I take a look back. Martinez keeps staring at me. Creep. The Captain gives him a push for him to move. He hesitates then walks away.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Day – Hospital, 8:22 AM

	 

	 

	 

	I get out of the elevator and go to a counter and asks for Tony. I show the nurse my badge. The nurse points out the room, and she follows the direction. I’m not that fond of hospitals. At 3 AM waiting for your sister to finish some emergency asthma treatment when little was no fun. But now as a detective, it is a place I visit easily at least once a week. Accidents, rape victims. It’s always something sensitive.

	I enter the room. Tony is lying in bed with his whole arm wrapped and more bruises in the body and face that I remembered. Balloons, flowers and get well cards to fill up the room. What would have been if dad was just sick? I could just make excuses every day to see him. Talk to him, make jokes. I get next to Tony and pat his forehead. He slowly wakes up and smirks. In a vague whisper, he responds.

	“Oh snap.”

	“Hey, you.”, I say in my calmest voice ever.

	“For reals?  Or this is the end or besides that crazy cat, things going to go well from now on.”

	I know deep inside that I haven’t been partner of the year in the force, in fact as much as I wanted to go solo, others didn't want to be my partner as well. Too strict, too demanding. The “bitch” as some call me to my back. The captain liked having me there since every case I receive gets closed without errors whatsoever. Moreover, Tony has tried for a while to get me to enjoy work a little and not take things so seriously. I say to him always: "you have to be serious when lives are on the line". That’s something dad used to tell me too.

	“How you holding up?”, I ask.

	“Well... like shit. And you complained about my coffee... geez. So what happened? I saw the hobo and other than that, it's all a blur.”

	“I really don't know. But that hobo kinda saved your ass.”

	“Shit. And I was all in his ass for being homeless.”, he says embarrassed.

	“What did the doctors said?”

	“After surgery? At least for a month or two depending on how the tendon and clavicle heal. After that therapy and rehabilitation for God knows… Doctor said that I'm lucky no nerves were damaged, nor the way the knife punctured me it didn't follow through any organs. They gave me options for painkillers, I will probably go with the cannabis, but don't tell James though, he is an old fart and will think I'm just a drug addict. “

	“He’ll know either way. That's why he's the captain.”, I say with a smile.

	“So you'll get your wish and fly solo for a while. The only one not too happy about this is Lucy, who has to carry my ass for a while.”

	I chuckle covering my mouth.

	“Seriously play me a dollah in the lotto thing.”

	“Will do. So what Lucy… what did she said?”

	“You haven't seen her? The woman wants me out of the force yet is weird managing "normal life". And I'm off like five years to receive my full pension.”

	The intercom beeps, and the voice of a woman comes out: “Tony, the nurses are coming your way in five, to prepare you for surgery.” “I ain't going nowhere!”, Tony snaps. He makes a gesture like "can't you believe that". I smile gently and grab his hand tight.

	“Take care, Tony. I will see if I try the "normal life thing" too.”

	“You take care too kiddo. And play me the lotto I got a good feeling that things are going to be better for you and me.”

	I hope good things go better for both of us. I let go of his hand and walk away.



	



	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Day – Bistro, 11:49 AM

	 

	 

	 

	On a little table, Diane sips on a cup of coffee and has an appetizer from a chic bistro. She is looking down the street across from the main one that looks a little more peaceful. She has some round sunglasses, a black tank top, a chain of a cross on her neck and a couple of different armbands that accent her polished black nails. Some cyclists pass with their dogs in a basket — a couple runs with their heartbeat monitors. Diane is by herself. I don’t think I remember the last time we had a sister bonding time except for the occasional, Good mornings and Good Evenings. My heartbeat rises. I sneak behind Diane.

	“Started without me?”

	Diane gets up quickly amaze and hugs me. I missed her warmth.

	“Oh my God... the world is ending for real.”, she takes her sunglasses off.

	“C’mon give me a break.”, I say grabbing the back of my head.

	Diane waives to a waiter to bring another of what she's having. 

	“So dead people are on vaca, feds not bothering you anymore, government, criminals are on a picnic day?”, she says with a smirk.

	“Not really.”

	“It’s crazy we have done this less than a handful of times since you arrived... months ago now.”

	“I know, it's crazy.”, I force a smile.

	“So you won a compulsory off day raffle that you didn't participate in?”, she keeps her smirk up.

	“Heh... We got attacked last night, and Tony was injured…”

	“Wait, what...? Did you get attacked? Why didn't you tell me? Are you ok?”, she pressed her palms on the table and elevated her posture.

	Diane spilled some of her coffee in the table and quickly grabbed a napkin to clean it up. I tried to brush the news as if it was nothing.

	“No biggie. Anyways, seeing Tony on the hospital reminded me bout dad and mom, I was asked to take it slow a little bit.”

	“Really? Slow? That’s an understatement!”

	“This city is crazy, and since I've been here, it all reminds me bout dad and mom. Mostly dad, I feel like in a way or another solving case can get me a clue about what happened to him.”

	“Yeah, but you could have stayed with the feds to look that up, you decided to come here.”, she snaps.

	“Well... I decided that you are more important.”, I try to sound convincing.

	“Yet, I'm grown. I'm independent. And we haven't spent that much time together.”

	“You’re right.”

	I try digging my head into my shoulders and sigh.

	“Hey, sis. You are an inspiration to a lot of people. You've overcome a lot professionally, and you are not even old. Don't worry about me. Do you. But take care of yourself too.”

	“Heh, thanks.”, I smile.

	“I don't know… get yourself a man or girl or whatever you are into...”

	Oh my God. I must look like a tomato.  My cheeks are burning.

	“Hey! I don't have time for my little sis, what time I'll have for romance at the moment.”, I try to brush that last sentence off.

	“Don’t wait too much. I love you Mieke.”

	Diane extends her hand. I grab it and grip it.

	“Me too.”

	“I’m going to church early. Wanna go?”, Diane says raising her eyebrow.

	“I… I don't know.”

	“I understand. But what happened to dad isn't God's fault.”

	I force a smile as the waiter interrupts by bringing two sets of vegetarian sandwiches with fruit. Thank you, waiter. I do not want to enter on religious arguments. We both dive into our sandwiches. I force a smile with half a lettuce out of my mouth.  Diane nods as if the food is good. I forgot Diane is full vegetarian now. It’s not bad but… think it’s chicken, think it’s chicken! I grabbed the glass of water and swallowed everything. 

	“So what about you?”, I ask.

	“Me? Well, finishing some paintings, seeing if I can do an exhibit some months from now, working on small things that don’t take that much time to make some money and then do that… do the exhibit. Why I feel nervous about telling you my art stuff?”

	“Because you think I’ll go mad like some years ago for doodling my stuff?”

	“That being serious suits you very well.”

	“I miss it though. You should do something for me later… just not on my gun or my work cloth.”

	We shared a laugh and continue eating.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Day – Near Church, 1:23 PM

	 

	 

	 

	We get near the church. I kill the engine. Diane gets out of the car and waives as she walks to the entrance of the church. I swallow. I’m between the church and the attack of last night. I feel a sting on my stomach almost makes me gag. I walk around. Dry blood and broken glass still are scattered through the streets. I make a fist as I feel a chill run down my spine. Usually, my mind runs fast, and I remember everything like a picture. Yet the picture in my head looks fuzzy. What was the thug holding in his hand? Did I really defend myself with a flashlight? I know it is not a dream because I just saw Tony in the hospital bed. Maybe I had little sleep, and my brain is playing tricks on me.

	A noise breaks my thoughts, and a cat hisses running away from a homeless man with what it seems long hair and clothing on top of a washed up trench coat. Is it him? I jog taking my gun from its holster. The man picks up his pace. 

	“Hey, you!”, I yell.

	He picks up his pace again. I don’t want to run. He is pushing a rusty shopping cart and is rattling all over.

	“Hey you, stop right there! Now!”

	The man turns shaking. Is not him. I frown and bite my bottom lip.

	“Waghh! ... I found the radio, I didn't know it was anyones.”, he says.

	I blinked a couple of times trying to gather my thoughts. 

	“Erghh... I'll, let it slide this time... be good!”, I say.

	The man hands me the radio and runs away. The radio hits the bottom of a garbage can as it leaves my hands. I shake my head. A cat leans towards my boots. A smile appears in my face. Pretty cat. The buildings are stroked by the sun. I caress the cat's head with one hand.

	“It’s still daylight... I'll come back later.”

	I went to her car and kept staring at the horizon nothing in particular just taking a breather. I remember when Diane and myself were younger we used to go camping with dad. There was a park that took roughly four hours to get and was up high in the mountains with turns and turns of nauseating curves. Diane didn't like the outdoors much back then. Now she’ll take any excuse to ride her bike or get out of the house. We went to a camping site where there were other families already. I was thirteen and was becoming a lady so I was more self-conscious of my body and anyone that could stare. I never liked that term, becoming a lady, you get your period and your body prepares yourself to adulthood, plus there are older women that don't know how to behave like a lady. Still,  dad always thought us to treasure our bodies and, he had a little bit of a though time adjusting to the mood changes, rebel teen hormones and what not, yet he managed to stay calm and resolve each situation with a smile. As we were unpacking our tent, provisions and an old hammock my dad had a difficult time letting go, he noticed me staring at a family with a Winnebago that had an outside shower. A girl more or less of my age came out drying her hair. That Winnebago must have cost a fortune back then.  He called me and asked me to help him with a new project. I was confused. Usually, we unpacked created a safe area to make a fire and for two to three days feel the breeze of mother nature and its super cold icy river. No matter what time of the year you came it managed to stay very cold as it was so high. Dad started handing me some materials from the bathroom he was fixing in our house, a flexible plumbing tube, some curtains, and the bar to set them, nails and duct tape. He took a small tool kit he always kept in his car.  We set all the materials close to the nearest tree from where we were going to set the tent.  He told Diane to do a circle with rocks she find nearby.  So she did.  In the middle of that circle. He put the curtain bar and hit it a couple of times with a small hammer. It made like a pole on the rocky circle. The upper part was touching a branch that dad could reach with ease.  He duct-taped the upper part. He took the curtains and told me to arrange them across the flexible tube. So I did.  When finished he grabbed it and took one part and duck taped it to the bar and branch turning it a few turns with the tape. He grabbed the opposite side of the taped tube and tailored it to the branch to create a steady shower curtain that didn't fall. "It isn't pretty," he said with a smile, "but you'll have some needed privacy. Just don't janck it too much, it won't hold much pressure. In my perspective it was perfect. My smile grew from ear to ear, and I gave my dad the biggest hug I think I have given him in my whole life.  Diane didn't care much, she was doodling on the curtains with mud and color berries she found nearby.  The Winnebago didn’t look that good afterward. After that day Diane always had a notebook to draw or paint, and I was looking for the new projects to do. I cherish that from him. I miss him. I miss him very much. I start the car and drive off.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	KOKOLITE Night - Church 7:35 PM

	 

	 

	 

	A drop of saliva is doing its best to hang on to my mouth. I wipe it as I hear screams in my head. Knock. Knock. Somebody is hitting a door. I wipe my eyes. The leather of my gloves smell. Somebody enters the other room on the other side. A woman speaks, “Forgive me father, for I have sinned. I haven't been the best person, these past few days...”

	I squint in disgust. I step out of the confession booth. Where are you? Priest! I call him with my mind. The priest heads up towards me at a quick pace. I whisper to him.

	“Mrs. Johnson is cheating on her husband; she won't tell you it's with her daughters’ fiancée...”

	“Dear Lord...!”, the priest says astonished.

	“Dear Lord? I hope she tells you the nasty deed.”

	The priest brakes a smile and makes a cross to himself and to me. The Priest hands me a red pouch and enters the confession booth. I walk to the holy water. “By this holy water and Your Precious Blood, wash all my sin, Oh Lord. Amen.” I cross my forehead and arrange my hair. Ponytail it is. Easy. I need to wash these gloves. Leather helps with the wear and tear. The titanium plate close to knuckles and wrist is for blocking. I bow a bit seeing the cross of Jesus and whisper: "I hope one day you take me to them". I open the pouch with a mini straw and drink. Oh, Lord. This is divine. I don’t know why this has to be the preferred drink. Too many people drink coffee. Juice? Rum? Like the crazy pirate. I do look dirty, yet I don’t smell like a pirate. The priest lets me use his bathroom. It’s just the day to day stain. I’m glad to have a haven to sleep and someone to call a friend.

	 

	MIEKE

	 

	Three times in less than twenty-four hours. I must be a devoted Christian by now. I stare to all sides of the road and mirrors. This is stupid. Why would I wait for a homeless person? What answers can he give me? I sound like Tony. Sigh. The clock mocks me. It changes from minute to minute slowly. This reminds me of my first stakeout with dad. It was exciting, and boring at the same time, but between the moments dad thought we could talk some deep conversations, some work-related, even guy related as I was becoming a woman now. Still that almost workaholic part I got it from him. It may be harmful to social life, but I feel I'm in a better place with one less drunken, partying person and catching bad guys. Yet I came here for Diane, and I'm nowhere near of that, just drowning myself in more work. The church doors open. The homeless man walks out of the church. My eyes widened. There you are!

	I get out of the car quickly and head towards the him. He walks away from the church quite fast. I pick up my speed. Why everyone wants me to run? He turns to an alley. I turn to the same alley. He is just standing looking to the end of the alley.

	“Good evening Detective.”, he says calmly.

	My eyebrow rises. Deep breathes. I continue entering the alley.

	“How.... the...?”, confusion is noted in my voice.

	The alley looks isolated, dirty and humid. Some dumpsters on the side are the reason it does not smell that pleasant. A couple of lights that provide a very dark atmosphere with lots of shadows. Not the most recommended place to start a conversation.

	“It is not important. You are alive.”, he says.

	He turns around. His trench coat and gloves look dirty. Not a smelly hobo. Maybe his clothes are old. His long hair is tight in a ponytail, he looks pale with some caramel piercing eyes and facial hair that looked more like a hipster. Good looking too. If he is a hipster that will explain the homeless look.

	“I wanted to say thanks though.”, I continue.

	“No need. Just doing a good will.”

	“Last night...”

	“You were followed.”, he interrupts.

	“Eh, yeah but...”

	“Now... you've been followed!”

	“What?”, my heart rises.

	“Run detective.”

	“Run?”

	My adrenaline spikes. My hand trembles a bit to the sudden change. I grip my gun. He starts running into the alley and disappears in the darkness. I holster the gun out and turn a tiny flashlight on. Some footsteps get closer. He’s running my way.

	“Hold it up right there!”, I scream.

	The man takes out an extendable staff and a flashlight from his trench coat. I aim. He has a weapon!

	“Freeze!”, I scream.

	He unnaturally jumps over me. He speeds up, runs on a wall as if gravity didn't have an effect on him, he jumps from it towards the middle of the alley just behind me and slams his now open staff downwards, hitting a man slamming him to the floor. Two more men appear. They have suits like the thug from the other night in the same black, grey and white accents.

	“Defend yourself with light!”, screams the man.

	The two men shifted their hands into a shadow sword and a saw. The shadow men run to my way. It wasn't a dream, I'm still in the stupid nightmare!

	“Freeze now!”, I scream.

	They continue to run. I pulled the trigger. The bullet passes through them as if it was air.

	“Light 'em up!”, screams the man.

	I fire again this time with the flashlight pointing and hits one of the shadow men. He frowned in pain but quickly started attacking as if he wasn’t that affected by the piercing bullet. We fight the three shadow manipulators with our flashlights to stop some attacks. One blade goes to the homeless man. He lights it, changing it to a hand, but the other attack landing on the wall… it sounded like a scrapping metal. One hit and I'll be like Tony!

	Some tires screech close by. Door. Someone else is coming. One of the shadow men throws a punch at me but changes direction and kicks my ribs. The air leaves me momentarily. Too strong. I hit a wall. Now the pain is all over. The hobo reacts and tries to defend me and also gets hit and a shiny crystal ball falls from his trench coat as one of the thugs hits him again. Who is that entering the alley? Is that? Officer Martinez sees the shiny object falling and opens his eyes as if he has found something he was looking for a long time. Martinez sprints towards the crystal ball. The hobo turns and sprints. He slams his staff at Martinez’ hands, stopping him just before grabbing the shiny orb. "Mine!" he shouts.

	Some shadow strikes make Martinez take steps backward. The orb rolls away. The hobocontinues fighting the shadows. I run towards the sphere and catch it and roll over. The orb shines in a white glow.

	Officer Martinez points his gun at me. I swallow. Panting. Hurt. Sweat dripping from my forehead. I rise slowly and carefully trying to read Martinez. He’s still aiming at me. We start to circle around the alley, looking, trying to anticipate each other’s next move. One more deep breath. Sweat drips to my boots. The hobo is still fighting all the shadow manipulators.

	“Give it to me!”, Martinez yells.

	“Martinez?”, I ask confused.

	“I said give it to me!”, he gets upset.

	“What are you doing?”

	“A job.”, he licks his bottom lip.

	“You’re not surprised by any of this?”

	“Heh, give me the fucking orb Meeks.”

	I grab the orb tightly. I hate that nickname. I look behind my shoulder.  The exit of the alley. Martinez looks even creepier with the hollow background of the alley. Making shadowy eyebrows look like he is possessed. Some of his wavy greasy hair sparkles on the light hitting him just above his head. 

	“You did this to Tony!”, I snap.

	 My face is burning up. Nostrils opening up. My whole body tensing up. Martinez forces a smile, passes his finger through his upper lip and cocks his gun. I press my teeth. Grinding them. He has a gun. What’s the meaning for this sphere? I throw the sphere to his way. A gasp. I turn to see the homeless man surprised. He pushes all three thugs with his staff and starts running towards my direction.

	Martinez catches the sphere. It glows reddish.

	“Sorry!”, Martinez says turning his head to the side.

	Martinez extends his arm and pulls the trigger. The homeless man sprints with inhuman fast speed. As the bullet is close to hit I squint awaiting impact. I’m dead. I feel a hand pulling me to my side. A fear expression is noted in my face. The hobo raises squinting grabbing his stomach in pain. My chest is covered in blood.

	“It’s mine...”, he says.

	The shadow men in a glimpse jump behind Martinez.

	“You’re both witnesses! I’m sorry, but you have to die!”, shouts Martinez.

	My eyes widened. I feel the hobo gripping my shoulder. A growling sound comes further from the alley. Martinez and the shadow men turn to their backs. Some yellow eyes appear behind Martinez. My jaw drops.

	“More of them?”, I ask hyperventilating.

	“No... cats!”, the homeless man answers with utter fear.

	He jumps to his feet. Another growl is heard through the alley. 

	“What the fu...?”, screams Martinez.

	The homeless man grabs me and pulls me to my feet. Both run away. I turn to see what’s going on. A huge deep voice growls from the shadows "This is our turf!" Martinez begins shooting towards darkness. Yellow eyes appear all over the end of the dark alley. The firelight of the gun exposes cats, people, a curly hair girl, and Martinez as he is being scratched and mauled by a Tiger claw, and so are the shadow manipulators. Martinez's eyes go backwards as his lifeless corpse lands on the floor. A tiger growl spreads through the city, and I can’t close my mouth.



	



	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	DRAYMOND Night – Museum - right before the orb changed red.

	 

	 

	 

	I hate this job. Boring ass museum. Boring ass exhibit. Egyptians and pyramids. Long halls fill with shit after shit from these motherfuckers. Sarcophagus, pyramid structures, paintings, even mummy on the glass. Jewelry and other ancient artifacts are protected by thick plexiglass. One exhibit has a sign stating that there is a mummy in one of the sarcophagus. I don’t believe that shit. Maybe a foam mummy covered in toilet paper. Walls decorated with geoglyphs or geroglyffs or gyroglypss. Phone rings. The screen says, CRAZY BITCH. I scoff.

	“What do you want? …I ain't giving you shit …that boy doesn’t even look like me. Ah ja. Probably another bitch you screw with. Take me to court then! I'm working, don't bother me, bitch.” 

	I hang up and continue walking.

	“What a bitch! Threatening me to court! Bitch, you don’t know me…”, I say throwing a fist.

	I keep ranting but stop as my phone almost slips. I don’t throw this baby. This shit cost me a lot. Had to wait in line to get it. The sarcophagus that says mummy inside moves. What the fu…  It can’t move. I open my mouth to breath. “Crazy bitch got me jumpy.”, I say to myself.

	“I hope that ain't you Donald. Stop playing. I ain't the mood for your shit right now… Donald… Donald!”

	A deep silence takes over the exhibit. 

	“Bitch got me hearing things now.”

	Whatever. Time to see some good icky icky stuff. I enter the browser. Web page. Porn site. Bingo. My right eyebrow goes up as I keep scrolling looking for something good. Another thump is heard from the sarcophagus. That must be Donald.  I lock my phone. “I say I ain’t playing fool!” I get closer to the sarcophagus. A huge thump from inside makes me fall. I take out my flashlight and hold it as a weapon. I check the sarcophagus. It has more of the symbols with blue, gold and black lines. A carving of what it seems the person that is inside. Also, like the tomb or something where it was. I don’t know I skipped history too many times to be with some honeys. Some continuous thumps start and go on. Something muffled comes from inside:  "heeellpp". “Shit Donald, I got you, man!” Sweat forms in my neck. I walk towards the side of the sarcophagus and twists what appears to be a seal or lock. I twist another one and get stunned by something pointy and blood comes out my finger. The thumps stop. What the hell. I suck the blood from my thumb. A whispers comes out from the sarcophagus.

	“He...lllpp.”

	“Oh, shit. I’m gonna get you out! Donald how the fuck you got in there?”, I yell.

	I get the last seal. As the sarcophagus opens slowly, dust comes out as if it wasn’t opened in a long time. Oh shit! There is a mummy. Looks gooey. Breathing sound comes within. I get near it. I poke it with his flashlight. It sounds like ground meat squished.

	“Nasty, piece of...”

	The walkie-talkie makes my words go off.

	“What is all that noise man? Couldn't answer you I was using the throne. Sending an important endeavor or whatever... you know what I mean.”

	My hands shake uncontrollably as the flushing toilet sounds from the walkie. 

	“He....lllppp.”, says the mummy.

	Oh shit. I back up slowly. I go for the walkie. My phone falls and I can’t control my hand. The mummy in a glimpse of an eye jumps towards me. It is in front of me. I can’t breathe. My eyes super wide. The shit grabs me with super speed. I force with it. Is no use. Super strong. The walkie goes off. 

	“All good over there? I'm not in the mood for pranks today man. Stop being a bitch man!”

	The mummy bites me. I scream. My vision goes blurry. I…

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	MIEKE Night – Church, 7:47 PM

	 

	 

	 

	The homeless man and I run into the church and close the door. A huge echo went through the building. As we catch our breath, I notice the people in the church are concern starring at us. This is late at night there are just a few people. It is one of the few 24-hour adoration churches that still stand. I can only imagine how quiet it was before us. I walk forward and break an awkward smile trying to appear as if everything is normal.  Oh, is not working at all. Not a people person. The hobo signals me to talk to the people which are starring at us confused. They must of heard the gunshots as well.

	“erm...”

	The one place I said I didn’t want to come in and now I entered it with haste. What do I say? There's nothing to worry now folks or there's demons with hand converting into shadow blades that actually stab? Another voice brakes in my head. “I'll go with the first one, people tend to look you weird if you say the other, let me try it”. My eyes widened as I see him take a step forward. What… the hell…

	“There’s nothing to worry now folks. You've experienced a gunshot sound from one of our men in blue. My partner and I have been part of a routine police practice and one of our guns fell and fire. We assure you, they are blank shots, so nothing to worry about. You all can continue praying and do your church stuff. We just came here and let you know that everything is all right.”

	What the hell. “We are at a church. So much hell mentioning. Don't worry I got you”, he said in my head as he winked and continued addressing the people. The people on the church still looked confused. I’m flabbergasted with my mouth half open. One of the people whispered, but since the church was empty it echoed through: “There goes our tax money!” He whispers to me.

	“What? Can you think of something so I can answer you!”, he said a bit desperate.

	“That...”

	“Was crazy.”

	“You...”

	“Where in my head... your head!”

	“The alley...”

	“Had cats.”

	“Cats?”

	“Miau cats. Those hissing cats.”

	“Martinez...”

	“Wanted to kill you and steal the shiny... the shiny? Son of a... they have the shiny.”

	“Shiny? Who?”

	“Little piece of heaven. Cats. I told you already. You're not a very good cop are you?”

	“But ...”

	“Yes, they are the same as last night... I mean different men, same powers with their swoosh thingies, coming out of their hands.”, finally, catch that every time he talks he moves his hands. To explain with them what he is saying.

	We keep staring at each other. I must look puzzled. Stupefied. 

	“Yes, I’m like Dr. X. But I can walk and no I can't move stuff with my mind.”, he continued.

	“That’s...”

	“Not impossible, I know is annoying and I have heard that, times before. The only thing you can do is forget about this and let it go. Let it go. Let it go. I'm going to let you out of the church now, go to your home.”

	He’s is pushing me towards the door. I don't want to think right now... maybe I will listen and leave the church. I walk outside the church with hesitation but continue as my head is starting to hurt. A cop car is parked close to the alley. I run towards it. There’s an officer with a flashlight checking the alley. He takes his com from his shoulder and speaks to it.

	“There’s nothing here. Maybe a prank call or something. I don't see bullet casings, no ruckus.”

	“Officer!”, I yell as I get closer, showing my badge.

	“Evening detective, we responded to a 246, no one in sight, bullets, or assault. We'll take a look around see if anything else appears.”, he’s voice is calm.

	“Yeah… sure. Sure. Let me know if anything comes up. “

	“Will do detective.”, he smiles.

	A pitch black alley creeps her out as some lights of the officer’s flashlight illuminate it. A cat climbs some stairways outside the building. The cat appears to have winked when we share a stare. Cats? Did it just wink at me?

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	KOKOLITE Night - Church, 7:52 PM

	 

	 

	 

	Church people leave. As they open the door the light of the cop car enters the church and fades as it closes. The people of the church mumble as they exit: "Can't believe the shooting." "And the cop how weird." "I don't understand why the other one stayed inside." "Again, tax money wasted."

	The priest gets next to me. I hear all the confessions he has heard. My head is getting fuzzy with all the information. I stare outside as the door open and closes from the people exiting.

	“Something wrong?”, he asks concerned.

	“Something is going on here.”, I respond seriously.

	“Besides the shooting?”

	“I think so.” I nod while taking breathes with my mouth. 

	“We better pray.”

	“I don't think that will be strong enough...”

	“There’s some more pouches on my office K.”

	I nod as people continue leaving the church and giving stares back at me.

	“Something isn't right.”, I say to myself.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	MIEKE Night - Mieke's car, 8:01 PM

	 

	 

	 

	I drive back to the apartment. I concentrate on the scenery. Bars, nightclubs, streets were people are walking by. Street hustlers, movie theaters. Is like there’s another world I didn’t know existed. Her car com is on: We got a 187 on elm street. 240 on north 115.

	What's going on in this world? My breath is not controlled. My hands shake a little. I continue hyperventilating, licking my lips. I grip hard and let go of the wheel on and on. My head hurts, nausea, I’m also hungry but don’t feel like grabbing anything to eat at this moment. No cigarettes. You pushed that part years ago. Be strong. I grab my phone. After a couple of rings, a hello comes from the other side.

	“You at the docks? Good ... I'll be there in a minute or two.”, I speed up.

	I arrive at the harbor. Some FBI agents are still investigating parts of the boat that crashed earlier. The ruckus from before looks more organized. Crates are no longer all over the docks. The DO NOT CROSS is still intact. Yet this time some reporters are outside. Cameras on hand, reporting what they see. Oliver steps outside the boat and walks towards where I’m parking. He starts to jog.

	“It’s good to see you. Twice in a week, I must be in a roll. Good news?”, Oliver says.

	Oliver was always with so much energy. I force half a smile almost shrugging awkwardly. 

	“Not really. What's up with the ship?”, I say trying to change the subject.

	“Eh... artifacts? Corpses without blood at the morgue? The museum is still pushing our butts to finish this quickly. Media are bothering us like a restless mosquito on summer. Why what's up? I heard about the attack. How are you feeling?”, he frowns, actually looking concern.

	“I’m OK. Tony is stable FYI. Nothing. Just got a gut feeling, something here is out of place.”

	“Here? You know this is our scene. I gave you a courtesy since I know you, but other than that... you know... is all politics.”, he shows he’s pearly whites, trying to be polite.

	“Yeah, yeah.”

	I mumble “politics” as I grab the back of my neck. 

	“Anyways if you change your mind...”, he says tapping the roof of the car.

	“Pushy... Question, besides this ... boat. Anything else odd going on that you guys know of?”

	Oliver looks confused. I swing my eyes. I’m looking to grasp the right words to all. To something. Anything!

	“Have you encounter... have you guys seen... cats?”, I say stuttering.

	“The only thing odd is you at the moment.”

	“Shadows?”, I snap.

	“Shadows?!”, he says with a frown while he puts his hands on his waist.

	I can't believe I just asked him about cats and shadows? If I was him, I'll be thinking she has lost a nut or something.

	“You know what, since the attack, I haven't had that much sleep. I will be going now. It has been a long night anyway.”

	“Look. I see you stressed, let me take you out, nothing awkward, coffee, I can cook, or whatever... break the routine.”

	I hesitate to answer. Oliver's cell phone rings. We make an awkward silence hearing the phone. I gesture him: "you should attend to that." 

	“You should probably take that. It's Ok we'll talk later.”, I finally say.

	He sees the screen and turns back to me.

	“Stay outta trouble. Rest well.”, he says.

	We waved at each other. He turns around and he picks up his phone and he gives me one more smile over his shoulder. I shake my head. Head to the car I put the car in drive and press the gas pedal. Cats and shadows really? I must be going mad. Was I drugged? I took some painkillers earlier… where they expired? Cats and shadows… 

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	EZEQUIEL Night - Streets, 9:35 PM

	 

	 

	 

	I’m healing. This world is strange. I look like I have leprosy. Wraps still around my body. Took me some time to figure that people dress differently from before I slept. I walk slowly through the streets trying not to draw too much attention. In this place, no one is noticing. The guard from where I slumbered gave me great vitae. I need more. 

	The roads are infested weird carriage. Not wooden wheels. Closed carriages. A lot of yellow ones with lights at the top.  Some people walk around, getting out my way. I sense their disgust. A man with old dirty clothing pushes cart carrying weird artifacts. He smells. He carries a bag with bread, fruits, and a bag. Potato chips it says. He looks at me.  He looks at my wounds with disgust yet he does not leave. He points to an alley. “You should not go there”, he says. I don’t get his request. Are there laws about places you can and can’t go? He must be a poor man. I won’t take orders from him then. Noise sound from the alley. I walk towards the alley. A man raises a knife to a woman. A bag is on the floor. He pushes himself towards her.

	“I don't wanna hurt you, bad babe. But I'm gonna teach you how a real man feels like.”, he says.

	He passes his tongue on the woman's cheek as she shakes uncontrollably. She weeps uncontrollably. Black lines drip from her eyes. Her voice is fading.

	“Please, please, please… let me go, I beg you.”

	“See I'm gonna make you feel good. You shoulda just showed me your tits and it wouldn't of come to this.”

	The woman's eyes are flooded as the man throws himself to her. His sweaty face, over excess of chest hair is giving her nausea. Is giving me nausea as well. His belly was creating weight on her. I bet she can’t breathe well. He is missing some teeth. Probably he lost them on a fight. He passes his knife slowly through her body going down until he cuts a little more of her skirt. I step completely to the alley. And walk towards them.

	“Limadha la tade almar’at tadhhab?”, I say.

	My words make the man to step away slowly from the woman. He concentrates on my wounds. It looks infected, open wounds, malnourishment. 

	“You seem like you took a beat down man. Why don't you fuck off before I'll make you my bitch too.”, he says.

	I continue to walk towards them. They speak English with a strange accent. I will continue in Arab. Since they heard me.

	“‘ana sawf tajealuk alkulbat baladi.”

	The man takes a step back from the woman and turns to me. His demeanor has changed to a very upset one.

	“Modafocka piss off. Fucking terrorist bitch. Learn to speak American!”

	The woman sees the man distracted and kicks him and runs off. The man grabs his chin and jumps on his other foot and sees her running and gets upset. He throws a fist in the air. He frowns walking towards me trying to intimidate. He takes another knife he has in his belt. He flashes both of them.

	“Fucking terrorist. Now you gonna pay. This is Murica and I'll teach you how to speak American too. Why don't you translate to me what the fuck you said to my face? Goat fucking homosexual.”

	He said I fuck goats? You won’t be miss. As he is finishing the sentence, I get in front of him in the blink of an eye from afar.

	“Da fuck!”

	He is as slow as the guard from before. I grab his neck. I raise him. He is petrified like a statue.

	“I said, I'll make you my bitch.”

	I throw him to a wall. My English is rusty. He slams the wall. His eyes almost went all the way back. I bet his vision is completely blurry. The man starts to shake his head and waves his hands in front of me as he lays on his back in the dirty and humid floor. He blinks his eyes trying to focus.

	“Aw man, it was a joke. Can you immigrants take a joke. I love you Taliban anyways.”

	I walk to the man and kneel next to him as he is putting his hands pleading mercy. I put my hand in the man’s hand, crossing each of his fingers and slowly twisting the man's hand. A scream of agony comes from him. Now tears are coming out of the man's eyes as they are accompanied by sweat dripping from his forehead. I feel the break of each and every single finger. I don’t stop. I continue until his wrist breaks too. In the blink of an eye, I bite the throat. He whimpers and struggles for a while and tries to pull me apart but he's not strong enough to do so. And I’m getting stronger. A sucking sound fades out by a passing horn. My skin starts to look better as it is healing before my eyes. And the man’s eyes are slowly moving upwards. My skin is back. Dark and beautiful. You really can miss what you used to have when you lose it. 

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	DIANE Day - Mieke’s Apartment, 7:00 AM 

	 

	 

	 

	What in the world? There’s noise outside. I wipe the drool from my mouth. I grab a picture frame and heads towards the door slowly. I open it. It’s from the kitchen. I raise my hands holding the picture frame and jump towards the kitchen. As I’m about to scream I see… is Mieke just finishing putting some breakfast on the table. My hands fall in both relief and confusion.

	“And this?”, I ask.

	“Morning. It's been a crazy week, hard week, I'm exhausted and wanted some breakfast. By the way all veggie for you.”, she says with a smile.

	I walk slowly to the stool on the peninsula and sit awkwardly down and put the frame down. I continue to stare at Mieke who continues to work on her breakfast, beating some eggs in a bowl. The immediate smell of sausage hitting the pan made me nauseous. I ignore the doppelganger of my sister in the kitchen concentrate on my plate. Everything smells good. I take a bit of an egg and toast. Hmm… well-seasoned, fresh organic butter. In the plate some orange juice and fruits too.

	“OH my... this so good!”, I say.

	“What? I'm not all guns and badges you know.”, she whines.

	She’s not a doppelganger or cyborg or what not! I figure it out! With my mouth full I open my eyes and point with the toast to Mieke. 

	“You had sex last night didn’t you?”, I yell probably alerting everybody on the building.

	“Wait? What?”, Mieke drops the fork on the bowl all red. 

	“Super good mood. I hope you have a lot of sex then.”, I say with a smirk.

	“I’m trying to do things differently. It seems I'm going to my usual self and it's been stressing me out. This city...”, Mieke sighs deeply.

	“This city?”

	Another huge sigh came from Mieke again, and she pressed her lips as she threw her hands down like in defeat. They fell on the other side of the peninsula.

	“You’re right, this is not me.”

	Oh, no. Now I feel bad. I don’t want to burst her bubble. I stood up from the stool waved my hands palm face down slightly going side to side.

	“No, no, no, I didn't mean to pop your bubble, please continue. I like it. You know you can talk to me.”, I say embarrassed.

	“Again I don't know if it's the stress but... I feel like I'm not in control anymore. Little things look unfamiliar and yet weird things are starting to look normal.”, she presses down her lips.

	“I don’t get it… Anyways, I know you don't believe in vacations and with Tony at the hospital is very unlikely you'll get forced time off. How about I dunno church maybe? Dad used to do it when he wasn't himself.”

	“Maybe, probably.”, she says looking down.

	“You are not a shopping girl, so my options for you are limited. There's no art gallery for months for now. I don't go to shooting rings or fight a huge sandbag that hangs from the ceiling. We can meet up there after work?”

	“I guess... so.”

	 

	MIEKE

	 

	At the moment, the church is the last place I want to go, yet twice things have been messy close to it. I need to find more information about that weird fellow. I don't know if it will work, but maybe Ortiz can help me do a sketch, and I'll run it to the face recognition program. It won't be completely accurate, but maybe I'll get a hit. I force a smile, and while Diane drinks a little bit of her orange juice, I take a bite of my sausage. Diane makes a face of disgust.

	“Or you can smoke and take the edge off…”, Diane says.

	I almost choke. I shake my head in disapproval. I can’t do cannabis. I’ll get fired.

	“I’ll do my best to get to church.”, I say.

	“You get things done on your best.”

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Day - Police Station, 7:45 AM

	 

	 

	 

	I get to the police station. I arrive in an office with lots of face sketches on the walls. Besides the face sketches, there are some actual paintings of beautiful sceneries of the city, fantasy, and superheroes. A woman on a wheelchair is typing on her computer as I knock on the open door. Ortiz’s head pops out of the computer screen.

	“I’ve always said you are super good.”, I say.

	“Ahhh, a little appreciation... most welcome.”, she says moving some of her purple locks from her eyes.

	“It’s a man's world.”

	“James Brown. Although people like my work it is hard to move in these wheels to different crime scenes through the city. But thanks to technology and video phone calls I can do more sketches now. What you had in mind?”, she says with a smile.

	“A sketch.”

	“Shoots. For a moment I thought we were going dancing later.”. a fake frown formed in her face.

	“Funny.”

	“Let me get my pad so we can work this out.”

	Ortiz gets an electronic pad and changes her monitor a little bit sideways so I can take a look of what she is doing. Ortiz nods at me to begin. I describe the face of the homeless man.  She dives quickly sketching on her virtual pad, "facial hair, long brownish hair, piercing eyes, caramel I think, and a face that says I look young, but I have a couple of years on me." Ortiz stops and reaches for her computer and starts typing fast and the only thing moving behind the monitor is her short black and purple hair. "Ha," says Ortiz as she turns her computer monitor.

	“If you are looking for the singer of Thirty seconds but with caramel eyes, let me know, please!”

	I chuckle. The resemblance, though.

	“I must admit they could pass as siblings.”

	“I did say please didn't I?”

	Ortiz widens her eyes and bites her lips as she continues to draw. I keep describing his features to Ortiz. Long brown hair. Pale.

	An officer enters Ortiz's office and interrupts with a knock.

	“Morning. Detective Hertz? Have you seen officer Martinez?”, he says.

	“Not since the other day.”, I press my lips.

	“I was told he was with...”

	“Nope, sorry, I haven’t seen him.”, I say seriously. I force a smile and keep nodding.

	“Thanks, detective. Miss Ortiz! Morning!”

	The officer tips his hat as he walks away. I feel a sting in my stomach and my weight in my head. I stare down the officer as he walked away. Fucking Martinez wanted to kill me, is he a douchebag like him? Besides Tony, I think Ortiz is the only one I have a little more of respect in this precinct. I mean I know I chose to come here because this was where dad used to work but, they all look like students waiting on the teacher to tell them how things are done. No go-getters whatsoever. And they have the audacity whine and cry about what they do here. They wouldn’t last a day in the armed forces. Breathe, breathe... this is a vacation compared to the feds. The scribbled continued until Ortiz brakes the silence.

	“Funny he had invited me out before the accident. I think he's on a religious group called, No Sex No Date.”

	“I thought... whom we're sketching?”, I’m confused.

	“No... Officer dufus, miss Ortiz morning walking away!”

	“I’m sorry...”, I shake my head.

	“Don’t be... I'm currently dating though. An artist! Maybe… not as hot as your mystery man but not a cop. Which is good. Different good… ergh… Btw I think I'm done!

	Ortiz broke my thoughts, and I'm not even concentrating anymore. I'm starting to wonder where everybody’s stance lies. I want to get this over with. Find where mystery man is and check who else is corrupted in this shit hole.

	Ortiz moves the monitor completely to my side.

	“Already?”

	“That’s what she said.”, she says with a smile.

	I chuckled. I stare at the monitor looking at every detail. There you are! Hope I could find more information on you! Ortiz keeps tapping her keyboard and moves her mouse and clicking it here and there until a printer machine begins to warm up.

	“I made Mieke chuckle twice? I must have broken some record have not I?”, her smile was wide open showing all her teeth.

	“Tony has three in a day.”

	“Aww, shoots. So... is he good or bad?”, she makes the same caricature frown as earlier.

	Ortiz takes a piece of glossy paper and hands it over. I grab it and examine it.

	“I don't know yet. Gonna run it through the facial recognition see if I get a hit.” I take a deep breath.

	“Good luck with that. Anything else? Something else you want me to run?” 

	“Yeah. Do you know who is Dr. X?”

	Ortiz looks at her wheelchair and back at me pressing her lips sideways.

	“Har har yar har har! Very funny. Didn't know you knew anything about the comic world.”

	“It wasn’t for your wheelchair. Ermm, my dad, I heard him talk about him once. His alter ego when he was not doing police stuff. However, to make sure... he can speak to people through his mind?”, I feel the warmness in my cheeks and neck.

	“Yes, he uses telepathy to talk through his mind and read them as well. Awesome character.”

	“Interesting…”, I tap my upper lip.

	“And your mom? What does she do?”

	“She passed away too. Died when giving birth to my sister.”

	“So Diane never knew her. I'm so sorry to hear that.”

	My cheeks burned again. I lick my lips to try and change to change my expression to an unfazed one.

	“Thank you though.”

	C'mon Mieke, is not like you to open up! And less at your work. I look down to the sketch and press my lips hard. I wave at Ortiz with a forced smile.

	“No problem, but please let me know when you find my celebrity crush doppelganger.”, she forces a smile as well.

	I mouthed a "Thank you" at Ortiz and leave the office.

	I arrive at what it seems a hoarder’s desk full of papers and start the computer. Problem is… I’m the hoarder. I take some papers up but put them back where they were. I'll do this later. I see the sketch and go back to my computer opening some few programs and typing passwords on some pop-ups on the screen. I move a little from the squeaky sounding chair to a scanner, put the sketch on it and presses the START button. The light of it starts to run from top to bottom and makes a beep when it finishes. I turn back to her computer to see some number scrolling and a pop up that states: Estimated time 48 hrs.

	I press my eyes and take a deep breath. Plenty of time to do other things. I think I'll... I'll go to the church just because Diane asked me too. At night after work. I dunno, maybe it would be good for me. Who knows...

	I get out of the desk and block the computer. I get the sketch. I take a picture with my phone. To the shredder. The tiny blades eat the piece of paper as if it was nothing. Don’t want anybody checking my stuff. Let me catch up with the captain.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Night - Streets - 7:32 PM

	 

	 

	 

	Tired. Hungry too. At least Lucy and Tony are keeping updated the captain. No need for me to visit him every day then. I’m heading towards church now. Some music. 90s rock. I’m not interested much on the new things though. What happened here? Traffic jam. I take out the phone. Let me call Diane. After a couple of rings with no answer, the voicemail starts.

	“Hey this is D, let your message after the beep thingie…”, the machine beeps afterward. 

	“Hey D, I haven't forgotten about church. I'm on my way, just on a traffic jam. Love you.”

	Now I’m stuck on all sides. I get out the car and see a taxi driver out of his car too. He’s a couple of cars in front of me.

	“Hey sir, you know what's going on?”, I yell.

	“Something about an accident. Also, hear about some ninjas bout it all sounds like cuckoo stories.”, he yells back.

	“Thanks.”

	I smile at him. I turn the radio com. Move from one frequency to another. No information on the traffic at the moment.

	“If ye ask me... another government bullshit. You know how this goes. They will create anything to keep us like sheep.”, he yells again.

	I force a smile and nod. I roll my eyes when he turns. I hope Diane doesn't mind, being a little late. I'll take a picture just to make sure she thinks I'm lying. I take a selfie with the traffic jam as background. A big sigh leaves me.



	



	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	KOKOLITE Night - Church, 7:33 PM

	 

	 

	 

	A knock on the door makes me wake abruptly. It’s always the same thing. God forgive me. God forgive me. I wonder when I’ll be forgotten. A girl on the other side. Weird ball. Something of her sister. Their thoughts rush through my head. As she closes the door. I stretch and get out of the booth. Diane is her name.

	“Forgive me, father, for I have sinned.”, she says.

	I wave to the priest. He hurries up.

	“Father? Hello? Father? Are you there?”, she continues.

	Before entering the booth, the priest exchanges a smile with me. We get along well and have a mutual understanding of one another. The priest jumps inside the booth.

	“Tell me, my dear…”, he says.

	I stretch again and head up where the holy water is. Only two people here. I get my fingerless gloves wet in the holy water and use it to adjust my hair into a ponytail. Towards the main hall in the church the cross at the far end of the wall. I stare at it. The Jesus on it portrays how the artist tried to express the pain Jesus was at that moment with his hands and the huge nails encrusted in them. His feet and his ribs all bloodied from the spear that penetrated his skin. Those thoughts are not lovely. Someone new has entered the game. I turn slowly. Five ninja outfitted men stand close to the church's entrance. They have knee to shin pads, chest plates and shoulder pads with teeth coming out. Somewhat of a Japanese oni inspired uniform. 

	“This is a temple! A place for peace!”, I raise my voice.

	The two people praying see the men and run towards the exit of the church. The Priest and Diane heard as well.

	“Please my dear stay quiet, don't make a sound.”, the priest says.

	“uhu”, answers Diane.

	My head spins as I hear their thoughts wondering what is outside. “Stay there.”, I say to the priest on his mind.

	The men don't move. The five men stand aligned side by side, the only one without his face covered is one with Japanese features. All the others have that same oni looking face masks. One of the masked men has two small horns a top. He has very pronounced eyebrows. The Japanese has a small high ponytail. It looks like a mini palm tree in his head. He smiles at me passing his tongue through his lips.

	“I haven't seen the priest; I don't know if you guys want a confession. There are lots of empty benches, I can get him while you wait...”, I rub my fingers trying to make them ready to grab firmly. 

	“You’ve come across something that doesn't belong to you.”, says Laim. At least that’s what I think the others call him.

	“I just took a little of this water, I'm so sorry, was it yours?”, I say while pointing were the holy water is at.

	I start squeezing out the water in my hair to the bowl where holy water is. Just a drop fell to the bowl.

	“All back to its place.”, I force a smile that is evident.

	“Majo, majo, majo. Don't play games. The orb, where is it?”

	Definitely Japanese. Did he call me a witch? I tense up. Open the trench coat and take out my tungsten baton stick that extended to the size of a bo. As the staff is finishing extending I raise my arms with it only to be just close to a sword hitting me. The sound of the metal of both weapons echoes through all the church. One of the ninja looking men is forcing with me. My elbows push back a bit. That ninja landed in front of me with immense super speed. Holy lord. I barely read his mind. I can't read the others now. 

	“Almost majo. Almost. Orb?”, Laim smiles mischievously.

	I push a little bit the first ninja and go backward. Two hits of metal with metal sounded. Now the first ninja and a second ninja were forcing their blades on my staff. That metal echoing blasted through my eardrums. I watch Laim mocking. The other three of the ninja I can’t tell anything about them just one next to Laim with more bushy eyebrows. Here we go again.

	I push the ninjas and throw my staff to stop three blades this time. I feel the veins popping. They are not that strong. But their speed, make their swords land with so much force. Laim and the bushy eyebrow ninja are standing close to the doors, and I’m here defending myself against three ninjas. Beads of sweat are starting to form on my forehead.

	“No?”, Laim says mockingly.

	He nods. A chill run down my spine as I hear their thoughts once again. They are going to kill me. The three ninjas with lightning speed start attacking. I’m barely getting in time to stop a blade from piercing or slashing me. They are so fast, and so are their thoughts. 

	The priest and Diane are still in the confession booth. I feel her tearing up. The priest is giving very low shh to Diane.

	The blades are going so fast that they are making swoosh sounds when they don't hit the staff and a hard metal hitting metal sounds when I finally get to stop them.

	“Your powers won't help you forever majo!”, Laim screams.

	As I’m defending from the ninjas, I see Laim and the bushy eyebrow ninja. Sweat is now pouring like an open faucet. I’m using so much energy to just defend against these inhuman speedsters. As I blink, something seems out of place. The bushy eyebrow ninja disappeared. I panic. The bushy eyebrow ninja appears in front of me between all the sword slashes and staff swinging, and he strikes me with his palm so fast that I fly over the church hall easily ten feet back. I didn’t even fell the…oh, there’s the burn. His hand passed through the swords so fast he didn’t even get cut. I cough. Blood comes out of my mouth. As I get up fast, the three ninjas rush to me.  I stop the three blades again with the staff. They attack me full throttle. Cloth is being slashed as I’m is starting to slow down a bit. That other one was even faster than these three. I didn’t read his mind even when he actually hit me…

	“Maaaaajoooo...”

	Laim's mocking is upsetting, but survival is the primary mission. I swing the staff to block the swords. I change direction and hit one of the ninjas. I change direction again and hit another. I’m starting to get their patterns. As I’m about to hit the third, the bushy eyebrow ninja disappears and appears in front of me again and sidekicks me. I just saw his foot. My vision blurs completely. Air leaves my lungs. I feel a breeze as I’m flying. I feel another hit on my back. I hit a wall. The pain rushes all over me. Besides me the statue of Jesus crucified. I’m over fifteen feet in the air. As I’m barely defining the laws of physics, the bushy eyebrow ninja jumps towards me again. My body is just bouncing off from the wall, and the ninja lands his knee first to my chest sending me back to the wall again. Something cracked. I can’t control my body. My hands open up to the sides. The ninja stabs my right hand. I feel every nervous point alarming me of the pain. At first, I don’t feel it because of the speed. Now my left hand it’s being pierced. I’m Jesus’s doppelganger. Side by side we hang from the altar's wall.

	The screaming doesn’t take away the pain. I feel blood all over my face and hands. The smell of it is giving me nausea. Laim walks towards me and from a single move stabs a dagger on one of my feet. My other foot is moving abruptly from the pain with no synchronization whatsoever. Another huge scream echoes through all the church. I could barely hear it. Sweat. I’m dizzy. I can’t see. I can’t breathe.

	“There, there majo. Now you are like your God. Pity following someone that was killed by his own people.”

	“Please…”, I barely can speak.

	“I can burn your haven you know.”

	“No... please...”, I can’t think anymore.

	“Orb majo!”

	“Cat alley…”, I’m tired. I need to explain.

	“Taro? Street cats?”

	“While fighting with shadows. I don't know if they have them. It fell…”

	“Damare!”, shouts Laim.

	Laim begins to walk out.

	“I didn't say they have it! I didn’t say they have it!”, I scream.

	I need to go another place in my mind. I can’t bear the pain. I hear my blood dripping. I’m sure my hands and feet are making down a puddle of blood. 

	“Burn it!”, demands Laim.

	I scream at them but is futile as they start to exercise their orders. The ninjas go to the lit candles of the church and press it on the tunics, wooden sits and anything close by. All of them stare at the fire that is starting to consume everything in its path. Laim gives a mocking smile at me extending his hands as if he was crucified. The fire starts growing even bigger on the church as all the ninjas exit the church. Everything is fading…

	 

	DIANE

	 

	I get out and from the other side of the confession booth. The priest follows. It’s already warm. The smoke is making me gag. It’s being hard to breathe. I start coughing as the flames get higher and the smoke dense up. 

	“We got to help him!”, screams the priest.

	I stated no with my head. I see who he referred to. I heard the ruckus. I think he’s dead.

	“I know you are terrified, please. He is good. On the name of God please!”, he pleads.

	I clean my tears and follow the Priest towards the man. The fire continues to grow and we cough. The priest gets a ladder from behind the altar and sets it next to him. I recognize the man. I think he’s the church’s hobo. He has yelled at me a couple of times about the cats in Cat Alley. We see the dagger on his feet. The priest tries to pull it out. He’s using all his force. I help him. We give a hard tug and scream, the dagger flies as we pull it out. The bloody man lets out another agonizing scream. And his head drops once more. Blood keeps pouring down. The church statues, candles are melting fast. The priest climbs the ladder and gathers himself below the man’s arm and pulls the knife. It is very deep, and he uses all his strength to take it out. The priest’s veins are popping, and he gives a scream trying to use all his force. He manages in the third try to take out the knife on his hand, and the man falls on the Priest almost bringing the ladder down. I run to make sure the ladder is more steady. I’m sweating. I’m getting dizzy. The Priest sees the other knife farther. He tries to reach it, but he's on the brink of falling. The flames had reached the ceiling already, and parts of it are starting to fall. A huge piece of wood lands on a bench crushing it instantly. My heart stops for a moment. That could have been us. The Priest closes his eyes and takes a deep breath. He opens them and jumps from the ladder, pulls the other knife making them both fall to the ground with the stairs too. I get away of the falling ladder. Both of them hit the floor hard. I go to aid the priest.  He is moaning. Bruises form and a cut on his forehead. 

	“He has lost a lot of blood.”, I say to myself

	I see the bloody man’s eyes open and rushes to bite me on the neck. He’s teeth are sinking deep. I freeze I can’t scream. It hurts. It hurts! I cringe until a screams leaves my mouth. I try to pull him away. The priest gathers he's strength and stabs the man with the same knife he took out. The bloody man is starring at the Priest with piercing eyes. His caramel eyes are looking reddish.

	“No! Let's leave! There's blood on the back.”, the priest says in a demanding tone.

	The man’s fangs look larger than before. I grab my neck. Blood is in my hands. I’m confused. What is going on?  The priest keeps his serious face trying to order around the other man. He keeps starring back at the priest. 

	“Kokolite! Move! Now!”, yells the priest.

	Koko… Kokolite gets up first and extends his hand to help me and the priest but without changing his demeanor. All three are up now looking like people who had a really bad beating and also covered in ash all over. We head to the back of the church.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	MIEKE Night - Streets, 8:04 PM

	 

	 

	 

	The traffic jam begins to move. I raise my hands in the air in victory. What was it? An accident. How lovely. You got to love the accidents produced by cellphones. Don’t text and drive. Since it hasn’t happened to me, I’ll do it. Then Wham! You rear end a car making it slide, hit a light pole and it lands on the street. Terrific. I slam my hand on the wheel and starts maneuvering out of traffic. 

	“Finally.”, I exclaim. 

	Cellphone goes off with an alarm. I frown and hit the wheel hard.

	“And I'm late! Diane, it's gonna kill me.”

	Cellphone rings.

	“What now?”

	I pick up.

	“Good evening.”

	“Can we speak to Mieke Hertz?”, a woman on the other side answers.

	“This is she.”

	“We are calling from the community hospital. Your sister has been injured. For more details, we'll have to speak in person.”

	“Ergh, yeah. On my way!”

	A knot forms in my stomach. I speed up towards the hospital. What in hell happened to D?

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Night - Hospital, 8:25 PM

	 

	 

	 

	The elevator door opens. I rush out of it and go to the nurse’s counter. I take out my badge. 

	“I’m looking for Diane Hertz. My name is Mieke I was called earlier. Which room is she at?”

	A nurse points to a screened area. I powerwalk towards it and opens the screen were Diane lies in a cot. I shut the screen. As I turn around, I see an elder man on a separate bed with his forehead patched with a blood stained in the middle. Who is this fellow? Besides him a priest uniform. I feel my blood boiling through my arms, chest, and neck. 

	“You’re the Priest aren't you?”, I raise my voice, without being too loud.

	The Priest nods. My veins pop out, and I scoff. My hands change into fists. I want to break something now. 

	“Mieke, mieke, mieke.”, Diane says leaning outside her bed.

	“This has to do with that homeless man?!”, I exclaimed trying not to raise more my voice.

	“Is not like that.”, Diane continues.

	I turn to her.

	“What happened? Are you OK? Why the bandages on your hands and neck?”, I’m checking, examining Diane.

	“There was an attack on the church. Some nin… a gang. A gang entered the church and trashed it. They torched the place. The Priest and myself were hiding. Koko... the hobo, tried to fight them off.”, she’s trying to sell my what happened.

	“Tried? Torched the place?”, I feel my nostrils expanding. Is getting hard to swallow.

	“Sit down my dear, please. I know you have encountered, these weird things before. Something is coming, you should stay out of it.”, says the priest.

	“Aren't you a man of God?”, I snap.

	“Mieke!?”, cries Diane.

	“The moment my family is hurt... I ain't staying out of nothing. Where is he?”

	“I need my sister! Please, Mieke! I need my sister…”

	Diane pulls my hand. I start taking deep breathes trying to calm down. Diane wraps her hands to my hand. I pull a chair and sit in the middle of both beds.

	“You know where to find him. Be careful.”, said the priest as he accommodates to the side.

	My demeanor does not change at all, but I see Diane trying to calm me.  I can’t stop to stare at him. This can’t be happening! I can’t lose my sister too. She’s the only thing I got left.



	




	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	RIPA Night - Ripa's office, 10:05 PM

	 

	 

	 

	I’m pressing my lips and doing little nods and pressing hard my already formed fist to my chin. I’m trying to get away from the phone. I’m bloody sure I said fast and clean. These merchants have made a bloody mess. The voice of Claude summoning to council before schedule. I bet some information leaked. I bet someone is not doing what they are supposed to. I spend too much bloody money to be in this position. I hang up. I get up. I stay up. I sweep the whole desk making everything fall to the wall and floor. Papers, folders even the phone flies off. Fucking cunts! A beep goes off, and a red light starts flashing in the desk. I hesitate. I take a deep breath and lean to press it. The desk connects to the secretary. No need for a phone here.

	“What?”, I try to stay calm.

	“Nikolay Lazovsky just arrived sir.”, the secretary says.

	I press my lips hard. My cheeks go hallow. I feel my neck veins popping. I breathe heavily to calm myself. I crack my neck as it turns it to the side of my right shoulder.  I fix my suit and cufflinks.

	“I don’t have an appointment with him.”, I say calmly. I’m annoyed.

	“My apologies sir. He says that what he needs to say can affect you, sir. “

	“…Let him in.”, I say between my teeth.

	Is not her fault. I always talk to her calmly. She still fears me. She is my snack after all. I calmly sit in my chair still taking deep breathes to calm myself. I cross my fingers. The office door opens Lazovsky with a cheerful attitude. The man's suit looks better than what he usually wears. He tries to be on the kumori level. He’s gambling addiction won’t buy him shit. His eyes are green navigate through the messed up office. He smirks.

	“Zdravstvuyte Ripa.”, he says with a huge smile.

	“What is this about Mr. Lazovsky?”

	“Straight to the point eh? No hello? No what can I get you?”, he’s smirk does not go away.

	“You’re like a little brat that wants something. I have things to do.”, I say annoyed.

	“Like clean this mess huh?”

	…

	“Ok, I get straight to the point eh. Here it goes then. I want to be promoted!”

	Nikolay smiles, and for a long lasting second there I don’t respond. His stupid Russian accent makes me want to vomit. I look down pressing my lips and go slowly up to Nikolay's eyes as he takes another breath.

	“You are not part of my clan. I can't promote you.”, I say calmly.

	“But you can talk to mine!”, he’s smirk goes away, and his eyes widened.

	“You are mad mate.”, my annoyance is evident.

	“You say that, but I have a card under my sleeve.”

	A slow sigh leaves me. My eyebrow raises and I pucker my lips. I lean my elbows on my desk and rest my head on my thumb and index finger.

	“Anything else?”, I continue.

	“And I want the Bloody Mary Club. The club and be promoted.”

	“Why the club?”, I roll my eyes.

	“Resources, stop playing sucka. I told you what I want.”, he’s upset now.

	“And why would I attend to your demands? What is the card you got under your sleeve?”

	Nikolay's smiles form from ear to ear, and he gets a little jumpy from excitement. He starts moving his hands continuously up and down like he was trying to make his hands warmer.

	“You messed up. You messed up pretty good eh! You brought outsiders to the city... The council won't be pleased.”

	“Outsiders?”, I say sarcastically.

	“Stop playing suka. Once I tell the council, I will own you!”

	I tilt slowly my head and raises an eyebrow while fixing my cufflinks again. I get up and stroll in front of the desk and lean back. I put my hands on the edge of it. Stupid boy.

	“How old are you Mr. Lazovsky?”, I lick my lips.

	“What’s that has to do with anything?”, he raises his voice.

	“Everything little boy.”, my words are sharp as a knife.

	I clench my hands into fists. I drag them to my waist. I feel the tingly sensation behind my back. Is getting bigger as shadows hands slam Nikolay to the wall. The shadows are covering almost all of his body making it difficult for him to move.

	“When you threat somebody older than you. Make sure you have the upper hand.”, I posture myself.

	“… I'm sorry. I’m so sorry Ripa. I didn't tell anyone. I swear. Maybe not the club, I could just work for you. Do your errands. I could be your errand boy. How about it eh?”, he says whimpering.

	“I know you are sorry and that you won't say a thing.”

	A squint from my eyes makes a giant shadow spike comes out of me. You’re going to suffer Lazovsky. I walk toward him. He starts to sweat quickly while struggling to get out, and saliva starts going out his mouth while he tries to talk.

	“Ok, ok, ok... I'm sorry comrade. Let me make it up to you.”

	The spike goes through Nikolay slowly. His flesh ripping little by little continues. Nikolay starts screaming, blood starts dripping out of him, the gushing sound of the shadow like spike is the only thing that accompanies Nikolay's whining. The whole room starts getting muted, and the noise goes back with more screaming. My demeanor looks unfazed as I feel no remorse for this wanker. Nikolay stops screaming, and his head drops abruptly. I assume posture and all the shadows leave Nikolay and return to me. The blood on the spike falls to the floor. Nikolay's body drops to the floor and starts aging into an older man, probably twenty years older. I turn to the other side and points my finger to a corner.

	“This is on you, old man.”, my voice is sharp once more.

	Drake comes out of the hall to the office, but shadows cover him almost entirely revealing little of his face. I undress. I double tap a button on the desk.

	“Make sure Laim cleans this up. He’s already causing a scene. Is too early to meet with the council.”

	A painting in the wall lifts. My closet is next to the elevator. I like everything close to me. I take another of my expensive suits. Change my watch, shoes, tie, and cufflinks. I cannot deal with spots of blood on my clothing. I see my lean body on the mirror and do a little flex. I look like a rock climber. All of my clan use the same color to distinguish from one and another. White, black and grey tones. Looks a little monotonous but it makes this clan work with our shadows. Better to disguise them through our clothing. 

	“Yes, sir.”, answers Drake.

	“And fix my bloody office too.”

	“Will do sir.”

	The door of the office bursts open and a cleaning crew enters quickly. Two men grab the body and move it to a plastic matt. They lift the body out of the office. Another person is spraying some liquid on the floor. Another is mopping. Between all of them, they are making the office clean and spotless. Is what I pay them for.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	MIEKE Day - Hospital, 6:30 AM

	 

	 

	 

	Aw, shit. Uncomfortable. I stretch out and yawn. Diane is still sleeping. Stupid chair will leave me with back pain and… The priest stares at me. I move my sit so that it faces his bed and lean closer. We whisper.

	“The homeless man?”, I ask.

	“I told you, you know where to find him.”, he does not show any emotion.

	“Are you in deep too?”

	“No. But your world is just going to get much wider my dear.”

	“What do you mean?”, I squint.

	“Oh, I think you have an idea. Moreover, you will wish you were wrong this time.”, he puckers his lips and sighs.

	“My sister life was in danger.”, I point to Diane.

	“Everyday our lives are in danger.”

	“I know but...”

	“You do not! I cannot give the answers you seek. Like everything, there are good people, and there are bad people. Moreover, people you think are good, and they are not and vice versa. He told me that something is going on. Also, by the looks of it... it might not end well.”, he looks angry, but the concern in his voice is what catches my attention.

	“But...”

	“You know already that even your coworkers you cannot trust. Just be careful my dear. Diane will be safe in here.”

	“I don't like this. I don't like this one bit.”, I stand and point at him.

	“You are just like him.”

	“Who? The homeless man?”, I frown.

	“Your father. The fire you have inside, he had it too.”

	My upper body drops a little as if I was just punched in the stomach. And a deep breath answered the priest and his comment. I ugh… don’t… have anything…

	“I am sorry for your loss. He was truly a good man. A good-hearted man. “

	I raise my head. I have a knot in my throat that I’m fighting. I bet my eyes shine. I breathe with my mouth open trying not to tear up.

	“I will go and get him. Tell them to call me if anything concerning Diane comes up.”, my voice was so low I could hardly hear myself.

	“Will do my dear. God bless you.”

	The priest did a cross in the air. I responded with a very forced a smile and a squint as I left the screened area.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Day - Mieke’s Apartment, 7:09 AM

	 

	 

	 

	I arrived at the apartment. I took wrong turns twice. My mind was wondering. The priest caught me off guard with the dad card. I slammed the door, turned to the hall, and pointed to the cuckoo clock and yelled to it:  "I said I’ll deal with you later! ". I went to my room. Grabbed a big military bag and pushed the bed out of the way. There was a little lever beneath. Twist and pull. A hole in the floor lied with multiple guns, revolvers, and bullets. Bulletproof vests, cloth, and other materials to clean weapons. I put in the bag a shotgun a mini machine gun, some batons, magazines, and shells. Kevlar armor just in case. I am going to shoot him. Closed the hidden compartment and saw the room. It's still daytime. I ran to the punching bag and began hitting it hard. Kick it, punch it, headbutt it, then grab it by the upper part and hit it with my knees like Muay Thai. I felt the sweat dripping from my nose. Fatigue took over. For how long I was hitting it? I started to regulate my breathing to lower my cardiac time. I admired all the plaques, trophies and other awards I used to take for granted. Shooting, boxing, Tae-Kwon-Do, Jiu-Jitsu, military, FBI. I decided a while back to keep one of each thing, and the others would just throw it out to the garbage. A picture of me and a young Diane caught my attention. I remember that big trout I fished and Diane had a fake smile that was actually very convincing. Dad took like four pictures since Diane kept arguing she didn't want to be next to a soon to be cadaver of cruelty. That day she said she was becoming vegetarian. Dad flipped out for a minute or two and demanded at least to take a good picture for the album. It is one of the few photos we have together. After that, I concentrated on sports and on police stuff. I became obsessed. Diane kept with her art stuff and photographs. At first, I thought it was a waste of time... probably I still do, but she's getting paid, and she's happy. Phone rings. I want to get back to my thoughts. The ring persists. I swipe to answer. It's the Captain from the police station, they want me to help out with some open cases, see if I can help figure out some outlines to what to do next on them. I look to the ceiling and stomp trying not to make any sound in frustration and finally agreeing. I grab the bag. It’s still daylight. I still got time to kill. I don’t understand why are there so many morons in the force. Wait, what’s that smell? I sniff close to my armpits. It’s me! I'm taking a quick bath first. 

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	HANNAH Night - Alley, 7:45 PM

	 

	 

	 

	I haven’t been this excited since probably chocolate ice cream. All my brothers and sisters are here. Their jackets look super, man. I like seeing them laughing. Weird seeing torches on the city though. Who cares, it’s my day. Today I’ll be a complete Ahket. I have my hawk all fired up. It matches with the torches light.

	“Silence!”, screams Tiger.

	I love how everybody listens to him. I hope one day I can get that respect. Now it’s just too silent for my taste. I’m getting nervous. One breathe. Two breath. Three. I need to concentrate on something else. Humid floor. Trash gagging aroma doesn’t work. I prefer this more than a dysfunctional family. Still, we are like street cats.

	“Tonight is initiation! Not for another member! But tonight we welcome to the family, in this case, a little sister!”, screams Tiger again.

	Now I can’t see with Tiger in front of me. Still, this wall of hunk is not a bad view. His red head it’s so pretty. I love a man in uniform, and his biker jacket with camo pants does the trick. The grenades on his belt not so much. I hope besides the ceremony he notices me. I heard he likes more or less what I’m wearing. I put these cargo pants and a black tank top that is covered in a purple fishnet type of long sleeve shirt. I mean. Whom am I kidding, I’m trying too much, man?

	“Hannah, Hannah! Hannah! Hannah!”, the crowd chants.

	I can’t concentrate. Tiger puts his index finger in his lips trying to quiet down the crowd again, and my left foot started to shake. My lips are hurting from all the pressure I’ve given them.  

	“She’s been with us for a while. And tonight she will prove that our decision… of her becoming one of us was definitely in sync with us becoming part of her. Again we are family. We’ve been scattered …abandoned …beat up by society… by our flesh and blood, our neighbors, friends, and enemies… left to rot… to decay in the filthy streets we make and call nowadays our home. Without any more of long talks and jibber jabbers… our sister!”

	His massive finger follows me. The guys cheer. My names is on everybody’s mouth. My cheeks are warm. Thank God I’m tanner than these guys. My fang escapes my lips. Get serious Hannah! Steps echo closer. Tiger faces me. His stomach is ripped. I drive all the way from his chest, neck into his eyes. For sure I’m blushing now. His hand lays on my shoulder. He’s gonna get burned. My heart is going to escape my chest. It’s hard to swallow. 

	“You already know how to do it. Don't be scared, let the animal in you come out. Remember to breathe.”

	“Okay.”

	Okay? I just said Okay? I bet I looked like a bubble head. What a moron. Calm yourself, man. I feel the air slowly leaving my lungs. I nod to him. I hope he feels something. Anything. I see my destination up front. A wooden box with two torches. Like street performer. My first step towards the box it’s awkward. I slipped but gained my composure quickly. At least I’m a bit taller now. I do a Kung Fu tiger claw. The fishnets don’t look good at all. I do have pretty nails. At least today. It’s go time. My head nods without my permission. My eyes are shut, and my hand flies to the sky. The roar of the crowd is warming. I am ready! I can’t tell anybody from each other. Just Delilah with her glove and handle. Badass weapon in my opinion. Talk Hannah. Talk.

	“You are my family! I will make you proud!”.

	The crowd cheers again waving their fists, flashing their tiger tattoos and hands like tiger claws. That didn’t sound awkward at all. One more breath. This time deep. My hands run from my stomach to my chest all the way to air. I know they are falling slowly, but I don’t feel them anymore. They are running their own course. My breath feels heavier. My fingers embrace, and my stomach feels like something is sucking my intestines from the inside. Dizziness. Nausea. I’m gonna puke. I feel the sweat on my head already. Everybody is watching me silently. I’m not gonna make it. “Her hair is rising,” someone says followed by a slap. My neck, arms, and belly feel humid as well. Tiger is passing back and forth. He’s probably more nervous than me.

	“Feel it. Feel it, Hannah.”, he says softly.

	Tiger has his fist in front of him as he looks like he is gripping hard to something. My fists clench hard. I use all my force towards my hands… I immediately drop to the floor. My strength leaves my body. “Her veins started popping from her skin.” followed a by a shush. My hands tremble, and everything is fading. Everything is blurry. I can’t tell what someone just said. Pain is rushing through my back to the back of my head. I… my…

	 

	TIGER

	 

	She vomits on the floor. Somebody in the crowd says something like she is not going to make it, while some shushes come out quickly. I make a calm gesture. She’s fading away if I’m not mistaken. Now the true feline will come out. Hannah gives out a shriek that quickly goes off. Her eyes open and began to change to a yellowish color. She scratches the wooden box.

	“She’s doing it.”, someone says loudly.

	My extended palm quiets everybody again. Hannah's eyes began to change shape. There you are kitty cat. Her hands began to become more fury. Her teeth pointier. I’m starting to miss her already. She looked cute with her stockings. Her fiery orange, brown and yellowish Mohawk. She’s a newborn, and she has transformed in the first try. I cringe to another scream from Hannah. Her body is trembling, but she stays put.

	“Breathe, don't stop breathing little one.”, I tell her.

	Hannah's ear begins getting pointier, and her size begins to shrink a bit. As the crowd is starting to smile, in front of her Hannah is turning into a big cat. Smaller than she was but bigger than an average cat. Her face is rounding up. Her nose getting smaller. The fur is growing quicker all over her body. Her finger nails get pointier. A full cat is sitting in the wooden box now. Brown, yellow and orange and also she has few white lines. Her fur is in shades of her hair color and tanned skin.

	She’s in the trance now. She won’t remember anything for a while. Her cloth is all over the box. I snap my finger into her cat eyes. No flinch. A huge silence takes over the alley only some swinging chains are heard. I turn to the crowd.

	“The transformation is complete. She can't move until her whole system finishes the ritual. For now, my brothers and sisters. We feast.” I said with a huge smile.

	The crowd throws a loud cheer and some feline sounds as well. Now everybody is lifting their torches higher. Their fangs, fur in their forearms, elbows, shins, sideburns between other places warms my heart. I have been the leader for a couple of years now. These so-called rejects look like family now. They start patting each other on the back, and others start hugging each other. She’s still in the trance. For being a newborn, she took not that much to complete the transformation. The crowd is making way, while I drive through. I see Delilah happy. She brought Hannah from her dark past. People keep patting my back and throwing their fangs in my face. I hope one day I can get better resources for my clan. That way I can finish my plan from taking them out of the streets. I want to take them out literary out from the streets now. Stop being the alley cats from the streets as they call us. Something flies through the air. A bottle drives to my hand.  I smile and wink at the crowd. There is something weird in the air. Something doesn’t smell right. There is a clapping sound. My adrenaline starts to rise. The hair on my head rises. The crowd makes a side. Five ninja costume men are standing. One of them keeps clapping as everyone else begins to get quiet. I slowly bring the bottle down. A stare down becomes awkward between the ninjas and the crowd. The clapping comes to a halt. I heard of ninja men. These, in particular, are banned in cities with too many humans. These guys must be the Laim group the city spoke of.

	“What are you doing here?”, I say in a menacing voice.

	“Taro! Congratulations. I see family keeps expanding.”, Laim says with a smile.

	“I heard outsiders were in town. Thought it was a joke until the church went down. Who paid you to come to the city? The council will...”

	“Taro, Taro. No need to call the council. I'm just visiting an uncle. He's very sick. There's no wrong with that.”

	“You don't have any family. I don't think you know the meaning of that word.”

	“Ow, Taro... That hurts right here.”

	Laim in a very mocking way points at his chest. He slowly begins to smile. The other four don’t say anything. The others have their face covered. The only difference between them all is one that is a bit taller with bushy eyebrows.

	“What do you want?”

	“An orb. The orb. A friend of yours told us you guys have it.”

	“A friend? So you burned the church? So you got your information from the crazy. If it so... you're crazier than he is!”

	Huge laughter broke from the members of Tiger's crowd.

	“Taro? How about you…”

	“We have shit!”, I snap.

	Laim's smile disappeared. He’ll fight us. I can see it. My hand gestures for everyone to get on fighting stance. Hannah as a cat, keeps on a trans like state. I won’t be able to protect her. Too many people to protect. Maybe they’ll dismiss her.

	“Just point us the way, and we go… Orb?”, Laim says.

	“I know how you handle your business. People get ready, we protect our family!”

	Everybody gets into attack position. The chains are swinging. Fists in the air. Fangs out to intimidate. 

	“Orb... Taro.”

	As Laim is finishing the sentence three of the ninjas jump into the crowd with super high speeds. The crowd begins to attack, but the ninjas are too fast. The ninjas take out their sword and quickly slice and dice through some of the people from the crowd. Limbs, blood starts to rain all over. I see one at a distance. I leap and land close to him. I grab the ninja with super speed and throws him off slamming him to a wall. I bet on a broken bone. Some members of the crowd are being slashed, stabbed and killed. Shit! I can’t be everywhere. They are very fast. Something is behind me. I see a sword. I dodge as it barely touches my skin. He’s so fast; I’ll have a hard time fighting him. I throw a chain from the floor and leap into another giving his back. He turns as I’m about to land. My hand becomes a tiger paw. My huge paw scratches him twice. He dies instantly, and his cloth starts to spread ash from were skin was visible before. Laim and the big brow stand still and… he disappeared?! I lose control for a moment. My guys are fighting. Where is he? I feel my chest opening up. The pain dashes as I barely flinch. The sword leaves my chest followed by blood. As I cover the wound, he attacks again. Too fast. I’m blocking with one hand. Attacking with the other. I feel as he mocks me below his mask. I feel as his feet are above my neck momentarily and… and… I failed. Han… I…

	 

	HANNAH

	 

	The blackness is disappearing. Everything sounds faded man. I don’t know if they are cheering or is it a commotion. I can’t blink. Something really is going on, and I can’t move. Tiger grabs someone and throws him to a wall with force. I think something broke. I can’t move. Why can’t I move? Another ninja slashes his sword on Tiger’s chest. Oh no! Oh no! My family. My family! Tiger defends himself. The ninja jumps over Tiger and… jumps from his neck towards another ninja without his face mask. Tiger blinks slowly. His eyes meet with mine. A blood tear in his eyes. Tiger's movement begins to slow down as many falling bodies go to the floor. Some people turn to ash, some turn to decay bodies. Some too old people and another group don't change their physical state. Tiger's hand reaches in my direction… as his head rolls off. The bushy eyebrowed ninja puts his bloody sword in front of the one without a mask, who passes his tongue through it and smiles.

	The other two ninjas keep fighting the almost dead crowd. Laim walks away from the bushy eyebrow ninja and continues towards me. I can’t move. I wanna run. I need to run! Laim gets his sword out slowly and points it close enough to my eyes. I can’t blink. The steel is blocking making my whole vision blurry.  

	“Hopeless romantic that Tiger. You are pretty young. If you see the orb... bring it to me. If not, your death would be most painful, and so will be your human family... that you probably abandoned recently. The streets talk, and we know everything.”

	Laim puts back his sword on the saya. One last crowd member is pleading for his life, and one of the ninjas impales him. Laim gets close to the bushy eyebrow ninja. The sounds echo through the alley.

	“Either I lost my touch or times have changed. The neko will be our eyes on this block. Time to get some city eyes too.”

	The four ninjas leave. A whole floor of bodies is left, some of the blood starts to dry, other starts to clog, and some of the bodies start to become ash, other bodies start decaying. Tiger’s body begins to turn to ash as well, and a gust of wind enters blowing it to my face. This is a massacre. This is genocide. A tear begins to come out of my eyes. I can’t wipe it. I can’t move at all.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	MIEKE Night - Church, 7:55PM

	 

	 

	 

	I get to the church with haste. What a mess of work. The detectives running them were doing a poor job, and the Captain insisted me to have a look at it. Between frowns, upset and embarrassed faces, I managed to organize all of them. A few jokes about my unorganized desk came by, but still, I kept all my cases under wrap. In the end, they thanked me for the help, but the truth is my head was elsewhere.

	The church is all burned up. Ash, burned wood, melted religious icons were all over it. Some candles are on the outside of the church like a solidarization to the building, with flowers and ribbons too. I holster my gun and a flashlight. My finger twitches a bit wanting to be on the trigger. Rule one of holding a gun, yet if I see him I want him to eat a bullet. All the church looks ruined. Diane could have been under that. It looks worse than what both D and the priest told me at the hospital. My feet are doing loud noises under the cracked floor. One in front of the other. Slowly. My feet come into a halt. There you are, son of a bitch. He is looking to the melted cross a top of the main hall. The only thing that can be recognized is the burned feet of whom is supposed to be Jesus. I aim with both the gun and flashlight.

	“The world is coming to an end.”, he says.

	“My world is being destroyed since I met you.”, I feel a crack in my voice.

	“Your sister is safe now.”

	“My sister...!”, I snap.

	“Could have been dead. And she isn't.”

	“Did you bit her?”

	A long silence met with us. The paused seem to last forever. I’m anxious. 

	“Did you bit my sister?” I scream.

	“I’m just a beggar... looking for God's forgiveness.”

	“Did you...”

	“You know the answer to that.”

	My lips pressed and my finger is battling going backward to pull the trigger. What is wrong with me?

	“The answers to your questions are more important than your anger. The Priest told you already... it would you expand your mind?

	“I want to kill you!” I shout. Sadness is taking over me as well. 

	“What you have learned through your training and branches and whatnot, is nothing for what you are about to see. This isn't a rabbit's whole. There's no blue or red pill. You are part of it now.”

	“Shut up! Shut up! You, crazy person!”

	“You called me crazy?”

	“All that comes out of your mouth does not make any freaking sense!”

	His eyebrow went up as he pointed his finger to the temple of his head. The son of a bitch reads minds! Can it be true? This man will surely know it, and it was getting harder to be in front of him. Some things he said did not make any sense, and some were like talking to some shrink. A weird one. I didn't imagine it! He was talking to me telepathically! He looks spooked.

	“What?!”, I shout.

	“Do you have other guns?”

	My right eyebrow rose at the question. I have many guns I can unload on you!

	“The ones that did this are close by, do you have...”

	“Yeah, I ...”

	“Quickly let's go.”

	Without any hesitation, the homeless man ran past me stepping outside the burned church. My gun pointed to him the whole time. Why am I hesitating? Stupid gut feeling. I am going to shoot you sooner or later!



	



	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Night - Alley, 8:01 PM

	 

	 

	 

	We arrive close to the alley where Martinez… disappeared? We made a pit stop first on my car. I put the Kevlar on just in case. Shotgun in hand, gun on holster a mini machine gun on the other side and some extendable batons. I’ll probably look like I’m going to war. I’m not dying tonight. A bunch of ash blows our way. We continue moving forward with precaution. Blood clots, some discomposing bodies, ash-covered clothing are all scattered through the floor. This would be a terror/horror film anywhere. The director just has to say action, and it would have been perfect. The smell is horrendous. Decomposing flesh and old meat on a warm refrigerator that stayed too long. A cat is standing still at the end of the alley, but at the moment we do not give it that much attention. What the hell happened? I swallow at sight. He seems pretty much normal walking around. He is not bothered by any of this.

	“I gotta call back up.”, I say.

	“No. They own it. You know that already.” He doesn’t turn.

	“They? Who are they?”, I frowned trying to decipher all the theories running through my mind.

	“You are getting an idea that you don’t want to admit.”

	“And this?”

	“Part of your new world.”, he turns to me and sings that sentence.

	We continue searching the area. The scenery looks grotesque. So much ash. Yet there’s nothing here that indicates larceny. What the f...

	“Who were...?”, I ask.

	“Cats... all cats.”, He interrupts me.

	“One can you stop interrupting me and two, make sense.”, I press my lips in anger. I’m using all strength to not scream at him

	“Uh, yeah sure. Transformers.”

	“What?”

	“Changelings?”

	My head hurts from the annoyance and confusion. He sighs frustrated and grabs his face. He proceeds to fix his ponytail as he starts speaking and arrange a bit his trench coat.

	“You know when something is one thing and changes to another thing...? This is what this is. They look like me, but they turn into cats.”

	What… did… he… said? I continue watching the bodies until I see the cat once more. It’s not moving. At all. I point out to it.

	“And that cat?”

	“I don't know I can't read it?”, He frowns and twists his head.

	“You can read cats?”, I open my eyes.

	“What? No. Cats miau, these cats think.”

	How does he know? How can he read minds? Medium? Psychic? It’s frustrating. When he speaks, it makes no sense. Other things he says I don’t even bother because he is weirdly stating the obvious...

	“I read minds, I have constant voices in my head of everybody, of nobody, is annoying, but I have to deal with it. You in the other hand are thinking you entered a bloody swamp with God knows what below the water and are cautious not to step on a snake or crocodile or something.”, he says contributing to what I’m thinking.

	“Psychic?”

	“Nope… no. I read minds. You know for a good cop like I see in your head you don't follow what I'm saying that good. By the way Kokolite, Mieke, Mieke Kokolite nice to make your acquaintance and not get shot.”

	“What kind of name is Kokolite?”

	“What kind of name is Mee-kah? What kind of name is Achilles?”

	He had a point on the name thing, yet what did he say? I get closer to the cat. That cat keeps on a trans like state. Not moving, not flinching. Weird cat. Usually, they start looking curious at new things and or scram at somebody getting closer. Kokolite lifts a jacket: "Tiger, oh Tiger, what in God's name happened?" He moved his head abruptly. He dropped what I guess is Tiger's jacket.

	“What?”

	“Do you hear that?” he asks.

	“Hear what?”

	“Yelling? Is getting closer.”

	I look around. Everything is still. Whom is getting closer? The cat hisses making me flinch almost dropping the shotgun. The cat jumps over me and runs towards Kokolite in haste. He evades the cat, but it jumps back towards him in a swift motion landing in top of him and making him fall. It seems the cat weighted more than it looks. As I run towards Kokolite, I stop. The cat starts transforming in what appears to be a human that now is trying to hit Kokolite. Limbs are growing, hairy legs, hair, breasts, back, neck. A young woman? A cat transformed into a young woman? I freeze for a moment trying to analyze… trying to make… sense!

	“Get off me hairball!”, screams Kokolite.

	“Grrr... You... crazy son of a ...grr miau…”, the feline girl yells back.

	“Can you finish changing before attacking me... what is with you girls today?”

	The girl sees me pointing the shotgun at them but with no intentions to fire. She turns back to Kokolite, now him striking her. She falls to her back, and he rolls back and gets up. She continues attacking Kokolite he dodging her easily. While dodging her, he tries talking to her.

	“Little... girl... hormone... person... cat person... can... we... talk... I ... know what... you... are going ... to do...”

	He finally grabs her arms and raises her a bit. She is still kicking and screaming, what it looks like is a parent holding a toddler that is out of control. He’s like five elevenish; she is like five three. She looks a bit taller because of her curly Mohawk. Between anger, frustration she starts sobbing.

	“My family... you! Because of you... you! They are dead... they are dead, they are dead!”, she whines.

	Her kicks start to slow down, and just a deep crying starts. He puts her down and hugs her hard. She is resisting, but he presses harder to keep safe from another attack and looks at me.

	“Get me her clothing please.”

	I’m still baffled. Kokolite mentally talks to me. “Mieke! Pssst, Mieke! Get me her clothes were the cat used to be.”

	My eyes widened again. I swear somebody fucking drugged me and I'm on induced coma or something. Finally, I snap from statue mode and run towards the clothing. I grab it and run quickly towards both of them. I hand the clothing to the girl, she grabs it and starts dressing up still sobbing.

	“I know what you think of, but I did not send those monsters towards you... I know better than to stay away from Cat Alley.”, he says to the girl.

	The half-naked teen adult gets dressed, and Kokolite cleans his trench coat as if everything is normal. Like nothing has happened. It is not normal. Whaaaa…

	“So she changes into a cat?”, I ask.

	“And I read minds...”

	“You know, is not normal right?!”, I scream.

	“I can't believe you are hanging out with this piece of shit.”, she says.

	“Excuse me?” I raise the shotgun. 

	Kokolite raises his hands.

	“Wait, wait, she means me ... piece of shit... although that is offensive young lady.”

	“I’m not young!”, she says.

	“You are three years old, so you are young.”

	“What?”, I ask.

	Kokolite snaps his fingers towards me.

	“Meeks you gotta keep up.”

	“Don’t call me Meeks.”, now I felt the fire in my eyes.

	Kokolite's eyes grow big and surprised. He takes a deep breath and starts using his hands to try and explain to me.

	“We are children of the night. Different but the same. Now I'm trying to comfort Hannah mentally and being in two conversations at once is a little difficult.”

	“You gotta be joking...”

	“Not really, I could do jokes if you want to though. What we need to know is who send the ninjas, and something about an orb. Unless that guy over there knows something.”

	Hannah and me turn to see a dark man standing looking to the alley. This day can’t get any worse. I get my badge and lower the shotgun. I flash the badge to the man.

	“Sorry, sir you cannot be here. We are the police. We have an ongoing investigation, you gotta move or you will be trespassing.”

	The man did not move. Both Hannah and Kokolite are getting upward straight trying to read the situation with the man.

	“Not human cop!”, yells Hannah.

	“I’m not on the mood for another surprise!”, I say.

	I raise the shotgun nervously. Not human… The man continues walking very slowly.

	“‘Ayn hu aljarm alssamawi?”, says the man in a deep voice.

	“Can you speak normal English man!?”, yells Hannah.

	“It’s Arab... orb? My Arab is a little rusty.”, I say.

	“Oh good another orb guy.”, cries Hannah.

	The man moves a little revealing his stature and composition. His damaged clothing only reveals some wraps around him. Old sneakers. Ripped jeans. Another hobo like Kokolite? His physic and demeanor look intimidating. Tall black man, built, looks like he goes to the gym. 

	“I can't read his mind.”, Kokolite says.

	“Weren't you...?”, I ask.

	“He must be old or very mentally strong for that.”

	“Elder old?”, Hannah asks.

	“Dust old.”

	“What are you talking about?”, I ask.

	“kan aljarm alssamawi huna. hal tamtalukh? 'aw yanbaghi li'an 'aetabir dhlk?”

	His voice makes me uncomfortable. I bet the others too. Kokolite speaks to me: “Watch out.” My hands begin to shake a bit. I grip the shotgun harder. 

	“The orb was ...here. Do you have it? Or do I need ...to take it? I think he said.” I say stuttering.

	“Orb asking guys are up to no good!”, yells Kokolite.

	“Hey man, we don't have shit!”, yells Hannah.

	On a blink of an eye, the man jumps right in front of me palmed the shotgun upwards. The barrel hits my face. I squint as my face stings. I pulled the trigger reacting too late. The shotgun fires to the sky and flies from my hand. The hit of the shotgun hurts and the sound made my ears muted, and a firm beep continued to echo through. I felt a fast sting in my stomach as well. I flew various feet in the air only to see the man’s hand closing from another palm strike. My vision blurs as my body is accommodating into the humid, dirty floor. Kokolite runs towards him and tries to attack, but he evades and back fist him sending Kokolite to a wall. The man looks at me. As he is speaking, I’m trying to catch my breath. All my pain nerves are awakening.

	“Kunt albashri. Alnnawe alkhass la ymkn 'an yadurr li hatta law 'aradt.”

	“You are human. Your kind can't harm me even if you wanted.”, I mouthed to myself. 

	I try to stay in control of my body. I want to be here. What is going on? I keep trembling. The fear is catching up to me, but my curiosity is winning. I just witnessed a man that I thought had inhuman like abilities, tossed out without a sweat. Metal scratches the floor. Hannah picks some chains. She rushes towards the stranger and he waits till the last second to evade her. She continues swinging the chain trying to land a hit on him. Only the fast swings of the chains are heard, as both of them are moving very fast and not making any extra sounds. The man smirks. He stops and the chain hits him. The impact was so strong that a cut of an open wound appeared on his face. As Hannah smiles that she landed a hard hit on him, his cut heals in no time. Hannah’s smile disappears in an instant and changes into one of terror.

	“la 'astatie 'an yataearraduu lil'adhaa!”

	“I can't be harmed...”

	He strikes Hannah with an open palm sending her flying a few feet before landing in her back on the floor. C'mon Mieke, move! This a combat situation. I get up and draw a handgun and shoot at him. He moves through the bullets except for one that hits him in the chest. As blood splatters, the bullet wound heals quickly. He appears in front of me. He slaps the gun from my hands and smiles. No way! How was he so fast? I feel a bit of air entering my eyes as I open them widely. A staff swings close by. It hits the man in the head with tremendous force.

	“Dodge this!”, yells Kokolite.

	The man flies and lands on a wall and Hannah goes back to attack him and so does Kokolite. I feel like a chicken without a head. What do I do? What the fuck do I do? Whats… that? Are those? A pile of clothing with ash on the floor with some grenades. Grenades! I sprint towards it. I hear the commotion all around me. The man is fighting off Kokolite and Hannah. He grabs Kokolite's staff removes it from his hands and hits Kokolite like he was playing baseball and right after he swings hitting Hannah too. In a very rusty English, he speaks.

	“I’m done playing! The orb! Give it to me!”

	I throw the grenade towards him and without watching he catches the grenade and turns to me. 

	“This is not the orb!”

	“Duck!” I shout.

	I throw myself to the floor and a tremendous BOOM! sounds off as the grenade explodes on his hand. Shrapnel and smoke consume the area. I get up after a while just to see Hannah still covering her ears and Kokolite against a wall with his feet in the air. My ears are still recovering from the bang but I remembered being ambush too many times on the army that I recovered in no time. I run to the stranger. He’s kneeling with most of his skin burned, bloodied and with shrapnel pieces stuck to it. He looks at me upset.

	“You can't harm me!”, he yells.

	The wounds heal rapidly. I take the mini machine gun, cocks it and unload it on the son of a bitch. He tries to stand.

	“Argghhhhhh!!!!”, I scream.

	The magazine unloads fast. The bullets go through his hand, chest, thighs, stomach. Bullets stop. I take out another magazine. I aim. Kokolite is walking towards me and so is Hannah as I pan out to different steps. The man’s wounds are not healing that fast now. Kokolite and Hannah are standing behind me.

	“Can’t believe a pig saved my life.”, Hannah says.

	“Hush newborn. At least be grateful.”, Kokolite says grunting.

	“I have nothing to be grateful! Because of you, my family is dead!”

	Hannah hisses to Kokolite and walks away checking the bodies. Kokolite pats me on the shoulder. I’m still not moving my gun from this guy. My breathing is heavy and I’m shaking but ready to fire if I need to. The black man is also breathing heavily as he is holding his stomach and chest area that is full of bullet holes. Kokolite looks at me. I nod. I got this. I take one hand out of the gun just to wipe some of the blood I feel in my lips. I touch my right eye and squint. A sting of pain. That’s going to swell up probably.

	“Can you talk?”, asks Kokolite.

	“I'm wounded Seelish... not dead.”

	Kokolite pauses and opens his eyes wide astonished.

	“It’s been long since I heard that name. You are looking for the orb... why are others looking for the orb?”, Kokolite continues.

	The man laughs. Kokolite looks at me. Maybe if you hit him he’ll talk? Kokolite looks at the man, sighs, then punches him in the face. Kokolite turns his head sideways and raises his brows.

	“Just that you know... she made me do it.”

	“Kokoyou!”, I scream.

	“Koh-koh-light... What? Geez. So you are old and not letting me enter your mind.”, he turns to the man.

	Kokolite takes his fingers that are out from his gloves and wipes blood from him and puts it on his tongue.

	“So with his blood, you can see what he knows?”, I ask.

	Kokolite looks confused and watches the man like I’m crazy.

	“Where do you get that?”

	“Movies or something?”, I say.

	Kokolite rolls his eyes and moves right in front of the man. He makes eye contact and puts his hands on his head. I can't believe all that is going on. These two say they are children of the night or whatever and I have to believe that? Real vampires? I bet the third one is as well. I don't watch TV that much but is no secret about movies, about...what am I’m talking about? It is absurd, they move incredibly fast, I have seen them withstand damage to kill an average person, and yet before me, one just survived a grenade blast and a full machine gun magazine. My handgun is on the floor. I bend and pick it up. It goes back into my holster.

	Kokolite smiles to the stranger.

	“Did you…?”, I wonder.

	“It is hard to concentrate with your mind screaming. But I'm getting something, he has lost lots of blood and is concentrating on healing and I'm trying to crack him.”

	“How can you do it?”

	“Come closer.”

	“What?”, I almost shout.

	“Come closer.”

	As I’m getting closer, Kokolite is standing. I get to his side when Kokolite grabs my handgun quickly, and he shoots at the man the whole magazine of the handgun in a swift draw. I aim at Kokolite as many questions drive through my head. 

	“Just putting more hurt on him.”, Kokolite says raising both his arms.

	“You’re crazy!”

	Hannah laughs incredibly loud from the other side as she is testing a glove with a handle that she just put in her hand. As she extends the handle, it looks like a retractable commando saw. Kokolite hands me the handgun.

	Kokolite ducks in front of the man once again and puts his hands side by side to his head and press them hard. We stand next to a pool of blood.  To say he looks awful is an understatement. Bullet holes everywhere. Kokolite said that the man is hurting and his main concern will be healing more than blocking his mind. So I guess this means he has a way to crack him.
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	The man fixes his eyes on me and vice versa. I see he has age behind them. As I keep the stare down Mieke's voice, and the surroundings around me are fading. My hands are becoming numb. I feel like air is sweeping me away. The trance is starting. 

	“I hear your name already… Ezequiel.”, I say. 

	Our breathing is synchronizing. Everything starts to fade black.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Night - VOID, 8:17 PM

	 

	 

	 

	Ezequiel is standing next to me on a void. I pass around and try to look to the horizon but just see at complete darkness — not even a floor. We are standing in nothing.

	“Weird. So I guess your name is Ezequiel? Or is that what you just call yourself?”, says Kokolite.

	“You are not the first Seelisch that tries to enter my mind. I'll show you, but you know that at the same time... I can see yours too.”, his voice echoes through the void.

	I take a look around again trying to make something of the void. I look up and down at Ezequiel. He is just a figment. He is not truly here… is he? As I nod, rain pours with wind and thunder. Ezequiel vanishes. Water rises fast. I run, as I do the void starts getting trees, grass, rocks, life stock running, birds flying past. A hill! I sprint to it. The water is already as high as my boots. I struggle to maintain pace. The place looks like an open forest with small trees. The water keeps rising, now fishes are swimming past me. I feel my heartbeat raising quickly as I’m doing everything in my power to get to the hill that is slowly being covered in water. I climb it. There is no land high enough to be above the still rising water — just more hilltops. I pan from side to side. Some screams are overheard farther in the distance. Some people struggle to swim. I should save them. Oh no… my hands start shaking. Hesitation. I can’t move — river rapids scenario in front of me. I’ll get dragged. What do I do? What do I do? I panic and throw myself in a sitting fetal position and make a cross on my head and chest. 

	“In Nomine Patris et Fili et Spiritus Sancti... Help me God, please... Please...”

	I raise my head as water starts getting to me. Something grabs me — a hand. I have no air. I can’t breathe. A drowned woman and child next to me. Redhead. I tremble.  I’m starting to faint. I can’t control my breathing. I rock back and forth on and on. 

	“No, no, not again... No!! No!!!”

	A giant wave comes by and knocks me out of what is left of the hill. I start paddling. Not-graceful at all. Panic. A weird sounds and at a brief moment a thunderstruck and it illuminated far away.

	“A boat... help! Help!”

	A giant boat appeared far away. My cries for help were pointless as every time I tried to scream; water filled my mouth. Something about the boat seemed odd yet similar. I stared at the boat while trying my hardest to stay afloat. My eyes open big.

	“Ezequiel! Ezequiel!”

	Another wave ran over a tree is riding the wave as well... Oh no. NO! NO! NO! As the pressure of the tree hits me, everything goes black. 

	I’m still conscious. Did I drown? Did I die? Am I in heaven? Hell?

	I feel something below me. I’m lying down. Ezequiel stands next to me. I get up frightened and noticed everything is all dried up. How long was I out? But I have not been out. Ezequiel is starring at a fire a little farther away. I look everywhere to see if I know where we at. Darkness, the moon, silhouettes of trees is the only thing I can appreciate and far aside from some light from the fire. I run towards Ezequiel. I tried to push him but did not make him move a bit. I’m using all my force. I feel the tension all over my arms.

	“The flood! The flood! Why in God's name you bring me to this!?”, I scream.

	Ezequiel does not even flinch. He continues to stare down at the fire. Some voices are heard coming that way. I look at the fire, then back at Ezequiel and back to fire. I walk to see what is happening. I climb down the hill. My heart begins to thump harder and harder with each step. After walking for a while, I see a woman. She weeps to twelve people. She has dark skinned with what appears to be braids. The look is to modern for what this time appears to be. She has a black dress with black bracelets with some earth and tree designs. Her earrings are made of bones and a necklace with the skull of a small animal. She has a big choker with the same metal like the bracelets with the same designs and a little oval bone in the middle. She has a weird simple crown that looks like tree roots. Her eyes appear to be all white. There isn't anything humid, so this must be another time after the flood. I keep walking and step to the fire pit. It looks like the saddest campfire to be, definitely no kumbayas tonight. The woman is kissing the forehead of the twelve as she is putting a sphere like thing over them, that dangles like a necklace. I see there's both women and men amongst them but hard to appreciate their faces because of their hoods. The only thing I can tell is their height mostly. Some are tall, others small and others just average height. Some look skinny, some look chubby, obese, light skin, brown-skinned and other shades of skin color. Their hands adjust the necklace given to each one of them. Are those?

	“That’s the shiny!? That's the orb he spoke of? I held it before.”

	The twelve people start going in different directions. I stand close to the fire. As I start to move the woman moves in front of me like if she’s hovering and places her hand on my shoulders. I freeze. My eyes widened. I hold my breath. All background noise starts to fade, and a deep echoed voice of the woman surrounds through the air. She speaks in a native tongue I don’t know yet understood. Usually, I have a mental connection. I hear people’s thoughts. I got nothing on her.

	“This too is for the good.”

	The woman pushes me, as I gather my balance back I’m no longer at the campsite but in what it seems like a temple. Rust, dirt, torches walls are replaced where nature, trees, fire and the woman who just pushed me were before. The air is dry. I cough. The amount of dirt is impossible. Is mental. I think I feel it. I think I sense what surrounds me. It’s all in my head. Someone weeps. I follow the sounds. I enter a bigger chamber. A man is hugging a young man next to an open Egyptian sarcophagus. The man takes the orb necklace from his neck and places it on the young man. That’s the shiny I held. He speaks in an old Arab.

	“Protect this with your life since this is the only key to me. No man can harm you. No immortal can harm you enough to lose it. If they get me, destruction will be upon the living and the dead.”, said the man.

	The boy nods and starts pulling a chain that is lowering the upper part of the sarcophagus, and the man starts to enter it, now his eyes are tearing up too. A loud thump sounds that echoes through the chambers. The young man places the orb in the sarcophagus to lock it. The young man turns around revealing a young Ezequiel. He has a hood and underneath he has ancient Egyptian cloth, with golden bracelets up to his forearm. He walks out of the chamber and continues through the halls. I follow as Ezequiel picks a torch and gets to the outside, where only a huge moon is illuminating the area. He was born literary, and grows? Today that doesn't happen. You get bitten, and then you start developing your powers. We are in a dessert. Some men with camels are waiting for him. They look strong with great physic and clothing accordingly to ancient Egypt.

	“The pyramid will start to build tomorrow. Khufu will give the order, and all will be in place. I'll be the next elder for the time being.”, said Ezequiel.

	A man with skulls on his neck makes some hand signals and moves one of the camels, and they ride out. I look at the moon — big shiny. It fades away. I’m left in the void. Whispers. I panic. I fall into a sitting fetal position. My mind is making me woozy.

	“In nomine Patris et Fili et Spiritus Sancti.”

	A big scream makes me jump. I run where the screams came, and a woman is dead next to a more adult Ezequiel. The room is big with curtains and is looking at a small pyramid outside. A woman helper is screaming as now Ezequiel is starting to wake up from a very detailed, and luxurious ancient bed. He sees the dead woman next to him and starts crying, holding her, screaming. Soldiers come running to the room including the Vizier. They shout in Arab once more.

	“Cease him! That's the pharaoh’s wife!”, yelled the vizier.

	More soldiers continue to pour in the room with ropes, staffs, swords. Some begin to wrestle Ezequiel; others start swinging the ropes. He continues screaming at the woman as more soldiers are hitting him, and finally restraining him. He has ropes over his neck and limbs. The guards take Ezequiel outside and continue carrying him through the desert into the pyramid. 

	Ezequiel is all tied up laying in an open sarcophagus and in a dark chamber. The Vizier enters the room with a torch. Ezequiel looks at him upset and tries to wrestle his way out the ropes. The Vizier orders the guards to get out. The Vizier laughs and Ezequiel gets more upset.

	“Make a wish to a djinn, the order is set for your execution. Buried alive!”

	Ezequiel sees that it is pointless to continue fighting. He calms down.

	“I can make a deal with you. Tell me about the orb, and I will kill you, that way you don't suffer much.”

	Ezequiel starts struggling again and screams.

	“You set me up! Fool! You will die! You will die! I can't be harm by you. They will kill you!”

	The Vizier gets a dagger from his waist and stabs Ezequiel and takes out the dagger, but it falls inside the sarcophagus. He looks at Ezequiel that is in pain but were the wound was now has healed as if nothing had happened. The Vizier looks frightened.

	“Impossible! They said you are not a god! You are no god!”, screams the Vizier.

	“You have doomed us all! You have doomed us all!”

	The Vizier starts lowering the top of the sarcophagus fast. Ezequiel continues to scream as the top of the sarcophagus lays upon him, his voice fades out. The Vizier goes outside. Three men are closing the entrance with a huge rock. I’m aside of the Vizier that waves his torch upwards and looks where four men in horses are standing by. A sandhill far away. The horsemen light up a torch and wave it, and the vizier responds with a quick wave downwards of his torch. The Horsemen shut down their torch and leave, the Vizier looks confused but still mounts on a camel and leaves with the other three men. A low “Kokolite” resonates. “Kokolite!” It continues a bit more aggressive. Mieke is standing behind me, and she gives me a tug.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	MIEKE Night - Alley, 8:18 PM 

	 

	 

	 

	Kokolite is still crouching in front of Ezequiel. I give another tug to Kokolite.

	“Are you ok?”, I ask.

	“Um... How long was I out?”

	“How long? You said, Ezequiel. You sounded weird talking in Arab, and I gave you a tug?”

	“It seemed forever inside his head.”

	Hannah is close by and is readjusting the glove in her hand with a handle, and she has some chains on her neck as well.

	“I told you he's crazy. You gonna get yourself kill, man. Just like my clan if you keep being with this freak.”, she says.

	“I didn't ask you.”, I snap.

	Hannah raises her shoulders and rolls her eyes. Hannah starts walking away.

	“Whatever man. I'm out.”

	I lower my gun. This guy is bleeding over here. Hannah heads out. Kokolite, I don’t make him that much of a threat.

	“Let her be. She's still emotional.”, Kokolite says.

	“I don't know her. I don't know you! And I don't know him either.” I point to each of them.

	Some police siren sound off closing to the alley. Kokolite opens his trench coat and takes out a red pouch. He places it close to the man but far enough, so he has to move.

	“Ezequiel. You’re no evil man. I have many questions. You heal fast so that blood will help you.”

	Ezequiel sees the pouch and nods. Kokolite stands and pats me on the shoulder and a gesture that we have to move. I keep staring at Ezequiel, and he nods to me. I leave the alley with Kokolite. Ezequiel is left bloodied, with bodies still scattered from Hannah's clan and starts leaning towards the blood pouch.

	I leave here with more questions than answers. I know that Kokolite at some length will answer a few of them but still will not satisfy the urge for so much information on the event that just occurred. Still, the words children of the night and vampire lingered in my head, making it difficult to concentrate on what will happen next. Diane is still at the hospital, maybe she will get out soon, the church is burned out, and yet I’m with a stranger that the I don't know... at all! I feel a little more comfortable knowing that he has put his life on the line for me in this short period of time. We get in the car and drive off. The lights of the police car get nearby as I speed up before a street light turns red. Did it take that long for the PD to get here? I’m starting to think that I can’t confide in anyone on the force. Maybe Ortiz. I’ll put a wall up for everybody at the moment. What now? What now?

	“Now? Either rest or go see Diane.”, Kokolite interrupts my thoughts.

	“You should not be entering someone's mind without consent.”

	“Can you shut your ears up?”

	Before I could answer, Kokolite kept going but with each sentence angrier.

	“You can't, can you? I hear everyone's voice all the time. You want answers? So do I! How about who is Ezequiel? Why the urgency of the orb? What does it do? Why I've been cursed? Why my family was taken away from me? Why don't I have the urge to eat you?”

	My feet slam the brakes, making the car come to a halt sending Kokolite's head to hit the windshield. I draw my gun out. Kokolite rubbed his forehead.

	“Easy peasy! I will not hurt you! However, will it kill you to tone it down?”, he says.

	I keep the gun up. Why the hell I haven’t pulled the trigger? Situations like this are when dad's voice would have taken over and as a defense mechanism, the bullets from the gun would of continue the conversation. I don’t know why I continue to doubt myself as of why I’m not acting as I was trained. As a police cadet, soldier, war, the special missions which were even higher stressed situation than anyone could have thought of. But now I’m dealing with something completely different, and for some reason, I’m not trigger happy. My whole body is tensed holding the gun, but at the moment it felt heavier. Maybe it was the time. It’s late. Maybe is all this new information bursting my brain creating more and more questions.

	“Let’s get you something to eat, and I'll talk.”, he says.

	“I’m not hungry.”

	Kokolite raised his eyebrow while pointing his fingers to his head and quickly squinting since he touched where he hit his head. I do not take my eyes out of him but lowered my gun and started to drive again. Fast. He's unnaturally fast, agile, heals quick, knows very well how to fight and still can read minds, so he will know my every move. At least inside the car, his movements would be limited, and I could crash the car if needed.

	“You got to understand, that the man whom we fought is not normal, even for us. So for you now... yes the word in your head is true. No! Not all of us are the same, and not all of us want to suck your blood. We need blood, just not yours... you know what I mean.”

	“Not really.”, I keep staring at him from time to time.

	“How about you ask questions?”

	My head shakes without permission. I lick my lips. I’m looking for questions. They disappeared. Why I care if the questions sound weird. This is weird as it is.

	“So you're a vampire?”, I start.

	“I thought we established that earlier, but yeah, I am a vampire.”

	“So the red pouch was…?”

	“The red pouch was blood.”

	“Immortals?”

	“Yes and no.”

	“Explain.”

	“We can live forever as long as no one kills you.”

	“How?”

	“Many ways. Next question.”

	I grip the wheel.

	“Powers?”, I say with a sigh.

	“Depending on clans.”

	“How so?”

	“Depending on how you turned is how you get your powers.  If the person who turned you can read minds, you my friend, are able to do so. Just not other abilities. Imagine getting into boxing, but you can't learn dancing.”

	“Weird how you said it, but I get it. How many clans?”

	“Twelve. You know after this you cannot go back to your normal life?”

	“How so?”

	“You know too much. They watch you; they watch me.”

	“What? Explain.”

	“They are everywhere. You are paranoid at the moment, and it will get worst.”

	“Explain.”

	“We... they control everything. Cops, politicians, religious leaders, the old lady that always asks you help to cross the street. Everything. You will find out that your words could even get you killed, depending on whom you talk to. Your sister will be on danger from now on.”

	“Why me?”

	“You? You think you are special or something? Wrong place, wrong time, and you listen, so you're alive.”

	“The orb?”

	“The shiny? You and I held it when you were attacked with your partner. It seems it is a key, for what? I don't know. But what I do know is that it will be dawn soon and I don't got a haven.”

	“You’re not staying with me.”

	“Didn’t think it was an option... but I gotta move before the sun rises.”

	“Sun can kill you guys?”

	“Not all of us. In my case… yes. It can kill me.”

	I pull my head to the side. The information was flowing incredible fast. Some questions that I needed were answered. I want to ask a million questions. Start profiling these clans. Their powers. Their weaknesses. Kokolite already skipped a question, so I do not think he will answer all of them. I can’t just carry a diary to write down everything. I wonder why is he telling me some things but not all of them. Maybe it was true the not being special. Or maybe I’m connected to it somehow. How?

	“You got a headache... you should drink something. Let’s go and see Diane; maybe I can sneak into an empty room, and avoid the blazing sun.”, he says.

	I grunt. My apartment isn’t an option. Kokolite was right, I am getting a headache, and that pisses me even more. I lost control of situations a few times in life and see that my world has opened up so much makes me uncomfortable. I feel even alien to what other mysteries lie ahead. I don't know if I should ask him about Louis and Lestat? Kokolite turns to me with an annoyed face.

	“No... not even Edward.”, he says.

	He sighs abruptly and scratches his head disappointed as the car speeds up.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	RIPA Night - The Council, 8:25 PM

	 

	 

	 

	This is all the same. Every single time. Even the office is boring. Polished concrete walls, just a desk. The secretary behind it. Cold, not inviting at all. The only thing giving color to this room are some million dollar paintings that could be done by a five-year-old if given a chance. Art is a good way to do money laundering without breaking any treaties, so in this case, they are very valuable. The secretary keeps pounding her fingers behind a keyboard and moving her mouse from time to time like a robot. Annoying. Her perfectly put hair bun hovers from side to side from the monitor. A beep sounds from her computer, she touches a Bluetooth speaker in her ear, and she whispers something. Her head pokes aside from the computer screen.

	“They are ready for you Mr. Ripa.”

	I nod and stand. I tilt my head to the side. I feel the snap. Relieves the stress. I fix my suit and walk. I catch her looking as I pass by. She jumps to work immediately. I enter the rustic designed doors that open automatically on the hall next were the secretary is sitting. The room more or less the same as the other. The only difference I look like I am standing in a spotlight scene where people on benches are looking down on me. The five creeps with their expensive suits pop in their chairs with their hands gripped as I accommodate to the center. Always judging these creeps. Antiquated. Hair well-groomed and have a golden ring in their pinky. The middle councilman lifts himself a bit. I hate his French accent.

	“You know why you are here?”, says Claude.

	The voice of this old man punctuating each word as to let know that he is being heard. Calmly but you could feel a sense of authority being call for. It makes me want to vomit.

	“You needed to tell me something in person I presume. Something that could not be said on an email.”, I respond.

	Claude' s forehead pops one of his veins.  He tries to remain in his composure.  He blinks twice and gives out a half smile. Precious.

	“I advised you to leave the sarcasm, Mr. Ripa. You know that the council and the society have been here for many, many years and we plan to continue it that way.”

	“It is reminded to us all from time to time.”

	“The reason why you are here Mr. Ripa is that you are close to exposing us and probably start a war.”

	“How so Mr. councilman? How am I close to exposing us all? Won’t that affect me? Even so… how I am close to starting a war. I have been at my office, doing your work. Gathering more resources. Being a nice puppet.”

	My words are chosen carefully. I maintain my composure. I take slow breathes. Claude takes a slight breath and forces a half smile again this time showing part of his denture. Ugly crooked teeth.

	“The church? The Ahket from the slums of the city?”, he asks.

	“I have no recollection of what are you talking about. I heard of it, what it has to do with me? It's a small world, and people talk and gossip nonsense.” I smirk.

	“We have been doing this for a long time. Long before you were born.”

	“And as I as well. I know the politics gentlemen. There must be proof of my wrongdoings as well as a hearing of what my actions have done to impact our people. If policies, agreements, and truce were held.  Let me remind the council, that our district, our whole state has seen more resources in every aspect since I've been appointed to this area. Also, I have done nothing to go above law.”

	“Yet you know an investigation must occur.”, The elder with the fat chin on the right says.

	“I know the laws. Do it. Now hear me. If nothing comes back to me. If there is no proof I will take this as defamation, to myself, my work and my clan. Since there's no need to get things to escalate I'll let it slide on one condition.”

	“One condition? You are being called on by the council and still, have the audacity to… demand something?”, says the tucan on the left smashing his bony hand on the table.

	“I know the politics gentlemen. You will need to do your investigation and find valid proof of what I’ve been accused of… I am pretty sure nothing will point out to me… and yet … I have been summoned…people have seen me. Also, the council must meet some sort of… compensation for any irreparable damage to my image.”, I finish.

	Claude leans back in his sit and presses his hands together. The others keep their grouchy faces on. The only asshole with balls here is Frenchy.

	“And what is that Mr. Ripa? What is the compensation you see fit to accommodate you… if… we don’t find evidence?”, asks bird nose again.

	 “I’ll have a seat in the council.”

	Claude jumped from his seat and pressed his lips sticking his tongue and with his teeth biting his tongue. I see it hurts yet he hides his pain. Not that well. The councilmen got nervous and started whispering. Claude shushes the other members and little by little they settle down.

	“Order, order! Settle down.”, he says.

	Claude rises firmly in his seat and leans his hand on the bench appearing taller than the rest of the council. His lips pucker up making his cheeks shallow.  He is looking to make sure to be heard what comes next. 

	“And if we do... if we find something that points out … that points out that you Mr. Ripa were behind any of these … wrongdoings as you said…”, he pauses for a long time.

	“You'll be exiled.”

	I force a grin acting on it very convincing as I do not worry. All the tension goes to my jaw. To my hand that becomes a fist on my back. This really is something to be worry. Being exiled is no joke, and just the sound of it will make anyone nervous. All the vampires in a way or another know each other. If exiled I would go to a place remote from vampires and practically be a stray in the vampiric world. I’ll bear markings of sunburn that told I’m no longer with them. No other vampire will dare to help me, and if they did, they will be executed. Vampires getting exiled began getting popular on the 1700s and later began a mockery of them until the first publication of living vampire among humans happened. Some people became fascinated, others were scared of us. Soon extermination of some clans began as well as a way to control the vampiric population. Those exiled and exposed almost on all occasions were hunted down by our own. Vampire fanatics that thought if someone was excluded he or she will reveal all the vampiric world secrets and leave them exposed and vulnerable. To humans, vampires are just a fairy tale. We live among them. We follow treaties in order to keep it that way. Anything that breaks any treaty could start a world war. Keeping vampires off the human radar is imperative.

	“Anything else gentlemen?”, I ask.

	“That would be all, for now, Mr. Ripa. Remember we still have our monthly council to discuss progress and expectations from your side.”

	The councilmen show me the door as I’m good to leave. The door closes behind me and my whole body tenses up. How I would like to murder those bastards. I feel the air running through my body as shadows are forming around me. I take a deep breath and tilt my head and proceed to fix my tie and suit. My hands still tremble from anger. Can’t give them reasons at this time. I will not be exiled. Another deep breath. I close my eyes. Air slowly leave my mouth. Everything is silent except the ongoing typing on front. I open my eyes. The secretary is still in her robotic stage, with twenty open windows in her computer, typing, moving her mouse, dragging things from one place to another and from time to time moves to fix her glasses. I walk towards her. I smoothly caress her neck without permission.



	



	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	MIEKE Night - Hospital, 8:35 PM

	 

	 

	 

	We exit the car. We head out looking everywhere. I still don’t know what may lurk through the shadows. Anything close to the unusual things seen today will alert Kokolite. We continue to a bathroom with an OUT OF SERVICE sign. It has not been used in a while. Dust everywhere. There are some materials in a side probably that will be used to remodel it. Grout, wall and floor tiles, calk, tubes, and others rest aside. Still dirty. Probably budget reasons to finish it. We open two faucets. I see myself for the first time since the fight we just had. Blood, dust, hair all messed up. I have seen that face before. Not the face of war, or secret missions, a face that was not supposed to be alive but it is. A face of a survivor. I'm alive. My body tenses up. I close my eyes and take a deep breath, and my mind wonders where I don’t want it to. A bad time when I almost got killed by an ex-boyfriend, a frat boy, a jerk, an excuse of a man. It was very late, almost dawn when he got into a tiny apartment we shared. He was drunk and wanted to have sex. He busted through the room door and was loud and obnoxious. He woke me up, and I was in no mood. Had been studying all night. I needed to get up early in the morning. He didn't care. He continued trying to do it anyways, and I refused. So he used force against me. I tried to force him off but little by little he used more strength, and he was becoming agitated with each passing second. He managed to throw me from the bed down to the floor. He kicked me two times if I remember correctly. It took all the air out. My vision blurred out. The pain rushed through my head, and I squinted hard, like never before. The pressure of my nerves reacting. The pain. Before I could even think he grabbed me, threw me against the wall in a coward way. A cheap painting fell close to me. All that respect I gave him, to have no walls with him, a sense of security vanished. He punched my face various times. What I’m seeing right now is more or less that same image. As I tried to get myself up. I got a glimpse in the bedroom mirror. Black-eyed, bloody nose, bruises all over.  "Oh c'mon Meeks, you know you want to tame the beast", his voice lingers in my head now. I feel nauseous. I caught Kokolite starring through the mirror. Tears flood instantly. Nobody had learned about that story except the cops at the shift of the precinct at that night.

	“What happened then?”, he asks.

	“Luckily it ended quickly after that. I turned myself towards him as he started moving towards me unbalanced. I kicked him in the shin and as he lowered himself and palmed his nose, breaking it instantly. He screamed: Bitch! Meeks! You bitch! I’ll kill you. I quickly kneed him straight in the face breaking his hand that was covering his bloodied nose. I managed to escape. When I left the building, a cop car stopped that was passing by. He recognized me. Herman's daughter, he said. Half naked in a shirt and underwear I climbed the police car. He took me to the police station quickly, as other cops came to my aide.”

	“That’s why you hate that nickname?”

	“I do! With all my guts. What's worst was that he was that son of an ex-military man with high honors and was acquitted of any charges. I got a scar for life, and the guy walked away.”

	I nod to Kokolite. He hears everything. Let go and cry Mieke. Tears escaped my eyes. I’ve been bottling up all these years. Now, this anomaly of supernatural creature has landed in my life, and I have to open up closed wounds. The control, the sharpness of knowing everything was out of the window. The thought that years later justice was served with the ex, gave me hope that, what was occurring now, will eventually be over.

	“First time I saw my dad feeling helpless. How could he help his daughter?  I know he was the one who... made a deal and made his family disappear. An accident they said.”

	A sense of relief came to me. I feel a weight being lift from my shoulders. I don’t know this man in front of me, yet he knows everything going through my mind. There is no sense in hiding it anymore. If he wanted to kill me, he would have already done it by now. He hasn't. 

	He looks like he knows about his world, but he tries to avoid it, making him an outsider as well. I want to know everything in it. How is this connected with the humans? Who is connected? How does this work? More questions were pouring in my head, and yet answers are not swimming back. For the first time, I feel like I can talk without walls, since the death of dad.

	“How about you? You said your family was taken from you?”, I ask.

	Kokolite changed his sight to the mirror and broke a forceful smile that was evident from a mile away. He arranged his hair into a tidy ponytail with his fingerless hand covered gloves and quickly scrapped off some dirt from his trench coat. His extendable staff hit part of the vanity. That sounds like a heavy metal. I notice for the first time that he uses a black shirt underneath his coat. Still can’t tell if it is a tank top or short sleeved. He has some cargo pants. Why so many pockets? His gloves have a metal plate on top. Maybe is for punching harder.

	“I’m worried about you. And I'm worried about the silence in the streets.”, he says.

	“How so?”

	“Two unusual events back to back, and not even a whisper. Usually, cats gossip. They are dead now. Not even a message about it. The city is connected you know. Sounds, lights, billboards, graffiti. Many ways to communicate without using spying gadgets. The council should have acted by now.”

	I close the faucet and arrange my jacket. I’m full attentive of what he was saying.  I got to learn that. Hidden messages, coms, council. We took off from the bathroom. Wasn't it weird we shared a bathroom? Didn’t notice till now.

	We step into an elevator and hit Diane’s floor.

	The elevator door opens, and we exit, turning quickly were Diane is supposed to be. We look “cleaner” than before, from the dust, blood, and dirt we had. I think we earned our day’s pay. 

	“By the way… tungsten and titanium.”, Kokolite interrupts my thoughts.

	“What about it?”, I ask.

	“You wondered about the metals I carry. Tungsten staff and titanium plates on the gloves and toe box.”

	I look down at Kokolite’s boots and notice an old obscure metal that was almost as black as his boots. They look old and as if they are flexible enough to run.

	“Sometimes fights are difficult and continuous. You got to fight hard and defend harder. Both metals are very resistant.”

	Diane is already putting her jacket on and the priest its by her side still laying down with the hospital robe.

	“Mieke?”, Diane asks.

	“Hey! How are you feeling?”, I ask back.

	A quick nod came from Diane, and a smirk broke quickly as in "you two?" as Kokolite passes by her side. She winked at me. She must be crazy. I mouthed a big "NO" that was almost audible. Diane looks at him again and back at me like "could I?" and again I mouthed two " NO! NO!" but this time pointing at Diane. I don't get it. She saw him already. Did she suffer a concussion? Or She does not recognize him at the moment? I am not interested in him at all. I do recognize that his appearance is attractable with his almost hipster look. His homeless appearance almost on purpose. He’s tall, and you could almost tell he was built under all that clothing. Kokolite and they whispered to each other. The Priest gave a nod and signaled him of something upwards. 

	“Are you leaving Diane?”, I ask while turning to her.

	“Yeah silly... with you!”

	Diane was loud at the moment and been weird with her movements wobbly and clumsy.

	“She’s free to go. Talk to her; she's been a little anxious since earlier. They gave her something for that.”, the priest says.

	My hand turned to a fist right away. I thought they were going to call me if something had happened to Diane. I hate when people don't do their job correctly. I nod to the priest and force a smile turning back to Diane. 

	“Is the priest leaving too?”

	Not for a day or two. I think a relative or someone he knows will come later. By the way, we got to talk.”, Diane says.

	“About?”

	“Apartment.”

	“Sure.”

	I tap Kokolite over the shoulder. His trench coat is still humid from when we freshened up. We both share a nod. It felt strange how "this" is becoming normal so fast. I could just think something, and he will know it. The only times I could have connected with people at just a glance and know what they were going to do, was when training night and day with the same squad. 

	What Diane wanted to tell me? Or is the talk part of, she acting so weird at the moment?  Should I talk to her about vampires as well to keep her in harm’s way? No... let me figure this all out before saying anything to another soul. These are the times that I wished dad was alive just for some comfort. 

	Diane left the room with me and waived at the Priest receiving a cross in the air as a blessing in exchange. Diane also did a cross to the Priest. I pull her away softly.  

	 

	KOKOLITE

	 

	The priest turns to me.

	“Is it that bad?”, he asks.

	“Probably.”, I answer.

	“But the Lord is faithful, and he will strengthen you and protect you from the evil one.”

	“Answers I need, not wisdom.”

	“Do not forsake wisdom, and she will protect you; love her, and she will watch over you.”

	“You are on a roll.”

	“I miss it a little.”

	That last thing was an understatement. Although he occasionally goes to hospitals, staying for a few days here is depressing at the moment for him. Many people blamed God for their bad luck, atrocities to men, women, and children flooded the hospital these last few days. More than he can bear.

	“You’ve shown more strength than any elder. They need you.”, I say.

	The Priest knew I’m right. He nods.

	“I would do my best with the people. I'll make it a temple upon need.”

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	HANNAH Night - Hannah's House, 8:29 PM

	 

	 

	 

	Grey clouds form and with it raindrops. They gain speed while others chase them. They descend quickly and quickly passing buildings and some spaces of stairs close to an alleyway and then hitting my curls. Other drops quickly began hitting the stair railings faster and faster as if someone has turned the garden hose. I keep moving upwards while the water cleansed the alleyway lifting the warmness of the day, the dump odors and removing some dirt off it. The sounds of lots of dogs barking, crystal bottles, cats, reminded me that I’m somewhere far worse than where I used to live with my clan. I get closer to a window, and some kids are running around with some old toys, yet still, have lots of fun. They looked humble as I remembered. Old everything; furniture, appliances, rug, even the clothing. A woman gives the kids some instructions as she cooked and was giving a bottle to a toddler. Always juggling, always juggling mom. A man sleeps in a beat up lazy boy while the TV looks at him. I press my hand towards the window and remove it quickly as one of the boys went to it. He saw my hand. He opens the window. Rain kept pouring and was trying to make itself in the apartment. I lean as much as I can to the exterior of the building. "I think I saw something", he said. My little bro looks outside he sees nothing, but a wet cat. I move closer; mom grabs him by the shirt collar. "Clean your hands, food is almost done", she says. She sees me and hesitated for a quick moment, then shushes me away. I don’t flinch. "Those eyes." she says while tearing up. Mom closes the window and runs to get the toddler from dropping the bottle to a trash can. No, no, no, no, no! she screams while she jogs towards him. I touch the window with my paws. My eyes are tearing up as well, but quickly got mixed with the rain pouring over. Mom’s hair is all messed up, and her face looks tired.  "Quickly, let's eat and then is bedtime, hay clases mañana chicos " She raises her voice. I turn away. 

	I jump from the stair rail to a ledge on another window and open it to a not so girly room with bunk beds, posters over posters over newspaper cutoffs not put up correctly of musicians, monster trucks, movies, superheroes. They made collage trying to cover a pink room. The rain helped with the creak in the window when it was opened. I enter the room as stealthy as I could. I open the closet and begin to change clothes. Some line stockings below some denim shorts, and shirt below a hoodie. Thank you, mom, for not throwing anything away. I raise one of the sleeves quickly and the other slowly as I saw a picture next to the window hanging. Mom pregnant and the boys looking younger. My curly hair was bigger on that photo instead of being shaved around the head. I like the Mohawk. I miss you guys. I can still hear the laughter of them. The laughter stopped by the face of my stepfather on the corner. He was an alcoholic. He is more tranquil now. Last time I saw him, I was barely a newborn and decided to use my new power to confront him. He hit me a few days before and I escaped the house. I wasn't the only one that felt the rage of beer, vodka and/or whatever alcohol was available that day. So did my brothers and mom. I decided it was enough. 

	One day I entered the apartment quietly when mom took the kids to do groceries. I carried a bat. He was passed out on the sofa. It wasn't a surprise finding him in that state. It would make things easier. As I aimed the bat, he woke up with inches to spare as I let a grunt using all my force. For me, it was much sweeter as his only reaction was to close his eyes as the bat was already diving. A crack was the only thing heard for a brief moment as the pressure hit his foot. Before the cry of a grown man echoed through the apartment. “You bitch!”, he yelled before receiving a quick hit with the knob of the bat in his face. Blood splattered from his nose, and another swing hit his other knee. His hand quickly went to cover his broken knee cap, and I gave another swing and broke his hand. “I should kill you!”, I screamed, "but my mom needs your pension money to keep this afloat. Touch her again, or my brothers and you will see the demon girl you always called me." He took a look at my teeth and fainted instantly. He did picture me as a demon, and more now that fangs were sticking out of my mouth. I called an ambulance and said somebody trespassed. From time to time I came back to taunt him, these days less and less. 

	"One day, I'll come back and see you guys once again. " Thunderstruck and a shriek of the little ones took over quickly, and the toddler began to cry. I held my breath scared somebody will enter the room, but my expression grew worse as I recognize a weird symbol carved on the ceiling. "Ripa's!" I whisper. It looks like a tombstone with an R. I put the hoodie on and got out of the room through the window and close it. That last thunder seized the rain. Still, the handles are humid as I got down every floor with haste. 

	I walk through the streets nervous looking behind my shoulder every few feet or every time I heard something sounds abruptly. I hate this feeling man. The street talk and I’m all alone. Word will spread out fast, and I have no clan to protect me. I bet that the symbol was a warning from the ninjas, but this showed who their employer is and why the determination to kill a whole clan for a stupid orb. I’ve never seen him in person, but I feel I could recognize him in an instance with all the stories. As a vampire, you don't change your appearance that much, at least that was what I was thought when entering Tiger's clan. When you are born into the darkness, you stay the same way. If you get cut, damaged, or anything that could damage your body, it will go back little by little as it used to be. So if you had an awful haircut, guess what? It is yours to own until the end of your time. And I believed it as I haven’t had a haircut in three years. So if I see an English type person with an expensive grey, black or white suit, costly watch, smooth very paled, sleek hair very well groomed with probably the blackest eyes this whole city could see... that was probably Ripa. So it's not just that, Tiger told me as of how he became the leader of my now murdered clan. His clan was going to some rough patches with the previous clan leader, but as his right hand, Tiger kept treaties and problems between clans at bay. The previous leader crossed paths with Ripa, stepping out of their turf into his, selling drugs. Something Tiger himself was against. Tiger told him not to do it and was on his way to stop him when he learned that he said: "I'm going where the big ballers hang!" He ran as fast as he could towards him, and as he got there, he saw Ripa. He's leader was finishing arguing with Ripa when Ripa sawed him in half in the middle of the street where anyone could be watching. He didn't care. The leader's eyes met Tiger's as he realized that what Tiger was doing to protect him, was too late because of his own stubbornness. Then his body went on different ways and started to decay immediately. Ripa walked towards Tiger, whom he was still panting heavily and petrified scared as a man who just murdered his leader was without any remorse doing "the next thing". He stood in front of Tiger of what he said it seemed like an eternity, and soon some of his crew were behind Ripa just waiting for any commands. Tiger said to me that the voice of that man almost made him piss himself. He said: "You've been taking good care of your clan. Remember where you belong. Are we clear?" Tiger explained to me that just a nod was the only thing he could do. His forehead was dripping in sweat as he saw Ripa give his back and went back to where the previous leader's ashes were. "Rest in peace asshole." said Ripa as he got into his limo. I don’t remember the name of the previous clan leader, and I should. History of the vampire world is critical. You know people. You know that they don't change a lot from time to time, just modify some other stuff in their lives. Maybe get wiser, richer, stronger or maybe a big-time kingpin of the whole city that is so close to a count you question why did I agree to this life. I keep running through the damp streets. My family is very important, and now an imminent threat to them has been put.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	MIEKE Night - Mieke’s Apartment, 9:06 PM

	 

	 

	 

	The apartment's door opens, and Diane ran to the kitchen and gave the fridge a huge hug. She dives in the fridge taking out practically everything from it. Sweets, veggies, bread, cheese, she even took out the sausages that I was eating the other day.

	“Hospital food that bad? I thought you loved it?”, I say sarcastically.

	A quick raised eyebrow appeared on Diane while stuffing her face into a fudge brownie cake she bought a few days before. She does not care at all. She is eating with her mouth open trying to eat rapid and at the same time savoring the dessert. She took a pizza out of a box and chewed it too.

	“Cold? Really?”, I ask.

	“Weren’t you like... on missions and things were food wasn't that good?”

	She said while masticating now both the brownie and pizza at the same time, yet her voice sounded fuzzy. Maybe it's the meds. All that Diane was eating, beats those bags of MRE that contains God knows what to preserve it state for long periods. But that was your everyday meal on missions and contained all the nutrients that the body needs. Or so I was told. I laugh and nod as I gave her some water to help her swallow those huge chunks she was chewing. I put back the sausages to the fridge while Diane took another huge bite of the cheese and brownie. She will regret that all week if she eats those sausages.

	“Mieke.”

	“Yes?”, I ask.

	“Was the guy, the same from the church?”

	“Yes.”

	“Didn't recognize him at the hospital. He looked cleaner.”

	“He’s an informant. He's helping me with a case. The church case.”

	“I don't know what is going on, but, what we saw over the church wasn't normal.”

	“Go on.”

	“For what I saw they were moving so quickly, like an anime or superhero movie. Wooosh…”

	Oh yeah, there are vampires in this world Diane. Bloodthirsty, superhuman, self-healing, grenade and bullet resistant, animal shifting, God knows what else, vampires who can also read minds. It's perfectly normal sis.

	“I need to sleep, I'm still tired. Hungry, but more tired to keep eating.”

	“That’s what you wanted to tell me?”, I ask.

	“No, maybe later...”

	Diane walked to her room leaving a mess in the kitchen, and I follow her. I enter her room. Already asleep? She didn't even change cloth just threw herself to her bed. "Diane!" I raise my voice while moving her feet. “Diane!" I call again but no answer. Full asleep huh. I could never do that. I'll probably be one... Maybe two hours shutting my brain from analyzing everything that took event on the day. I grab a blanket and threw it over Diane. I took a moment to analyze her room. Sketches, photographs of all-around city stuff, architectures, restaurants, some portraits.  She does love art. That’s Diane. 

	She has a bulletin board made of cork and some white Christmas lights surrounding it. In it, she has a picture of both of us with dad on a Tae-Kwon-Do tournament next to a tiny poem. We both had our cheeks red, and all three of us were forcing smiles. I was a junior black belt at twelve years old, and there wasn’t much competition for girls so for three years I had to fight other boys who were junior black belts as well. At the moment of the photo, I was fourteen. We discussed with the sabonim of the boy who lost. He was arguing that I had a colorful heart drawing with the words GOOD LUCK on my right leg and the boy kept saying he was distracted. Dad was arguing that they could not accept that a girl beat him. I argued with Diane as well as she drew on my uniform. She knew that my do box should be in pristine white, no wrinkles, especially no drawings and always look sharp. Dad intervened and let me know that it was a mistake. He also told me that those moments, when your sister wrote you that messages cherish it because those moments might not come again. He was right. It took a lot of me to forgive her as my sabonim, and the others were still arguing if I should be disqualified or not. It's weird that she kept that photo, still, we are all together.  

	I went back to the kitchen to clean the mess made. For a single moment, I felt the calm. D is in the next room, no superhumans trying to kill us. I must do paperwork tomorrow. I will see what the facial recognition software came up with. I took the half eaten cold pizza and chew. Not bad. New on the go breakfast. 

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Day - Mieke’s Apartment, 6:35 AM

	 

	 

	 

	For the first time, I wake tranquil. No stress. Normal? The sun is slowly waking up as well. I walk to D's room, and she is still sleeping and snoring. I smile and close the door. 

	I go to the kitchen and take out a bagel. Some cream cheese, yum. A ding changes the scenery as the coffee machine announces it is done. I pour a bit on a mug to go and grab my jacket with the bagel in my mouth. The mild sweet taste with the slight tang dances in my mouth. I close the door and head out.

	Outside on the street, I lower my sunglasses before getting to the car. Some cars pass by, cyclist, more vivid than a few nights ago. People with their dogs on a leach, children playing. I enter the car and decided for some music for a change. 90s rock. Usually, I will just let the car coms on and listen to everything going on. 

	I take the last bite of bagel before arriving at the station. Mug in hand I exit the car. I walk and an open door welcomes me and a good morning from a female police officer getting out. I force a smile while I still battle the bagel in my mouth from leaving. I nod at and wave. More good mornings I receive till I finally land on my desk. Some people I had never interacted with. It is almost weird all of this... it's nice.

	I turn the computer on while sipping my coffee. Just the aroma is energizing me. My desk is a mess with lots of papers that were thrown while on field duty. I have no place to put my mug. Guess there’s no escaping this. The computer goes to the main screen. Papers are being piled on the OUT bin. I put a stamp here, another there, a sign here a sign there, a paper is squashed and thrown in the trash bin. My chair makes some sounds while I move. It’s annoying. I seldom use it. No point in complaining. In no time my desk looks a little more welcoming. I could add a picture frame or a bubble head or whatever people put on their desk to show their personality. Stupid thought. Back to the computer. I open some software here and there. One of them is an FBI software. I type username and a password. I’m glad this user is off the records. The software opens up and a screen with various icons. NOTIFICATIONS with the number 14 on it. Double click it and scroll the faces of people that look like they had their mugshot taken. “Let's go here. No, Mr. Thief. No Mr. abuser, no Mr. drunk in public, no Mr. drunk fighter. No, no, no. No drug user 1, 2 and 3. Homeless doing reckless, no, doing damage to property no other thief and no to you too.”  I sigh. Waste of time? Let’s go to the suggestion icon. An officer passes by and says high. I smile back but get right to center my eyes on the computer scrolling to old articles, newspapers. Another person was standing on behind the computer tapping his shoes. My neck tenses and I grip my left hand. The tapping continued. I raise my head slowly only to see Oliver standing with a box of cinnamon rolls. I calmly minimize the screens. My cheeks got warmer. I hope he doesn’t notice me using these programs. I could be arrested. I hold my breath as he sits on my desk.

	“Hey ya!”, he says showing his perfect bleached teeth.

	“Hey yourself. Don't you have an investigation to finish?”

	“Well yeah, but… I was in the neighborhood and saw that bakery you loved so much... anyways, this are for you.”

	I force a smile him as he extends his hands. He rolls his eyes and puts the box on the desk.

	“By the way good morning.”, he says bitterly.

	“Morning.”

	“How’s Diane?”

	“She’s ok. Look... I really don't want to be rude Oliver... but I got lot of work to do.”, I say putting my hands together as if praying. And praying he would just go away at the moment.

	Oliver presses his lips and nods. He stood silent for a while that made me uncomfortable. Why I feel bad? God!

	“Look, I'm sorry. Thanks for the rolls, let me cut a little bit of my to-do list, and we'll grab lunch or something.”

	“Well, the thing is... your… to do list, doesn't end. It just never ends. “

	Oliver forces a smile and leaves.

	I sigh deeply. I get back to the computer. Open the window again and kept scrolling through while trying to get one of the cinnamon rolls with the other hand. I take a bite. Oh man... I forgot how good these things are. A bit crunchy on the outside, smooth on the inside. The glaze not that invasive. My mouth waters before taking another bite. I text Oliver. "I'm really sorry; I promise I'll make it up to you. The cinnamon rolls are amazing btw!" He answers with a wink emoji. That went well. Back to the computer. I keep scrolling until one caught an image of an early American painting. Damaged painting with some natives, some malnourished European travelers and a man more or less like the sketch Ortiz drew. What year is this? As I was going to continue the lights of the building blinked. My eyes went back to the computer, but the whole precinct went dark including. I hammered my desk. Two seconds later the emergency lights turn on, and a scuffle is heard in front of the building where people were detained to be processed. "Don't we have power supplies?" I say loud as I lifted from my seat. I stare at everything over the horizon, closely examining. One cop was looking toward me and changed what he was doing. I stay quiet. A weird beep sounded twice very, very dim as the policemen struggling with a detainee almost muted it. Always watching huh? Act like you and get out. I got back to the squeaky chair, I grab my mug and get up again making the squeaky noise. Took the cinnamon roll box and head to the entrance. Forms of communication? Or paranoid much. I get to the officer at the entrance on the information counter with an unhappy demeanor. I try best to sound calm. I always fail at that.

	“You know what happened?” I raise my voice.

	“No detective.”, the officer says.

	“Or when this will be fixed?”

	“Is not like we have this constantly, so not really, sorry.”

	His answer seemed sincere, his been here a little longer than me. From ticket officer, at least he has air conditioning now. This is what they do with new recruits. I force a smile and let the box of cinnamon rolls. I head out of the station. I pass through the detainee doing the scene. He and the policemen stopped to watch me leave. When I got out of the police station a shallow sound similar to the one that beeped twice before went off. I felt the frown and let air slowly out of my mouth.

	I get to a newspaper stand with candy, magazines and other novelties and verify if I’m being followed. I took a newspaper that stated, Giovanni Smirnoff, COMING TO USA. Other similar newspapers stated the same but with different headlines. And to the side of that information was the photo of the boat that crashed in the harbor. The other was about conspiracy theories: "swamp man lives in the sewers, gators moved out." I look behind the newspaper, and the owner of the stand looks irritated. "This isn't a library missy!" he says. His freckled angry face and orange afro kept twisting as his continuous to say no with his head. I’m annoyed and upset. I pay the man, "keep the change". Nobody was watching me. It’s all in my head. I put the newspaper down for a moment and continue watching the surroundings, the billboards, some graffiti, the sounds, trying to make up some sort of information appear from nothing. Literally, it was nothing just your ordinary metropolis with cars honking, people, yelling, laughing, most with the cell phones stuck in their hands and others with their heads stuck on their phones. Vendors are trying to sell, others trying to hustle. Constructions everywhere. My paranoia is growing to new heights. I go to my car. I’m going where we had our fight the other day to clear my head.

	After some traffic, looking sideways, seeing if somebody was following me, I get next to the alley. I park next to the church. My hand is close to the holster all the time walking little by little. Looking behind my shoulder. The alley is humid, and the stench is not as bad as most days. Just your normal alley, with freaking... freaks. I get exactly where we fought. Nothing? All cleaned up? The place looks like it hasn't been walked or used in a time. Keeping the abandoned look. Keeping a dirty look, the smell, the garbage, the papers that flew from the streets through the alley. The ripped cutouts of local concerts... but the ash, the blood, the dismembered people I saw the other day, all gone. Good job whoever did this. This will creep out anybody and the paranoia meter would of exploded by now. Even more so if you are a conspiracy buff. There must be something that can tell me where to next. What was that? Something stepped on water. Humid floor, someone's behind me! I drew my gun and took aim just to see Ezequiel looking back at me in close distance. Fuck, fuck, fuck. My hands shake, and my knees almost gave up. My breathing got heavier. I know that with this gun, I wouldn't be able to match up with this being. He doesn't move. His arms are resting in his chest while he grips his biceps. He is wearing a worn shirt, and some pants with a couple of holes and some beat up sneakers. I bet he's trying to blend in. A gust of wind accompanies us for a brief moment. My eyes water. I keep staring at him. I’m doing my best not to show how shitless scared I am. I’m the one to break the silence first.

	“It’s daylight.”

	“I can see that.”

	“Aren’t you supposed to burn?”

	“Me? No. Others may be.”

	Oh shit, oh shit oh shit! Shit! Daylight walking vampires! His voice is deep, and he’s paused rusty English freaks me out. I gather all my strength not to lose the little control I have. My body is all tensed up, and he can see it. At this moment the only control is the grip of the gun. This guy can withstand heavy blows of blunt objects, bullets even grenades. I hope that it something goes on, that at least Kokolite is a daywalker too and helps me. But he told me he wasn’t already. My grip tightens up. 

	“My friend is close you know.”, I say.

	Ezequiel tilts his head and back to straight position.

	“No, he is not.”

	Can he read minds too?

	“I cannot read minds if that is what you are thinking.”

	So how do you know what I was thinking?

	“I’m not going to harm you.”, he says crossing his hands into his waist.

	“No? Then… what do you want?”

	“To talk detective.”

	“Why me?”

	 “You are human, yet you are not a slave. You are free of our kind for now.”

	“Why you say that?”

	“You are walking among us without to answer to none of us.”

	“I bet they are many like that. So why are you talking to me?”

	“Because of the orb. It's missing. It is imperative that we find it, and to be returned to me.”

	“And if not?”

	“Doom detective.”

	“Doom? How? Explain.”

	“Not much has changed since I last walked the Earth. There is the good kind. There is bad kind. There is somebody that knows what the orb does.”

	“And what is that?”

	“Power detective. It gives you power.”

	“Explain. How it gives you power?”

	“Today’s vampires are weak. You are still amazed I walk on plain daylight. With the orb, you can access blood. Blood of one of our first. A drop from the first vampires blood will make that vampire very powerful. Like a god.”

	“Why are you telling me this?”

	“I don't know you. But the Seelisch knows you. When he entered my mind, I saw his. Very troubled man. Good man none the less. However, I saw you while holding your gun. You're not bad. You want things done right. And the right thing to do is, to find me that orb.”

	“I can't say I believe you.”

	“You don't believe in leaps of faith?”

	“Facts are my friends.”

	“The orbs knows the heart. You held it. You saw it glow. Also, you saw it red.”

	Martinez? When he grabbed, it was red. Wait a minute...

	“Orbs?”

	Ezequiel pressed his lips, and his demeanor changed, and he closed his eyes and took a deep breath. There's something more to the story he does not want me to know... at least for now. His dark skin looks shiny as the sun is hitting him directly. Also, his great physic can intimidate anybody.

	“We need to find it.”, he continues.

	“I need an aspirin.”

	“Your world is bizarre.”

	“So is yours.”

	I lower my gun back to the holster. Either way is not going to do much with him. I raise my hands above my head.

	“What now? What about the others looking for it? How we will contact each other?”

	“Continue detective. I'll handle the others. I'll be closer, I can protect you.”

	“That’s not…”

	I close my eyes and lick my lips. I don’t like the idea, but I’ll go with it. I nod and walk away from the alley and give a pat to Ezequiel. He’s like a rock.

	“Thanks for not killing me.”, I say.

	“My pleasure.”

	I can't ask around for the orb. I barely saw it, and I can't describe it completely. I could go to pawn shops nearby and see if they have "sphere like decor" or "antiques" but if they are watching me one way or another this will get people to start talking. Where would you have started dad? As I look over my shoulder, I see nothing. Ezequiel is gone. Why I'm not surprised?

	I get to the car, and before I close the door, two females on the street parallel to each one, one walking a dog and the other running with her heart monitor, sunglasses and probably any other electronic regarding fitness. One says: "Holly? is that you?", and the other goes: "Molly from freshmen year of course, How are you?" Holly? Molly? I bet they used to call themselves Holly Molly. The only person I know that knows about this orb is Kokolite. I will go to him then. See if he knows something about the vampire community that will give me some light. "Remember when we used to call ourselves Holly Molly?" one of them says. I roll my eyes and make a gagging gesture as I close the door. This morning nice gestures should have lasted more. Aspirin first, Kokolite close to night time. I hit the gas pedal.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Night - Hospital, 5:30 PM

	 

	 

	 

	At least I helped the other day at the station. If not people would of think I’m slacking off. All this talk about the orb. Good vampires, bad ones… am I going crazy? Of course not. Martinez has not been found because he is dead. And he worked with whom I presume to be the bad ones. I got to the elevator and pressed the priest’s floor. Door opens. Pass through the nurse badge in hand. Walk like I own the place. Sunglasses and some music and I would look like a badass. I find him. He’s getting to his bed hunched. I haven’t seen him much to notice if that was normal. I won’t ask.

	“Priest?”, I call.

	He opens his eyes widely.

	“Oh, detective. I was wondering when you will get back?”, he says with a big smile.

	“I’m here now. I'm looking for him.”

	“Good, good, good. Please get him out of here before he causes any problems.”

	Did he say any problems?

	“Can I ask why?”, I ask.

	The priest jumps in his bed and extends his hand to close the curtains. Why doesn't he have a room already? He makes a gesture to come closer and starts to whisper.

	“He’s a good man; you know that already, with me, and you and...”

	He hesitates and looks at a space where the curtains meet, almost paranoid that someone might overhear.

	“But...?”, I ask.

	“He...”

	The priest is looking to the air looking for words to describe him in the best way possible.

	“He has like this OCD thing where he likes to collect shiny things.”

	“I heard "The Shiny" too many times before.”

	I did air quotes while saying the shiny. Don’t know why he keeps repeating it.

	“Did I mentioned OCD?”, he asks.

	“You did.”

	“Well it is bad, and already people are starting to talk about stolen jewelry and assortments.”

	I squint expecting a punchline after that, but she just has a straight face not even blinking.

	“You’re serious.”, I lower my head a bit while keeping eye contact.

	He nods without blinking. In a simultaneous movement, I roll my eyes, closes them and let gravity catch my head. How weird will this get before it gets better? As my head rises the priest smiles. I force a grin. I must be in Neverland. Soon pixies, pirates and lost boys will appear. 

	“Where is he?”, I ask.

	“Two floors up.”

	“I’ll look for him.”

	“Thank you.”

	I walk back to the elevator and press the button. The Priest's smile is still on as the door is closing. I let a deep sigh while I grab the back of my neck. The door opens on the upper floor, and a security guard is the first thing the greets me. Almost bumping into me. He sees my badge on my waist.

	“Oh sorry, mam. Pardon me… Detective. Don't let your belongings out of sight, there's a possible thief on the loose.”, said the guard.

	I nod at the security guard. I step out of the elevator, and he enters quickly touching the button repeatedly. This is nuts! Where are you? A voice in my head replied: "straight, right, right, straight room 308." My eyes widened. I hold my breath for a second. I’m both relieved and weird out at the voice. Usually, when he talked in my head, it was nearby. I feel like I'm hearing voices and going coo-coo. Kokolite answered: "Well you hear a voice... if you hear multiples, then maybe you are going mad." I frowned. I pick up my pace.

	I follow the directions through the corridor as he said. All the faces of the patients, nurses walking around with their clipboards looked familiar. I don't know them, but I bet Kokolite has seen them. I bet that’s why they look familiar. Straight, right, right, straight room 308. I get to the room. Open the door. There’s an elderly woman with life support. The machine is beeping, and her chest is going back and forth as it is helping her breathe. The woman's eyes are closed as she rests. I tense up. My eyes open widely. I got the wrong room. Oh, shi…

	“So, sorry I....”, my words are interrupted.

	“You are in the right room.”

	Kokolite steps out of the bathroom to the room. He looks at the lady and forces a smile while walking to her and puts a hand in her forehead. He passes his fingers through her white hair. He looks cleaner than ever except for his worn brown trench coat. His hair was almost covering his face, but you could still see his face that had a sadness that seemed to weigh a lot. 

	“Ninety-two. Four kids, multiple grandkids. Kept working till a few months ago. Pneumonia put her here. She is not going to make it.”, he says.

	“Why are you here?”

	“Nobody visits her. She kept working, so there are no money problems in the family. Now that she is not working they do not need her. They think they will get something. Two days ago she changed her will. I kept her accompanied since I got here.”

	“The shiny?”

	Kokolite's eyes open and he runs to the only dresser on the room. The room looks empty. It is with furniture and some “hospital art” frames on the wall, but the atmosphere feels empty and sad. He takes out two pairs of earrings, a gold chain, a watch with diamonds and one Swarovski swan figurine. The only thing that is distracting at the moment is his huge smile while he has all the items aligned in his palms like he was doing some sort of offering.

	“Little pieces of heaven. Can you believe all that I've got?”

	“You’re stealing shiny things?”

	“No, yeah, hmm, well, what... you know... when... stealing no? Maybe... It reminds me of heaven.”

	He almost looked like he was having some stroke, squinting changing his head side to side and grasping his hair back as I remain unfazed.

	“Well, I need you to look for the orb.”, I say.

	“The other shiny?”

	I nod my eyes are fixed on the woman. Kokolite puts all the objects in his trench coat pocket. He goes to the lady and caresses her forehead one more time. He smiles.

	“Have a safe journey Olga.”

	We share a stare and press our lips almost to make a smile that never comes out. We leave the room. We took no more than ten paces each when the alarm of the room went off, and nurses rush towards it. This is so surreal. I feel like this week I haven't had a break. I never asked Diane how she felt when dad died. I didn't have the guts to see his casket when it was lowered on the cemetery. I hope the lady went out without pain. We got to the elevator and hit the parking button. As the door closes, more nurses kept running towards the end of the corridor. 

	“We need a plan.”, I say.

	“You know you plan so much. I have heard every plan you have made, and it gives me a headache.”

	“You got… to stop entering my mind.”

	The elevator door opens up. We get to the car still discussing multiple scenarios about the orb. We keep circling the same things over and over again: The ship, the church, ninjas, cats, policemen. All led to nothing. I'm seriously doubting my detective skills. It is frustrating. Something is missing. Or maybe I’m missing something. We drive revisiting all the places except the ship. It feels like I’m being watched. Yet the streets are more deserted today. The few people that were on the street looked at the car since it was the only thing going on tonight. I keep looking through the car mirrors, see if I’m being followed. I’m paranoid. 

	"There is no word in the street, or there's nothing out there except cats.”, Kokolite says.

	I think when he says cats he must mean, information about them being murdered. I need to change cloth or something. I’ll head to the apartment to change into something a little more comfortable. And get my head in the game again. 

	“How about we do our thing?”, Kokolite tried to change the subject.

	I raise my eyebrow.

	“Our thing?”, I ask.

	“Yeah, yeah, like when you ask me vampire questions, and I answer them. That could I don't know, inspire you to look for something!”

	I like the idea to talk about something else that it is still related. I stare at the window for a moment trying to come up with a set of questions. 

	“So... Ezequiel.”, I ask.

	“You know the same as me...”

	“He said that you are good.”

	“And so did the Priest, but you have trust issues, and control issues and somehow this question won't leave you with a satisfying sense. How about...”

	Kokolite made some bop sounds looking upwards like he was looking for something while snapping his fingers.

	“Ok. Vampire 101. You could tell someone is newborn by their hair, tattoos, piercings or other things known as modern that have to do with how their physical image is.”

	“Explain.”

	“When you are born into the night you can't change your image. How you look is how you were converted. Except for the quiets and the shadows. Shadows eyes turn black, and the quiets turn green. Never understood the green.”

	“Shadows? You mean who attacked us?”

	“Yup.”

	“And how old are you?”

	Kokolite opens his eyes and lets a long phew come out.

	“You would like to meet newborns in a sense, that their powers aren't that great, but they are almost all the time very immature. So if you got in a fight with a tattooed vampire, it would feel like you're fighting a normal maybe above average strong human.”

	I take my eyes from the road for a second trying to analyze him.

	“It’s weird how every word you said is truth. You don't seem to lie. What I don't understand is why you want me to know everything about... you guys. You want me to know stuff, but you hesitate on some subjects. Don't you think I could later get military action and kill all of your kind?”, I say.

	Kokolite's face tensed up. He was looking at me kind of as if he was nervous as what will happen to him if he says the wrong words. He was trying to mouth something looking the best way to say it.

	“I... I uh, I don't think you'll do that. You are a good-hearted person. I want you to know stuff, so you live. You don't let people in, but you got your reasons. But you won't hurt me. Maybe others but not me...”

	He kept moving his eyes as if he had R.E.M.

	“Plus besides the priest... if you die... who else wants to hang out with me.”

	That last sentence hit hard. My stomach tenses like I was just hit on it. Oh, man. Now I feel like an asshole for saying that. Kokolite did not reply in my head. “I am sorry.”, I say. Is not like I like hanging out with him, but this was like finding out a new hobby. It's cool, is new, you want to try it as soon as possible, any time you can. The adrenaline for finding out how deep the rabbit hole goes is what keeps me glued to him. I won't admit it, but I feel like I can trust him. The other thing is that this tall, long hair guy sometimes sounds mature and sometimes it gives me the feeling like he's a young adult. Something is more to his story. I remember when we were at the hospital that he evaded the family question. I certainly don't want to die; I think I should be grateful he's telling me all this... I guess. 



	



	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Night - Mieke’s Apartment 7:13 PM

	 

	 

	 

	We arrive at the building. I get out of the car. I do to his side of the window and pointed. 

	“You stay...”, I say.

	“Stay here, or you'll kill me, hit me, shoot me...?”

	“It’s annoying.”

	“Is more annoying hearing farther away.”

	He put his finger in his right ear and shook it off in a quick motion. I pressed my lips hard and made an "I'll be fast" gesture. I didn't want to say anything more. But at the same time: he hears farther? I still felt bad from the previous conversation, and the drive here has been awkwardly a quiet one. 

	I get to the apartment an open it. I’m greeted a lo-fi playing loud. Diane must be feeling better. I take my jacket off and go to the refrigerator to get a quick snack. I throw my jacket on the peninsula. Cold pizza is what I crave. A few steps come my way. Diane is with her mouse pink pajamas and a grey lace tank top and a towel as she is drying her long dark brown hair.

	“Hey, ya. How are you feeling?”, I ask.

	“Good. Better. I'm feeling much better now that the effects of the painkillers wore off. Felt like a zombie. I hope I didn’t do anything embarrassing?”

	I choke a bit. Wait I haven't asked Kokolite. Are there zombies? I hope he says no. I wipe my mouth off.

	“You ate a sausage.”, I say.

	“Shut up! I did not!”, she yells.

	I stood silent. Diane stares for a while, and her eyes widened. I brake a smile as little butterflies fly through my stomach.

	“No, no you didn’t…”, I laugh.

	“Such a biotch! So what you've been up to?”

	“Following leads in a case. You know the usual.”

	As I’m finishing the sentence, Diane moves a little starring at a mirror on the hall close to the damaged Cuckoo clock. What’s behind her on the table makes a knot in my stomach and makes me hold my breath. My eyes widen, and I stare at it for what it seems like an hour. The mother fucking orb. I freeze up, and Diane catches me looking at the sphere.

	“That’s the part of what I wanted to talk to you about at the hospital. The ninjas asked for an orb, and I found this, very close to the church before I got there. Oh yeah… on the alley where all the cats in town hangout. I never understood that about them.”

	I lean to grab it, but a squeak came from my room that made me stop. What was that? I shush Diane and tells her to lower the music. I take out the gun. As I move, the music starts fading out. A breeze sound comes from my room.

	“Mieke!”, Diane screams.

	I extend my palm to Diane and move my index finger to my mouth. I point my gun in front and walk to the room. I push the door. A faded: "You know you are paranoid right?" Came from down the hall as I ignore it. Little by little I step one foot in front of the other getting closer and closer. I enter the room, and the window is open. A breeze moves the curtains. I stick my head out of the window and verify the surroundings. The stairwells are empty except for some pots and plants here and there between different floors. The only thing in the streets down below is my car and sticking out the window was Kokolite's hand doing waves. I move back to the hall and Diane was still drying her hair and now had an upset face. I take a deep sigh. I’m paranoid. As I’m lowering my gun, Diane lowers her head only to reveal a Mohawk curly hair behind her. I hold my breath. My eyes widen. I draw my gun as Diane is raising her head again. Diane’s face changed to both fear and anger at the same time.

	“Mieke! What the fuck!?”, she screams.

	“You!”, I yell.

	“Me?”, yells Diane.

	“Get down Diane!”, I scream.

	Diane turns her head back as she gets down and sees what is behind her. A skinny tan teen adult with short pants with laces and gloves grabbing a now reddish orb.

	“Drop it!”, I scream.

	“I can't pig. I'm not sorry though!”, Hannah says.

	In a blink of an eye, Hannah pushes and leaps over Diane and runs over the side of the wall while a bullet shoots right through her hair. Hannah pushes me, unblocking her exit through my room’s window. Hannah leaps through it as if she was a flying superhero. I run to the window and scream downstairs. Kokolite was taking his head out of the window seeing a flying Hannah jump down to the streets. 

	“What in the...”, Diane says confuse.

	“Close everything up, have my gun I will explain later.”, I say.

	I run giving my gun to a confused Diane. I get out of the window with haste. Get to the catwalk. Jump from stairs to stairs as fast as I can. I get to the bottom. The car is empty. I get in and hit the gas pedal. 

	 

	KOKOLITE

	 

	Mieke screams. I stick my head where the sound is coming. Hannah is dropping by. She lands like a cat without making any noise. We lock a quick stare. She winks at me and smiles passing her tongue through her teeth and left fang. She runs. I struggle to get my seatbelt off. I leap out of the car window.

	Hannah has a substantial distance ahead as she watched over her shoulders. I am struggling to reach to her. A smile broke on her while she leaps over cars in the streets and into alleys and back to the streets like she was doing parkour. I am trying the same but with not much grace. Her small stature with cat-like reflexes makes her a natural in this urban jungle.

	 

	HANNAH

	 

	Stupid crazy won’t get close. He knows the church, and I know the city. He tries to slide through some cars on open avenues. He ends rolling over them. I lost him. I get in an alley to catch my breath for a second. I still have the stupid orb. It’s shining reddish. I hide it in my pocket. It is a little uncomfortable, but that way could worry less about losing it. Don’t wanna piss Ripa. Some paces echoed through the alley far away. I smile. “Round número dos canto de loco!”, I whisper.

	“Mau! Give me the orb.”

	My knees almost give up. I recognize the Arab accent. I think I’ve turned pale. Mierda. I sprint through the alley and head again through the streets with much haste. Oh shit, oh shit! I jump over some dumpsters in one of the alleys and then hear a close jump and paces getting closer. Ezequiel runs faster than me. I still have the edge on the city. Alley, street, cars, alley. The chase continues with more or less the same sequence. Now it looks like a parkour race. Ezequiel was getting the hang of the moving city with the cars and trash cans and people and is gaining distance. My heart is over accelerated. My feet are killing me. I’m almost out of breath. He doesn’t give up. He’s closing in and closing in. Beads of sweat were dripping from my forehead. Another "Mau!" sounded from behind. He's getting closer.

	I look back once more. He’s at arm’s length. I press my teeth. My jaw is tense. We leap and enter a busy street. As I feel his hand I jump. A passing truck hits him just behind me sending him flying some feet away and slamming him into a street lamp on the other side. The truck almost hit me. The truck almost hit me. Holly shit. I felt the breeze of it passing through my back and hair. I stopped as I saw the commotion unfold. I can’t breathe. I’m hyperventilating. My thighs are burning. Cars stop skidding away not to crash into each other, as some others stop and drivers flee to attend to Ezequiel. Some people were taking out their phones, some to record, others to call for an ambulance. Other cars arrive started honking at the traffic jam. I sweep my forehead. He’ll heal fast, but I needed to rest and get this stupid orb to Ripa. 

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	RIPA Night - The Council, 7:55 PM 

	 

	 

	 

	Waiting again for the monthly meetings with the council. Tablet on hand. I adjust my digital watch and cufflink. The secretary, as usual, multitasks on her computer moving the mouse from side to side. She continues to type like a robot. All silence on the waiting area except for the continuous keyboard tapping. She always looks well dressed. Clothing, heels and some very simple and diminutive jewelry just to accent her wrist, ears, and neck. Dashing. A beep from her computer changes the sound pattern, and she presses her Bluetooth speaker and whispers something. “They are ready for you Mr. Ripa.”, she says. She looks at me, and I nod. I tilt my head to the side and start to walk towards the council doors. I took some time to marvel the old doors in front of me. The gothic theme, across metal shape, and bars that connected like arches. This is the only thing giving the simplistic look some character. The only thing that had a little warmth, excluding whom I’m going to see again.

	Every time I get to the Council is always nerve racking. Now more than ever since by any means I can be exiled. I’m no pushover. But you got to play politics. The doors open automatically. I get to the center of the room where I look like I’m going to be judge yet again. The councilmen are already on their benches. Expensive suits, watches, cufflinks. They are with their hands clenched awaiting. Old hags. Mister double chin and Tucan Sam. Two stay quiet almost all the time. The only one with the face more serious was Claude sitting in the middle. He rises a little bit and extends his hand towards down below. 

	“Thanks for coming Mr. Ripa. I need to say that although an investigation is still being made we need to proceed with our monthly reports. Are you aware of that?”, Claude says.

	I force a smirk as I hear the slowness and precision of his words. I tap the tablet, and the presentation turns on. It is projected to the monitors in front of the other councilmen. Graphs, maps are displayed with a green arrow and percentages. A big display appears above my back.

	“Good evening gentlemen. Thanks to the council for conceding me the time of your busy schedules. We'll start our monthly hearing breaking down how business continues to grow. As you can see we had increased revenue from the club in five percent from last month. The add-ons have worked in our favor and sketches to remodel the recently acquired building on the side of the club can help bring new affiliated business for us.”

	A door behind the middle councilman opens, the sound of it and the entrance of the outside light distracts me. Bullocks. A young man enters and walks straight to Claude. A whisper from the man echoes through the room. The murmurs continue as Claude stares at me from time to time. I tilt my head. The crack releases my stress for a moment. The other councilmen want to join the conversation, but Claude makes a wait gesture. Suddenly the murmurs stop and the man who interrupted the presentation leaves. The door makes another sharp sound as it closes. A silence fills the room that was unpleasant. I decide to break the silence.

	“Shall we continue gentlemen?”, I ask.

	Claude gives a sign to go ahead as he flaps his hand, yet the other councilmen are giving stares back and forth. They look like madmen. I turn to a new slide with a design for a new project and starts showing off ideas for it. Moreover, a list of buildings is popping one by one on the presentation with its direction and animation of walking dots around the buildings near the club. I always do an outstanding job on these things.

	“As you can see, those new buildings can be converted into creating a community in this bay area metropolis that could increase its traffic and income. We discussed it with our architects…”

	“Hmmm... excuse me… Ripa?”

	My forehead tenses up, and it goes directly to my jaw. I force a smile and between a breath: “Yes council.” Claude smiles creepily and starts to posture himself better on his sit. He clenches his hands again. I feel my patience been tested. I’m managing to do his best to stay as calm as I can. My body continues to tense up. I channel all the pressure on my feet pressing them firmly to the floor and one of his fist by clinching it hard.

	“Would you lie to the council?”, Claude asks.

	I posture myself, hands resting on my side. The presentation tablet was hanging on my right hand.

	“And why would I Mr. councilman? Do I wish to be exiled? Do I wish to access my own death? I think the answer to your question. Mr. councilman is no.”

	My words were slowly and enunciating to make sure the council, even more so, Claude understood what I was saying.

	“Do you remember Dracula?”, he asks.

	I feel my stomach tense and slowly my whole body again. I feel nauseous to hear that name, especially coming from the council. It is no secret in the vampire world of what was done to him. But what can you do when the people that killed him are the ones in power. What you feel is being useless. Helpless. You mean nothing and there is nothing you can do about it. A vampire that accessed more than one power: shapeshifting into an animal, controlling people, telepathy, illusion, strength, and speed. Of course, he was a threat to the powers to be. So they decided to take him out. They ridiculed him, exposed him and finally killed him. Why don't we get to the point and stop with the guessing game? My upper right side of my forehead started to pop a vain.

	“Why wouldn't I? It is reminded to us from time to time.”, I say.

	“Ah yes, the best vampire of his time, almost revealed our kind to the human and thus almost breaking the treaties. Shame it was to see Dracula go.”

	“I think the story is, he was exposed to the world to be executed, just like Varney, just like Carmilla and Ruthven. Because some people were just... jealous of them.”

	Claude smiles and gives a couple of taps to the bench as if he was happy for those. One member to the right gets upset and slams his fist to the counter and in a demanding voice says: "Show respect to the council!"

	“Respect? Is the council showing respect? Or is this a history lesson on people and perhaps clans that were nearly extinct... because of actions of a few!”, I raise my voice.

	“You have not shown us respect Ripa.”, Claude says.

	“Giving my report, being interrupted is not showing respect councilman? Also, the revenue? The resources I have provided. Who in the East has single-handedly shown more for our society? For the covenant? The answer to that Council... is no one except me. I have worked for us without whining. Without asking to lower quotas on what the council needs. On what our brothers need.”

	“And the lies?”, he asks.

	My tolerance is running out. I press my lips and my fist as well. I close my eyes as I try to calm down while enunciating.

	“Would the councilman speak of what he has on his mind? Please...!”

	“We have evidence of your treasons?”, he says.

	I raise my eyebrows while holding myself with all my strength not to react at the council man's words. I swallow hard but as calmly as I can. Murmurs from the other councilmen started to form around the room. Everyone was looking down to the middle to Claude who just extended his hand and gave a little bounce as if to calm down.

	“Your connection with the church, your connection with the alley of the Ahket, or as they say on the street, "Cat-Alley". Also, probably we will get some more evidence on the boat crash I may add.”, Claude says.

	I feel the perspiration forming in my forehead. I act like nothing bothers me, I go for the handkerchief from my front pocket and press it on my forehead.

	 “Nervous?”

	I smirk. "Not at all. I have not seen any evidence of this false accusations" I say in the calmest way possible. This caused Claude's eyes to turn red from the anger, and a vein pops in his forehead. "False!? You dare to keep this up?" he says raising his voice. Claude took a breather to calm down and presses his lips hard. We have a stare down.

	“You should proceed. After this, you know I'll have a seat in the council.”, I say.

	The councilmen give confuse stares except for Claude who was calming down from his episode. He puts a pen drive with determination on a USB port on the bench without taking his eyes from me. The monitors of the councilmen change into numbers. The councilman starts sliding the monitor on his side as photos in which my face is shown various times. Some of me talking on my mobile, other with other suited men, women, different clans. Looks like rubbish. Bad quality too.

	“You will see gentlemen, on your monitors, photographs of Mr. Ripa with outsiders. Phone registry of his office connected with the Kumori that ended up in police custody a few days ago that was connected with the boat crash. Emails! You can slide and see for yourselves.”

	The councilmen are reading the information from their monitors. I am doing so on my tablet. A vast silence takes over as only whispers of one of the councilmen echoes through the room, and some taps on the screen to scroll on the information from another. I finish reading. I stare down with Claude yet again.  Claude grins, and I don’t give him the pleasure of acting nervous in any circumstance. I accommodate my posture and lower my hands. The other councilmen start finishing reading one by one. Whispers emerge from behind the bench until the councilman on the far left rises: "Councilman, this an extensive investigation, yet no hard evidence proves, that Ripa committed any treason nor any treaty being broken".

	My smile gets large to the point that I fight my fangs not to show. "There is only suggestion of this" the councilman continues. Claude's expression changes, as if he was embarrassed he passes his hand through his grey hair as he lowers his head. A low: "you are right. you are right" came from Claude as he hides his head between his hands. "There's no strong evidence there" he continued. "Oh my, your right..." he continues.  I catch the sarcasm in his voice. My smile fades quickly. I tilt my head to the side waiting for what it seemed like a "grand reveal". Everyone was watching Claude as he stays silent for what it seemed like the longest minute in time before slowly raising his head with a smile.

	“Nikolay... Lazovsky!”

	A deep sting in my stomach. I killed Nikolay some days ago and send some of my men to overlook his stuff and found nothing. What could Nikolay, have on me? Fuck.

	“Lazovsky wasn't smart you know. And he liked to brag... a lot. A gambler. He lost money… well, he loses a lot of money, not a very good gambler… the point is he lost on a bet he assured he would have won and his phone was taken from him to cover his debt, besides of been beaten down… imbécil. He lost to one of my clan members, to my luck.”, Claude says smirking looking at his fingers.

	I always know what is going on. It feels weird not knowing how the story ends. I always have the upper hand. "Only bet on what you are sure to win," I say to myself countless times, ironically the councilman is talking of losing bets. Now two of my possible objectives could be out the door and what sickens me the most, was the pleasure Claude will have to exile me. My forehead began to perspire more. It was hard to appear unfazed now.

	“It seemed my men were so lazy, again… to my luck none the less... that they did not erase the phone and Nikolay tried to verify information on his computer, notifying the phone about it. Also, what was on his phone?”

	Claude puts another pen drive on another USB port on the bench, and a low-quality video appears on his screen. A bloodied Nikolay appears on it. It seems he was doing a video journal after been beat down by another loss gambling. It seems they threw him behind a garbage dump. 

	“It seems this was before gambling with my men. He liked all the modern video selfies.... is that what is called?”, Claude says smiling.

	"As you can see you lose some and lose some more", Nikolay says while trying to stand up some ninja figures appear far away. "Chto eto?" Nikolay says whispering while trying to move slowly and the murmurs are getting a little higher until a voice from the ninjas says: "and you are sure Ripa will deliver us that after we kill them?” and another responds, "first the mission then we kill the council." A large gasp did not let the video finished as it showed the camera turning to Nikolay and him opening his green eyes as most as it could. Nikolay closes his mouth with his hands and squints hard. 

	“I like the full confession of the treason, don't you think gentlemen?”

	The other councilmen’s whisper echoes through the room. I try to read their body language. If they will attack me. If I would need to defend himself. Up to this point, nothing I will do will help. Five councilmen do a half moon to the person in the middle while the benches are tall enough to see if the person in the middle will engage on an attack. This will give the councilmen an advantage on how to eliminate whoever tried this foolish act. Fucking canliliks. Bunch of cunts.

	“The quality of the video isn't that good but judging by the outfits. Those are Canliliks. A cannibalistic clan banned from the states for their atrocious acts against our kind. I bet the only thing that kept Nikolay safe was him, being a Spakr. Let himself with no sound while letting his surroundings normal. Poor thing... last time someone saw him... he was heading to your building. Where is he now Mr. Ripa?”, Claude turns to me raising his eyebrow.

	My body trembles from the inside. The stares given by each and every one of the councilmen full of rage. My whole body is burning up. Embarrassment. Anger. I can read everything that was going to happen now. The councilmen pointed with rage. I’ll be sentenced. Stripped away from all my ranks. Exiled. If I try to do anything, They’ll torture and kill me. I grip the tablet harder just to feel like I have control of anything at this moment. They scream, keep pointing. They throw papers downwards, hit the tables. Everyone was outraged except Claude who was savoring this moment. The words that the men were telling me became a blur, I was feeling nausea. I can feel how sweat beads form in my forehead. My right eye started to twitch until a small beep caught my attention from my wrist. The screen on my watch illuminates. All the noise fades for a moment. All began to slow down.  All my bad symptoms cease.  I turn to my digital watch slowly until my eyes focus on the words that appear on it: "We got the orb!" All of a sudden everything sounds come back and a gush of strength fills me up. I turn to the tablet and gave it a couple of taps. 

	“There’s no escaping us through your tablet Mr. Ripa.”, Claude says with a smile.

	I finish tapping my tablet and raised my head with more confidence. I pucker my lips. A smiling Claude caught up to me. 

	“Anything to say?”, Claude asks.

	The door behind Claude opens and the man that interrupted earlier appears again. Claude turns and tells him that they didn't want to be bothered. The man stays still until his body begins to decay in front of their eyes and a spit of clogged blood drips from his mouth and some land on Claude's backseat. Claude's eyes grow and my mouth stretches from ear to ear. This time showing my fangs to him. Four ninjas enter very fast, behind the councilmen on the left and on the right and slashing their necks slit open. Blood began to pour down were I am standing. I open my hands as if I’m receiving with grace the offerings of pouring blood. I open my mouth and taste their blood. The councilmen decay even faster and quickly turn to ash. Claude now was standing in the middle of two ninjas on his left and two ninjas on his right. He looks mortified at the scenery. Now he was the one in disadvantage. Claude makes haste through the door but before he could head out a palm strikes him in the face sending him flying and landing all the way down on my feet. The secretary from the entrance was the one that gave him the blow to the face and now it looks like Claude now, faces his executioner. Me. I feel the blood drying up in my face. It starts to turn to ash. I’m dirty as hell. I’ll savor this moment. I clench my fists. I feel a light air come from my hands. Shadow hands form and restrain Claude, securing his hands and feet.

	“Mr. councilman, Claude. You have disrespected our kind for far too long. You counts, reveal our people to overthrow powerful vampires, expose us to benefit. For your own businesses. The truce with men aren't enough and yet we have to obey a puny creature that can't access power in their lifespan. You keep distracting us with the humans, with their wars, pandemics, terrorism to keep all creatures at bay.”

	I squeeze my hands making the shadow hands clutch tighter Claude. He screams in agony and blood begins to spill from his nose. A low "please stop, please stop" is heard besides the whimpers of him. He starts to cough and blood comes out of his mouth making him gag a bit, s’il te plait, arrete, he continues.

	“Besides I was almost going to be a hundred years as a viscount and not a single word on promotion. You were going to kill me either way. A blind man not seeing the true potential of his kind. Any last word?”, I continue.

	As Claude is going to say something I put my fist in my chest and with speed open my arms as far as I can. The shadow hands tear every limb of Claude and his body falls on the ground. Claude was still alive and in shock, he didn't faint and still was seeing all his limbs fall all over the room. His body lays on the floor, I bet his vision is blurry. On the five benches, the ninjas and the secretary look down to him. He is trembling. No scream came out of him. I pinch my thumb and index. A shadow mini spike seeks Claude’s head. The spike starts to pierce his skull. I move my fingers forward slowly. I start moving apart my fingers. Somewhat of a dry whine comes from Claude as the spike grew inside him. I open completely my fingers and in an instant Claude’s head explodes. His body also began decaying fast and soon turn to ash. I’m admiring all that is left from the councilmen. Empty seats, dust and blood clogs. Years of ruling with their heads in their asses.

	I look upwards to Laim and his ninjas and to the secretary. All of them smile at me and Laim sticks his tongue out in excitement. I calmly tilt my head and make a gesture to go.

	“Let’s finish this!”, I say.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Night - Bloody Mary Club, 8:40 PM

	 

	 

	 

	We arrive at the Bloody Mary. I finish unbuttoning my shirt. I hate being dirty. New suit and we exit the limo. The secretary follows me into the damp street. Another car arrives with Laim and his crew. We walk to the nightclub and there’s more security than usual. I press my lips hard. I believe something did not go precisely as plan.

	Inside the club, there are broken glasses and already some people are working fixing them. They look petrified when I walk in. They continue faster. Some men carry new tables and replacing some broken ones. Other's replacing some mirrors, using a broom, mopping, wiping dust even blood. 

	Some of the security and a hooded person stand to circle someone. Must be Drake. Why can he dress accordingly at least to the club? Looks like a homeless person. His rings in his hands stick out from his hood. Is this novice waiting for a command? I am baffled at the scenery.

	“One newborn Ahket caused this?”, I ask.

	I finish arranging my cufflinks. The Ahket is not who is kneeling.

	“That is not the girl. What is this?”, I ask.

	One in the circle talks: "he came out of nowhere swinging his staff and..." his words got cut as he receives an upset stare from me and quickly I spike him through his heart. His body falls to the floor like a rag doll. Drake turns revealing some skulls dangling in his waist and made a gesture to calm down. "We have the orb", he says. Calm down? Calm the fuck down? After what has happened? If he was not my servant, I would of kill him. Plus, he knows the ritual. He still has value. 

	"And who is this?" I raise my voice while lifting the man's hair that was all over his face. A pair of caramel eyes was the first thing met me. Who is this man with a trench coat dropping from his shoulders? I feel the warmness creep in me from all sides. I turn to Laim with disgust in my face.

	“Is this the Seelisch you took care of?”, I yell.

	Laim and two ninjas bowed down their head a little, except the bushy eyebrow one.

	“The girl?”, I ask.

	“I killed her.”, says the Seelisch.

	I punch him in the face and quickly made another fist of shadow bigger than my hand that hit him again causing him slide to one of the security men's feet. The security guard stood like a statue. 

	“Don’t mock me, crazy! A vegetarian vampire killing? I did not ask to be humor! Check if he knows anything. Fix this place, a big celebrity comes today, and this must be spotless. We open in two hours! Fucking cunts surround me!”, I keep yelling.

	I signal Drake and the secretary to follow me. Laim looks upset as a the Seelisch raises and gives him a mischievous smirk. Laim lands him a swift punch that makes him unconscious. Laim gestures some security guards to lift him. The security men drag the Seelisch, and the ninjas follow through the secret elevator on the right. Another security man twists a key inside and lets them in as the elevator door closes. Everybody is useless.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	MIEKE Night - Alley 7:40 PM

	 

	 

	 

	I tried running as fast as I could but both Kokolite and Hannah were too fast for me. I took the car and I drove for a while looking for them. How do you follow some vampires…? To my luck, I figured out that a crash a couple of blocks had to do with one of these two. To my surprise, an Ezequiel almost buried into a light post is what I encounter. I told the people to move while I verified the area and that I will make a report about it. I didn't want anybody from the force to mess things up or be a telltale to whoever is looking for that stupid orb, maybe. Ezequiel looks at me and plays along as a victim while I help him get up. I can tell that he feels ridiculous since he can easily regenerate, but these people need the façade of this theater to continue with their boring lives. What the hell happen?

	Ezequiel lets a grunt out to play along as I help him to the front of my car.

	“You are in luck sir, not even a scrap to tell a good story, sir.”, I say.

	An onlooker on the street screams at both of us: "you should call an ambulance." I force a smile and scream back, "already did sir, thank you." And quickly change my face. I feel the annoyance. I cannot leave quickly, people get suspicious. At least Ezequiel's outfit passes as another homeless person and people are quickly losing interest on the scene. A couple of youngsters are still excited about what happened by looking at their phones, "Did you see it? Did you see it?". I turn to Ezequiel and lower my voice.

	“Hannah?”, I ask.

	“Escaped after the moving thing hit me.”

	I see the truck with a dent on its grill. The driver flabbergasted at how deep it is and how Ezequiel is still alive.

	“Kokolite?”, I ask.

	“I saw him rush were she was heading. She had too much distance on him. They crossed that alley.”

	“Now what?”

	“You the detective.”, he says.

	He is right. I am two steps behind these guys all the time, and it is my fault. I should forget that they have powers. I have abilities too and I should not beat myself up because of the situation. We have no communication with Kokolite. Hannah is gone. The only lead that we have is that some ninjas attacked both of them looking for an orb. And the city talks... the city talks? That's it! I Think I have an idea. I hope it works. I feel a bit of air of hope. I make a gesture for Ezequiel to get in the car. We rush to it. Enter and flee the scene. Some people look confused and the kids with the phones were too preoccupied to notice. The trucker kept looking nervously for both of us as some ambulance and police sirens were getting closer.

	I drive for a while until I got close to the church and Cat Alley. The street looks deserted although it was not that late.

	“Haven’t you have been here already?”, Ezequiel asks.

	“Yes I have, but I was searching all wrong. I was thinking like a detective, looking for clues on people. However, this is not a normal scene. Also, you guys are no ordinary people.”

	I walk past the alley, and Ezequiel follows. A sound of a metallic shopping cart was heard a little far away. My breath stops for a moment. I gesture Ezequiel to follow. We speed up. A homeless man I interacted with a few days before, pushes a shopping cart with some belongings in it through the street. We hurry towards him.

	“Hey, sir!”, I shout.

	The homeless man turns his back. His eyes widen. He recognizes me and let's go a huge gasp, and his hands began to tremble.

	“I didn't take the radio I swear. It was Bob... big nasty Bob did it.”, he says.

	“Sorry, didn't mean to startle you. I had a question if I may?”, I say calmly.

	“A question? To me? Oh… ok…  I guess so.”, he blushes.

	“Have you seen ninjas?”, I ask hoping not to hit a dead end.

	I know that a question like that on any given day I will get weird looks. However, if I keep doing the same things I’ve been doing the results will not change. However, at the sound of the question, the man's face turned into a happy one exposing half denture between his facial hair. He almost looked like a shar pei smiling. Ezequiel stays quiet with his hands crossed with no big expression on his face.

	“Oh… I knew I wasn't crazy! They told me I was crazy, but I ain’t. Oh, missy, I tell you, the guys from the docks saw some weird shadow men but me and Benny saw them ninjas I tell you.”, the homeless says.

	“And where is Benny?”, I ask.

	“Benny is close to that fancy club downtown, yes sirey. I tell him to come over here, but he likes to get lucky with those fancy people in their suits, but he gets scared when the ninjas and the shadow people get out. You won't catch me there I tell you. No sirey, you won't catch me there.”

	I smile at Ezequiel and back at the man and before leaving I reach for my wallet and give him a five-dollar bill. The man gives a bigger smile than before exposing more of his half denture mouth. That gesture broke a smirk on Ezequiel.

	“Thank you. Good hearted mam. She’s a keeper that one. Don’t let her out of your side.”, the homeless man says.

	We smile and walk off to the car.

	We drive close to the Bloody Mary Club. The homeless man did not say which club, but usually when people say a club or even fancy club that's the one they mean. The lights already illuminate from a distance. My police com turns on and a mentions of Gustav Smirnoff going to the club. Celebrities and rich people. I scoff. Police officers were deployed to parallel streets to keep that area clean. I can’t go any further. We park a few blocks away. We exit the car.

	We walk trying to get close but not close enough to be on the security guard’s and/or other policemen doing rounds. No Homeless people here. The police must of take them away until this Smirnoff leaves today. Dead end now? A weird sound catches my attention. I look upwards. Something moves in a small building nearby. Spies? I pointed to Ezequiel to go upstairs the building. I took my gun and started to run to the building to use the stairs leading to the roof. We’re trying to be as fast but as stealthy as we could. We got to the rooftop. Looks empty. The rooftop looks down to the club. We both search. A piece of clothing that is crunched behind an air vent catches my eye. I signal Ezequiel about it.

	“I know you're here! It's easier for you to come out.”, I say.

	The wind and some faded music was the only answer I got with some occasional car horns. I continued walking by. Some steps were heard but when I turn around… nothing. A metal hit the air vent and the clothing was gone. Besides it a moving curly hair. I walk towards it. Hannah is sitting with her forearms resting in her knees.

	“You might of kill me now pig.”, she says.

	She is trembling and tears were almost dried in her eyes. Ezequiel gets close with a distraught expression. Hannah notices his presence and trembles even more. I waive to Ezequiel and he lets go a huge sigh. He does not take his stare from Hannah. His fist told he was ready to fight or to harm her. He took some steps back, but his tense posture made Hannah to stare at his feet. 

	“Where is the orb Hannah?”, I ask.

	“He took it.”

	“Kokolite took it?”

	“I bet you are the worst detective, huh pig?”

	I took a deep breath and hid my gun. I kneel in one leg. I went to put my hands on Hannah but she moves her shoulders.

	“What happened?”, I ask.

	“Fuck off pig! If you want to tell this brute to kill me already!”, she snaps.

	I gesture Ezequiel so that he could give us more space. His face of disapproval says it all but he concedes the request. He steps all the way to the edge of the building. He looks like he’s never seen the lights brighten up the club, cars and the people. "It looks like a feast", he says.

	“Why? You think that the getting killed is an answer? Like it or not if something happens to you… maybe you got an easy way out but still, you’ll be the burden of somebody else. "Believe me, I know that.”, I say.

	Hannah stops trembling and looks at me more attentive. 

	“I lost someone that was very dearly in my life... and I blamed myself for being so selfish. I did not attend his funeral. I even blamed God for it too.”, I say. 

	“So you lost somebody. I lost a clan. They were my family!”

	“Yet you look like you have more to lose.”

	Hannah cringed. 

	 

	HANNAH

	 

	My mom and brothers pop in my head. I don’t want to admit that this pig is right. 

	“I can easily get killed by you, or others of your kind. But now what is going to happen... is that someone is going to become more powerful than you... more powerful than Ezequiel and it doesn't look good for any of us if that happens.”, she says.

	I kept silent. A minute passes that seemed like a lifetime. The music fades even more and it appears that the wind was our only companion for a moment. I hesitate. She presses her lips letting me space for me to talk.

	“Kokolite. He isn't that crazy as I thought... I mean he is a crazy person for what he did. But he is not that bad.”, I say.

	Mieke tries to study me. She is listening carefully to my every word, every gesture. I lower my head. Sadness and guilt surround me. I raise my head with fresh tears. I try cleaning some and mess up the mascara that probably runs over my cheeks. Mieke swallows. She keeps quiet. I try to fight the knot in my throat.

	“As I got close to the club, I decided to rest a bit. It’s not easy running from Zeek over there. Koko found me, and shoved me against the wall down in the alley of this building. I struggled, yet he knew my next move. He said that my family will lose their protector if I gave them the orb. I see in you they marked your house he said before he took the orb from me. His words were still sounding in my mind. I did not fight back. The sound of losing my family petrified me. I will sacrifice myself so you can learn, he said. I'll show you I'm right he said and started speaking through his mind as he was walking to the club with the orb. He was met by security. All hell broke loose. They started fighting him. He showed me that they were going to kill me if I showed up. I heard their thoughts. I heard their plans for me. He was right. As he fought some guys inside the club their thoughts came clearer. He said he was trying his hardest to maintain connection but all he got was a beat down. I could feel him. I could feel his pain. I could hear their thoughts on him. And what they were going to do to me if I was the one who delivered that stupid orb. I could… why was I so stupid?”

	A flood covers my eyes. I barely see. Mieke sits next to me and puts her hand over.

	All my emotions pour down. I have more bottle up things. I didn’t know they were so many. "What did I do? what did I do?" I say. 

	“We got to save him. Save Kokolite and get that orb.”, she says.

	A sting in my stomach and my heart stops.

	“What?”, she asks.

	“Ripa! We are talking about Ripa. He owns the club. They say he's so powerful that the council has given him impossible tasks to fail. To kill him off. He has no rival and has more people under him.”

	Mieke nods and does a head gesture to Ezequiel. He looks calmer. He also gave a nod.

	“It’s either try and fail... or wait and let our loved ones die either way. He'll gain endless powers if he succeeds.”, Mieke says.

	I think of my family and how they already marked the house. Die trying? Die waiting? Those are the only two options? I look at Ezequiel who is staring at me.

	“What about you?”, I ask him.

	“I’m the guardian of it. It is imperative that it be returned. Ripa will be a god if the orb is not returned.”, he says.

	I look at Mieke.

	 

	MIEKE

	 

	“He is a juggernaut. But you are human.”, Hannah cries.

	“I’ve survived a couple of attacks already. We have to work together.”, I say.

	“How would we do it?”

	“I’ve done special missions before. I think I have an idea.”

	I get Kokolite trying to show the pain and everything. I don’t think it was a good move to teach her a lesson that way. That is the whole reason people are getting killed off, and he just handed the orb to them. In a silver platter. Anyways, talk about being confident, when in fact I'm scared shitless of this. Did they mark Hannah's house? Hannah came to my apartment. If there's a point to leave my control and take a leap of faith, this is it. Either way, I'm screwed. Getting as far away from the apartment leaves Diane with some sort of safety. Then again If Hannah knew where I live it would be no mystery for others as powerful as they say they are to find it as well.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	GUSTAV SMIRNOFF Night - Bloody Mary Club, 11:15 PM

	 

	 

	 

	Music is playing loud, with GO-GO dancers, flashy lights, male and female servers walking side to side with filled drinks and empty glasses in their tray. A DJ is waving his hands with a flashy stage where the lights changes from each sound pattern he mixes and people are following him like he is a god telling them what to do. The club looks impeccable. Not the best I’ve visited. A bunch of security men comes in with beautiful women while escorting us. I see my skin glowing with some black lights as I adjust my Breguet. I see my hair sharp at a very polished wall. A floor manager of the club navigates us across the stairs to take us to the most prominent VIP section while some drinks and finger food are being served. "Anything else, for now, Mr. Smirnoff?": almost yells the floor manager through the loud music. I gesture no with my head. I let a dollar tip that widened the floor manager's eyes. The floor manager leaves. I want to get out of here.

	“Think of it as an investment.”, Aleksey says.

	“It was a mistake coming to America.”, I say.

	“Remember this is PR, tomorrow we start business! Try to enjoy sir!”

	Can’t live without Aleksey. Best assistant in Russia. I give a quick nod, grab one old-fashioned glass and chug a whole drink in a single gulp — a quick smile brakes when some model dancers get close to me. I move in accordance with the music. Let see what these American women have to offer.



	



	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	KOKOLITE Night - Fluorescent Room, 11:15pm

	 

	 

	 

	The lights sting my eyes. People are talking, but I only hear a fluorescent light. The room looks like a surgeon’s room, with equipment, clean, stainless steel frames. I’m tied to a chair — hands on the back. I taste blood. I open my eyes again. A black blur comes to me. My head goes all the way to the back as I feel all the nerves screaming in pain. My left eye is beginning to swell. I start focusing. Two kumori stand guard. Ninja guy and his ninja companions are here. Two stand guard and the one standing up is the one with the bushy eyebrows. "Heeeeeaahhhh." My head goes to the side and my jaw aches. I’m concentrating on the pain. I can’t hear their thoughts so much. I’ll just get a bigger headache.

	“Now you look like your god. Resurrection and all. This is fun though. I am excited and all. But I need to know majo... where is she?”, Laim says.

	I struggle to stay put. Some blunt objects and sharp ones lie on a table already with blood and from my damaged cloth, I can tell where the sharp ones went through. A knee to the face made me gargle as blood came rushing through my throat. I cough. A deep breath with an exciting smile claimed Laim’s face. Something is odd here. My mind is wondering. I’m in pain. Where am I?

	“By the way, I did not know you are a vegetarian. I thought those were extinct. I bet you are like the humans too. Looking for organic and non-processed crap, huh majo? It is weird though... we thought we killed you, but... a piece of information came to us that somebody was bitten that landed on a hospital nearby the church. I mean it could not be a coincidence since that person is the sister of the girl cop you were with recently. Pity Ripa found out this way that you are alive.”

	I lift my head with all my strength. Pain or not, I can’t have them hurt Mieke. Diane. The Priest. I cannot see from the left. It must be swollen shut. My lips are cracked filled with both saliva and blood — the hair on my face. Ninja man grows a bigger smile and licks his lips. Who is Laim I hear? The ninja guards say it is the ninja man.

	“There it is. Why are you infatuated with the keisatsu? Don't worry... after you tell us about the neko, the keisatsu and her sister will die either way.”, Laim continues.

	Keitsatsu is detective. Neko cat. I feel the heat driving through my body. I make a fist. A small sound of metal hitting metal started to sound. I am having murderous thoughts. The guards looked at each other. They are uneasy. I feel their adrenaline rushing. I feel fear in them. They look ready and on standby mode waiting for something to come their way. The sound grows stronger. And the guards start to murmur. The scalpels, blunt objects at the table were moving. The ground is shaking beneath the table. Laim and the bushy guy did not pay attention to it. I hear all their thoughts.

	“Funny I thought you crazies were only hearing voices in your head and didn't care much of our world, or the pathetic humans.”, says the ninja guy.

	“Funny... I thought Laim was Arab, and you are Japanese.”

	The bushy eyebrow ninja palms my face so fast and hard that I hover in the air. The metals shaking stopped completely. My vision blurs completely. 

	“Baka! Ripa asked for the girl too!”, I think the Japanese says.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	RIPA Night - Ripa’s office, 11:30 PM

	 

	 

	 

	All this time, preparing for this specific moment. Something that was supposed to be a secret… ruined by that stupid Lasovsky. Fucking cunt. Some men move to the sides of the office all the furniture leaving an empty space in the middle. The sarcophagus is brought over by others in a hydraulic fork stacker. The design of the sarcophagus is a weird Egyptian I have not come across in my many travels. Gold, blue and red colors filled the designs of it. Drake took off his hood. His bald head, white beard and pale skin that show some veins, makes me sick. Below his eyes he has reddish marks and his eyes glow blue. Maybe part of the ritual. He looks like a walking corpse. I made him use that hood. I know he is older than the council. Well, they are dead. He’s not. His long nails caress the skulls on his waist as the men kept working back and forth. I walk next to him observing everything and analyzing all.

	“I hope this works old man.”

	Drake nods and smiles with his crooked teeth. His appearance is repulsive. The sarcophagus is placed in the middle of the room and candles are set all over. The secretary enters the room. She has a whip on her waist. 

	“Didn’t know your secretary is human.”,  the council secretary says.

	“A fearful human is a loyal one.”

	Drake smiles again, and the secretary also looks with disgust.

	“I will call you Lucy.”, I say.

	“Sir, that is not my…”

	“I don’t have time now. You will be Lucy.”, I interrupted.

	She forces a smile and nods. That’s more like it. Obedience.



	




	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	GUSTAV SMIRNOFF Night - Bloody Mary Club, 12:00 PM

	 

	 

	 

	The music is too loud. I am getting anxious to get out. Bored. All these people bore me. I am here in the United States for business, not pleasure. I got lots of money, houses. I have traveled the world a couple of time. These polunochnyy klubs are the same der’mo. A gorgeous woman in a sparkly dress starts to dance close to me. I shake my head.  She still tries to grab my attention. I politely force a smile as she holds my hand. I was going to take it away from her when the music stops abruptly, and the whole club is painted red with some emergency lights that flash the whole area. The people look up quickly confused at what just happened, and with it, the sprinklers turn on. Water flowed quickly, and the people started panicking and running as a weird sound took over the club and a robotic woman's voice commenced through the speakers: "Fire alarm, please exit, this is not a drill. Fire alarm, please exit, this is not a drill." “Etot”, I yell. Aleksey shakes his head. It continues replaying the same message over and over again. The waiters, managers, bartenders help people get out of the club. Some people have their eyes widened, others are upset. Stupid fighting over their fancy suits. Especially the women with their hair. I look at Aleksey again. He nods. My men start to make way for me to move. Between the commotion I see a few people running to the club with elongated arms. When I’m about to a second look, I am pulled by the manager and security people. I know I have not drink much. I try forcefully to turn back again and see the men, but they are gone. The manager screams some apology.  I am too distracted to follow.

	 

	RIPA

	 

	I am pulling back my sleeves when a beeping sounds in the office. I give a nod to Lucy, and she presses a button, and an intercom sounds off, "Fire alarm, please exit, this is not a drill. Fire alarm, please exit, this is not a drill." I feel my face getting tense. I press my lips. I wave a hand on a wall, and one of the paintings turn into the digital blueprint of both the building and the Bloody Mary Club. It includes the downstairs tunnel and hall that connects both of those buildings. Three circles flash on the screen on the club. On the corner state FIRE WARNING. I give a signal to some of the men, and they run to the elevator on the wall as the wall is opened up. I go to the window. Cars are leaving the club, and people gather outside. There is smoke coming out of various parts of the club. I feel the vein in my forehead popping up as my whole body tenses up. My lips press together, and I am shaking from anger. Shadow spikes form all over his body. I am going to kill someone.

	 

	KOKOLITE

	 

	I hear a commotion. Everything is fuzzy. One of the guards Bluetooth beeps, and he answers it. "Something is going on. You guys need to head to the club." Laim looks annoyed and gives a signal to his men. They nod and leave. Ripa's men keep me on guard. 

	 

	SECURITY MAN

	 

	The club floor looks empty as the guys and me continue checking everything out. Some voices are heard of angry people echoing through. I see somebody entering. I go after the person. "Hey, stop there. You cannot be here.": I scream. The person is moving through some halls and passes through the kitchen's door as it swings back and forth. I enter and take the baton out. It looks empty. Counters, fridge, stove, all look like they were recently used, but were either turned off or cleaned in a hurry. I stroll. The kitchen is big and bright, and the clean stainless steel will make anything moving evident. I stop to hear if anything sounds. Something moves. I turn and see a black hooded man elbowing. My vision becomes a blur. From his backpack, he takes a walkie-talkie and struggles to turn it on. He pushes a button: "I'm in Mieke". He turns to me. His knuckles come straight to my…

	 

	HANNAH

	 

	Between the commotion I make myself go in the front entrance almost unnoticed. Some security guards are more focused on getting people out that I’m slipping by with ease. I think my small stature also helps. I continue until a big hand stops me: "Everybody out!" a manly voice says. I wasn't paying much attention, so I palm straight on his nose making it bleed instantly and slam his head against a wall. A distant voice says: "You saw that?" but as I turn to the voice I didn’t notice any onlooker just people trying to make their way out in panic and upset. I get to the middle of the club, that was isolated, but lights continued to flash from side to side. I put my hoodie down. I tap the Bluetooth: "I'm in." Mieke replies: "Good, now Ezequiel must be almost at the end to the left, through some halls, the club isn't that big to pick up Kokolite."

	“I hear something!”, I say.

	“Hide.”, Mieke says.

	I run splashing a bit of water on the wet floor. A sound through a hall to the right led ten security guards come in. I hide behind a pillar and duck at the same time as the men are verifying the place. I put my hood back again.

	“I though you said that to the right there was nothing.”, I whisper.

	“I see the blueprints as we speak. There is nothing there. What do you see?”, Mieke says.

	“Some men came out a hall, probably a secret room. I don’t think they have water pistols.”

	“I’m checking! I'm checking quickly!”

	One of the men notices me and does a hand gesture to another. Shit. The men are suited and with a gun in hand. I start shaking as if I’m a hooded club goer. I don’t think they will be stupid enough. I keep my eyes on their automatic rifles. "Mam? You can't be here, there's a fire on the building". I keep shaking without doing any other movement. Another security guard goes to my side. I hear the splashing of the footsteps, and I listen with precaution. He takes me by the hand. I shake more. This is going to get ugly. "Calm down mam, we just need you to go outside.": he says. I nod and cooperate with him and starts to move. A third security man watches me attentive. I look down. "Wait a minute?": the security man says. "She looks like the one Ripa is looking for." he continues. The man holding me removes my hood entirely and as he is finishing I strike him in the throat sending him to the floor immediately. The second guard is at arm’s length and as he is reacting I give him a kick in the face and start to run.

	Some of the men aim their gun at me. Bullets fly as I jump behind the bar. Glasses and bottles explode with alcohol pouring to the bar top and floor. It looks like a 4th of July but with bullets, liquid and glasses bursting all over. The bullets seize. Some mirrors at the top and I can watch them. They don’t look up. The men rush to the bar. One of the men leans and looks over the bar. Broken glass, liquid is on the floor along some of my clothing. He raises his head and shakes his head. “Noting just some clothing and liquid!”, he yells. The men are baffled. I smirk. I’m dope at hiding man. They keep searching. Some quick feet. I turned into a cat. I jump on one of the security men, landing on his hand with my claws. The man screams in agony while his finger pulls the trigger firing and hitting two of the security guards. "She turned to a cat": one screams. The guards shoot at me. I twist and turn the security guards body. He shields me from the bullets. The men begin changing their hands to claws, spikes, and swords. Shit. Kumoris. They are Ripa’s men after all. They chase me. I continue to run as something dropping.  I try to lose them. The club doesn’t help. I’m cornered. "You are making this harder on yourself sweetie.": says a kumori. I turn. He starts to form shadow knives. I turn back to human form quickly covering my breasts. The man licks his lips and gives me creepy smile as he looks at me from head to toes. "Sorry I can't knock your socks out! Boss’s order." He lifts his hands but quickly they fall as Ezequiel is behind him. His shadow knives disappear as Ezequiel removes the dagger from his head. The club now has all the other security guards lifeless lying around.

	“I thought you were faster.”, I say.

	“I thought you were stealthier.”, Zeek answers.

	The bodies of the men begin to decay. They look freshly gooey. I go back to the bar and dress.

	“Newborns.”, says Zeek.

	“I bet Ripa kills off anyone failing him instantly. He must recruit constantly.”

	I put the Bluetooth and press the button.

	“Miss detective we have the floor. What now?”, I say.

	“Good, you're alive. Heard the gunshots. You guys good?”, says Mieke.

	The club looks messed up with bullets plastered through it. Lights flash on and off, shatter crystals, tables turned. Ten gooey decaying bodies on the floor and alcohol still pouring to the floor from the broken bottles.

	“No sweat!”, I say.

	“There’s no other option than to check the right hall you mentioned. I’ve been checking the schematics, and nothing has come up. If it’s done illegal, it wouldn’t surprise as money talks.”

	Zeek and me head there and see the elevator but no buttons just a key hole. I raise my brow. Zeek looks confused. He’s watching everything trying to figure out what going on. "One of them must have a key!", I shout. I check one of the security men's pockets and feel some keys. "Got ‘em!" I say. I head to the elevator again. Keys on the keyhole one by one verifying witch enters and turns until one goes smoothly. I twist it, and the lights turn red. Zeek enters the elevator, and the door closes. The elevator heads down. He looks confused. Static on the Bluetooth.

	“Detective? Mieke? Pig? I think we lost her?”, I say.

	“How so?”, he says.

	“Bad connection.”

	Ezequiel looks confused.

	“The earpiece we have does not work if we are too far from the receiver … too far from Mieke.”

	Ezequiel did not understand yet he looks anxious.

	“What’s wrong man?”, I ask.

	“I feel uncomfortable in this. Also, Stupid. Uncomfortable and stupid I feel.”

	He starts taking off the backpack. Hoodie. Oh, his pants.

	“Dude I barely know ya. And we are on a rescuing mission. C’mon!”, I whine.

	He ignores me and continues stripping. He was down to just some gold rings in his arms and some big arm bracelets that almost covered his forearms with silver, gold and some ancient emblems on it. I give a few stares from the side. I know my cheeks are red, but it wouldn't go noticed as the elevator's light are already red. He had a linen skirt and took out some old sandals from the book bag he has. A dagger hangs from his right calf. He’s kinda good looking.

	“So Egyptian, you? Now, you look like you’re going to a Halloween party.”, I say.

	“I feel comfortable now. Plus, now it feels like I'm completing my purpose and keep safe the orb.”

	“You said it will make him a god. How so?”

	“The orb leads to the body of one of the twelve.”

	“One of the what now?”

	“You’re young.”

	“Hey! I want to make things better man. I failed. I have a lot to learn! Go easy on me man.”

	He sighs.

	“The twelve are the first of our kind. One taste of their blood will multiply their powers. Imagine me evil with more powers.”

	“But how's that possible? Wouldn't they be a pile of ash now.”

	“They’re casket is indestructible. They have to be killed off by a powerful being. Until then they keep on the eternal slumber until awaken. If awaken and not killed, they will walk the Earth again. Not everyone in the twelve is good.”

	I lower my head and sigh.

	“Look man. I want to apologize. What I did, could affect everything now.”

	“No need to apologize for habibi. What is important is to complete my mission. Your world today has more trouble than to add more. People are killing over politics and religion before only vampires did that. The thirst for power and money has turned everyone into animals.”

	“Hey Zeek. Sorry to burst your bubble. But we are.”

	“No. We are better. The humans are better too. I bet your sadness is because you lost hope on someone. A lover. Family. I lost everything. I lost the woman I loved and slept for many years paying the price for not being focused. Love blinded me. My mission should always be first, and when I dominate protecting the orb, I will try to make peace and give love a second chance.”

	I feel bad now. My family. I did lose hope for them when mom defended my stepdad before me and my brothers. I clench my fist. He’s right though. I can’t live like this. I need to forgive them. Forgive mom. She brought me to the world. I sigh. I feel clear for the first time in years. I need to help this man with his mission. I miss mom... so... so much. I need her warmth. I need to feel her. I open my hands calmer.

	“Zeek...?”

	“Yes?”

	“I got you, man. I will fight for you. You got my word.”

	Ezequiel smiles for the first time to me. I return the smiled.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	MIEKE Night - Bloody Mary Club, 12:45 PM

	 

	 

	 

	Overseeing the nightclub a few blocks back, I hope I don’t be that suspicious. Van is tinted, and tag is clean. Two laptops, one with schematics of the Bloody Mary Club and the other tracking for other activities nearby. The screen is split into multiple security cameras that I managed to hack. No coms have reported a disturbance at the club. It seems impossible that by this time not a single firetruck has appeared. Not even police. They must have everyone by the balls. There’s still a crowd on the entrance on the club arguing with whom I think is the club manager and security men. Everyone soaking wet. The man who appears to be the manager is pointing out at the fumes from the club. The smoke bombs should be out any second now. I do search on Ripa. All the information was given by Hannah. I clench my fist. Not an answer. Must be an alias. Dark web maybe? I check the Bluetooth piece and the walkie-talkie. I know I won't get a response from Ezequiel. At least they are both together. I can't expect much from a man over three thousand years to know how to use technology. A static comes from the Bluetooth.

	“Hannah? Hannah? Do you hear me? Hannah?”

	More static is heard. I try the walkie. Nothing. She said elevator, maybe connection got cut off. But elevator to where? There are no buildings nearby. The closest is like a block maybe more away. Underground? I can see the building from here if they are connected, it must be a massive tunnel between those buildings. Illegal. Out of the public view and if so the club must be a face to explain the money they generate. In another scenario, I will be leading this mission, and this is out of my territory. I'm helping three unknowns get this orb which people are dying for it. But my gut is telling me I'm doing the right thing. I think... I know I'm doing the right thing although I'm way out of my comfort zone. I hope the coms get back on. Comfort zone or not I need to feel a little bit of control.

	A beep sounds on the computer, and I tap quickly. It accesses a traffic camera, and it looks like a bigger van is speeding. It's far away from the van. Will it go to the club? I hold my breath until the van comes to a halt a few blocks. It stops next to the tallest building nearby. Could it be? They are connected? I quickly tap the computer to change camera views. Sweat starts to build in my forehead. I wipe it off. Got the camera angle I want. From the van, many men in tactical gear are getting out with machine guns. They are on formation and doing hand signals not using their coms or talking whatsoever. Military? Swat? There's no dispatch info whatsoever. The men enter the building. I sigh deeply and starts taping the bottom part of the laptop continuingly not hitting any keys. Think Mieke, think! I nibble multiple times my left index finger. Fuck it! I’m going to go in! I get up and put on a Kevlar body armor. On my left thigh two extendable batons and a dart gun. On the right thigh a mini machine gun. On my back two guns and on the right boot a minigun. I take a machine gun with a pistol brace that attaches it into my forearm. That will make the gun not fly away if somebody pushes me. Forgot how heavy lots of weapons felt like. I take the wheel and drive closer to the building. There's no point calling for backup.

	I get out of the van and jog towards the van that had the tactical team. One man close to the entrance of the building stands guard in his tactical. Strike in the face the only option at the moment. I get to the edge of another building. The man is passing back and forth attentive. A small rock on the floor. Grab it and throw it close to the van. The sound catches his attention. He jumps. He goes to investigate gun in front ready to fire. I walk stealthily behind him. My boots make a sound making him flinch and looking back, but he's received by a slashing movement of the machine gun. I kick him in the face as a precaution. He’s unconscious. “Didn't expect that did you?”, I whisper. I tap the man in the pockets of his body armor and finds strip laces. I tie his hands on the back and his feet to the rims of the van. I recheck the man. Looks pretty human to me. I take out far from him anything that could help him break free. Coms, weapons, knife.

	I get near the entrance. Two security guards. They were all covered. Suits are not the same though. I'll just go in. It will give me a second to make them think, and they'll be down before they know it. I go to the entrance, and the security guards see me in my tactical outfit. It takes a second to notice is not the same as the ones who enter previously. Hesitation on their part. As they react my dart gun aims. The machine gun moves and locks backward in the back of my forearm. Two shots both in their necks. No time to draw their weapons. Stun. One fell. The other one dances fighting the inevitable. He hits his face hard on the floor. Night, night boys! I tie them back to back, hand to hand and feet to feet together. Standard entrance looks luxurious. Elevators on the back of the security guards. Let's see the cameras. Too many cameras. A tactical team is talking to some men that look like the shadow manipulators we encountered a few days ago. Shit! It's all connected then. One of the walkie-talkies of the security guards went off: "The cat girl and an unknown male are on the building on the basement floors. They are heading to the main building. Shoot to kill! I repeat shoot to kill!" The men stop talking and run in different points of views of different cameras. I let out a deep sigh. These people must have tons of money and resources. Going all this trouble for two people… or vampires and an orb? If is as important as they say then I can put my worries of what I know about Hannah, Ezequiel and Kokolite away... and start kicking ass. Welcome to the jungle bitch!

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	HANNAH Night - Ripa's Building 6th floor, 1:30 AM

	 

	 

	 

	After the club, we got to an endless hall. Zeek and I mount another elevator. Got to the main floor of the big building nearby. I remembered the entrance. Beautiful décor. After five stories searching for Kokolite, we got into some a pickle in two floors already. The door opens, but we stay for a moment there. At the side of it, there's a big metal 6 on the wall. Our clothes are dirty, and some of mine is ripped. I wipe some blood from my lip while touching my left ribs. Since Ezequiel heals faster than me, his skin looks flawless and even shinning as the light hits him.

	“You will heal soon mau.”, he says.

	“You are annoying. By the way, since we are fighting together, won't I know your clan origin. Powers?”

	“Another time child let's move.”

	I roll my eyes. As we enter the hallway, we are welcome by flying bullets. The loud bangs cause me to cover my ears. Blood spills from Ezequiel. He makes a gesture to calm down. The bullets stop. He does another gesture swiping his finger side on his neck that left me confused. Ezequiel walks outside the elevator. “Wait, wait, wait, what are you doing!”, I scream. As he steps outside the elevator doors, bullets fly hitting him again and a huge BANG! echoes through the whole elevator and halls. That must have been a huge gun. Ezequiel lands on the floor with blood all over. I open my eyes widely. I can't believe what just happened. I can’t breathe. My head is dizzy. The juggernaut, the vampire who lived, blunt hits, chain hits, bullet wounds, grenades are lying in the floor. He does not look like he is breathing. "It's just you missy. It will be over soon!", a tactical soldier screams.

	My eyes tear up. Are those special bullets? I tremble. Zeek! Zeeeeeek, I call for him in a low voice but trying to be as loud as possible. No answer. “C’mon missy, the boys here are waiting for a beer, and we had a bet that this would be over before dawn! the same soldier yells. I’m panting, and sweat is forming in my forehead. What the hell man? Why the hell? I begin to take off my cloth. My skin is getting fury. My teeth are getting smaller and sharper. I’m getting smaller. Everytime I turn it hurts. This time less. I put my hands in the floor as my whole body finishes turning into a cat. I take a breath.

	“Come out! You don't want us to get you huh?”, says the soldier.

	I sprint quickly and jump on a wall from the entrance and immediately jumps to another. The bullets start to fly fast again. “Cat! She turned into a cat!”, a male voice yells between the armada firing. The sound is giving me a massive headache. I continue trying to get to the men shooting. I’m barely dodging the bullets. The walls, the decor, even the lights are being shattered, damaged by all the bullets crashing everywhere. I dodge to an opening next to a fire extinguisher, just leaving a small part of wall to cover me. I’m hyperventilating. I can't escape! I'm cornered!

	“Missy! We will give you one last chance to get out. Two steps and we will blaze you to hell. I'll count down to five. We promise to make this quick!”

	I look upwards. Downwards. Where can I move next? "One Mississippi!" he shouts. I don't know how many they are, I couldn't see, I couldn't see! I panic. My hands keep trembling. I felt so confident a few seconds ago. I felt so safe with Ezequiel by my side. "Two Mississippi!" he shouts again. Now he’s gone. If I go back, they'll know more or less how I move now. “Three Mississippi!”, he continues. I tense up to make a run for it. I’m still deciding to move towards them or back to the elevator. "Four Mississippi!" he screams almost with pleasure. Fight I will! I’ll jump to their direction and take out as many as I can. My heart accelerates. I jump on the wall in front of me and land on the floor. My jaw drops. Ezequiel is choking the soldier that was screaming, and six other men are on the floor. The soldier falls like a ragdoll. I’m panting heavily still astonished at the sight. I was going out fighting in my mind, and the brute decided to finish it all by himself.

	“You, idiot!”, I scream.

	“Al’abalah?”, he says.

	“What?”

	“You call me idiot.”

	“I should call you sharmuta.”

	“Ah… So you know Arab.”

	I ran back to get my cloth and dress up. I turn to him for second and hiss at him still in cat form.

	“You look funny arguing like a mau.”

	I scoff while giving him the finger.

	“Next time tell me what you are going to do, will you?”, I yell.

	“I did, I did the I'll be dead thing with the finger.”

	“You be dead? You be dead…? You are a piece of work! You know that?”

	“No, no, no, no, no, no… it is I dead you work to distract them.”

	“Shut up!”

	Ezequiel turns around to let me transform and dress. I keep mumbling. I so want to punch him in the face! At least he’s alive. Thank God.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	MIEKE Night - Ripa’s Building 9th floor, 1:45 PM

	 

	 

	 

	I move slowly into the hall. I let go of a door with "EXIT" on it. On end, there’s an elevator and a nine in metal. I should of cross them by now. Something is not right. I keep a steady pace one foot in front of the other trying to hear if there's any sign of movement. I am sweating. Stairs look clean. Some shots echo from the elevator. I stop and grasp tighter the gun. Can't quite tell if it's from above or below. Some steps are coming my way. That sounds near. Two men run towards me with tactical gear. I shoot at one in the knee making him fall instantly, and a scream of agony mutes him as he’s hitting the floor. I aim towards the other one, but he's too close. I barely dodge him as I squint awaiting impact. Where the fuck they came from? The tall, muscular man evades hitting the elevator door as he stops quickly. The brute grabs my gun with his left hand and raises it while it is still attached to me. He grabs my neck with his other hand and sends me flying to the wall. The hit alone almost made me black out. The huge man grabs the machine gun's attachment and strips it apart. Tugging part of the skin. I scream as pain shoots my nervous system. I roll to the side trying to figure out what to do next. I raise my hands, ready for a fight and take deep breathes. My right forearm is burning. I was worried about vampires, and this colossus of a guy is the one besting me. The aching sensation is causing my arm to tremble. We square off. I look at the side of my eyes seeing the other soldier still wounded on the floor rubbing his knee in agony. The brute gives a vague laugh almost saying: "You can't win." He puts his big hands in front, to watch the distance between us. He runs towards me. I dodge a bit easier this time and land a kick to his belly. Didn't even flinch. He changes his stance more as a kickboxer. He is slowly gaining distance maintaining his left hand in front. He jabs with his left missing and continues to strike, missing again. I throw down my hands as a distraction, he falls for it and when he reacts I uppercut him and gives him a back kick to his waist that made him lower his upper body. I jump, grab him by the back of his neck and knee his face. I’m sure with all the force his brain will come out of the other side. Before I get to move aside, he grabs me by the waist and runs forward slamming me to the wall again. I hear a weird sound coming from my voice as all the air leaves me. My vision blurs while a shot of blood comes from my mouth landing on the man's face who barely got a black eye from the knee. I panic. He quickly grabs me by my throat and lifts me above him. His ginormous hands cover my whole neck and part of my face. The air goes fast. I reach with all my strength one of the batons and extend it quickly landing a quick blow to the man. He flinches. I switch the baton from hand and reach for the other. Extend it as well and with all the strength I got left I lift one of the batons again. "Arghhhhh!" I scream as I land blow after blow. The man slowly falls to the floor. His whole face was starting to swell as cuts, bruises, and his left eyed shuts. He is still breathing heavily in front of me. Fall motherfucker! I hit the man with the baton straight in his neck making the man gargle and choke on his own blood, and his windpipe completely shut down. He falls abruptly eyes open. He’s dead. He’s dead. I fall to the floor. The batons roll over my hands from exhaustion. My breaths are deep, one behind the other. I touch my lip and flinch. Cut maybe. I must have hit the brute's head while landing. After a long minute, I stand. I grab my bruised ribs and get up. Almost. As I regain composure a gun cocks. The other soldier was standing as well. He’s aiming his gun. I look down the barrel, waiting for the man to pull the trigger. Damn it! I press my lips and raise my hands. I remember how many times I’ve been at harm's way and always escaped. Nausea is what I feel. I always make sure the enemy is put down, and I left this one be. Admits the situation I had to deal with the massive mountain of a person. Now my life is at the mercy of the wounded soldier's finger. I concentrate on my breathing and close my eyes. A gunshot went off. I flinch. For a moment all sound faded off. I feel like everything slowed down. This is it... Diane! I wish you well! I love… what? I open my eyes slowly. No pain? I pat my body verifying for any open wound. I raise my head slowly. I hold my breath.

	“Oliver?”, I say astonish.

	“Are you all right?”, he asks.

	I am baffled at the sight of him. I try to speak faster, but between the pain and losing so much energy before, it is beginning to be a little tricky. The armed soldier was on the floor looking at me with his gun a few inches out, and Oliver’s gun is still up. Smoke comes out of his barrel, and a blood river was pouring from the man’s head.

	“What are you doing here?”, I ask.

	“A thank you would be good.”

	“What are you doing here?”, I raise my voice.

	“The boat. It led me here. All the investigation is connected here somehow. I should ask the same. Why are you here?”

	“An investigation led me here as well.”

	“You look like you are going to war.”

	Oliver looks less covered. He has his button shirt rolled over in his arms with his body armor in front. His badge is at his waist and was only carrying a handgun. The wounded soldier now can be confirmed as deceased. Motherfucker made me shit my pants. I’m still shaking as the adrenaline was still very high.

	“I lost a few men already entering here. Something big is going on. Backup, coms with others is a no-go. We are probably on our own.”, he says.

	I made a two with my fingers and tap my chest twice. I’m still having trouble controlling my breathing and cardiac rhythm. I hesitate to tell Oliver about Hannah, Ezequiel and Kokolite and the fact that a powerful vampire wants to use an orb to become a god and rule the world. The pain all over my body is what I’m concentrating on. I go back to the machine gun. I check it. Looks good. I clip the brace back on my forearm that still aches from when it was forcefully stripped. My skin is red as a tomato. I squint as I finish putting back on.

	“You ok?”, he asks.

	“Yeah, just gathering my strength. Where now?”

	“Up I guess. There was shooting on the floors below. Hope that's not a battle looking for us.”

	I gave a smirk and nod and went to up the stairs. All of a sudden my Bluetooth went off. I can hear Hannah speaking. We must be close. I feel a little bit better than someone that I know is here and saved my life. I’ll just keep for now some information to myself.

	“Hey, Ollie…”

	“Yeah?”, he asks.

	“Thank you.”, I smile at him.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	HANNAH Night - Ripa’s Building 8th Floor, 2:00 AM

	 

	 

	 

	I breathe. “One… and a two… and a three!” I say as I stick my head out of the elevator to look at the hall. The whole floor is empty. No humans or vampires are trying to kill us at the moment. I let a deep sigh and give thumbs up to Ezequiel.

	“Nothing. We should go straight to the next floor.”, I say.

	Ezequiel nods. My Bluetooth went off, and I can hear a male voice with lots of static. I press the earpiece.

	“What’s wrong?”, Zeek asks.

	I shush him with my hands while I try to listen attentively.

	“I think there's someone with Mieke. I think she’s OK. They are like four floors above us, let's take the elevator. Or you rather sprint through the stairs.”, I say.

	“Stairs. I hate surprises from the elevators already.”

	We nod and run to the nearest EXIT sign for the stairways.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	KOKOLITE Night - Fluorescent Room, 1:55AM

	 

	 

	 

	A buzzing sound from the fluorescent lights felt like a rock band playing on my head. One of the lights flickers lightly. Slowly I can feel my face, chest, ribs, burning. My lips heavy and my head heavier. My left eye is shut. I need blood to start healing. The thirst is taking all over. The pain is disappearing. "I need a pouch," I whisper to myself and still one of the guards overheard.

	“What did you say crazy?”, one guard asks.

	A big smile grew from my face. I feel the dry blood on my mouth and facial hair. I bet I look even crazier than what people think of me. The guard punches me. My vision blurs once more. My whole nervous system keeps sending me signals of all the body parts that ache.

	“You will die anyway. Why put a fight? If you tell us where the cat girl is, will make it easy on you.”, he says.

	“Hey, let him be. When the cat girl dies, you can do whatever.”, the second guard says.

	“This is bullshit. We should be out there, not babysitting. If I can make this pig squeal I’m sure both can be promoted.”

	The second guard smiles and the first one approaches with a malicious face. I look around trying to decipher everything on it. It all looks like I’m in a hospital. I know I’m on a building for what people think. I feel a headache as I hear the guard's arguments and their thoughts. Whine and whine and more whine is what their thoughts are saying accompanied with ways to beat me up some more. I notice on a corner my staff, two blood pouches, some broken shiny and a cross I thought I had lost. Probably it was way inside one of the pockets of the trench coat. I’m fixated on one of the pouches, and I am getting anxious, so much that the word blood pouch is heard on the guard's head. One of the guards sees me and drives his vision where the pouch is. He goes to the corner and grabs the pouch. I press my lips and struggle to get out of the ties.

	“Is this what you want? Blood? Tell us where the girl is. Fuck it… I'll think I'll have a sip though.”, guard one says.

	“That’s mine!!!”, I scream.

	The guard smiles and kicks me in the face sending me to fall from the chair backward. I land on my arms that are still tied. The pain rushes to my head, and I cringe. The chair brakes and the guard did not notice. My hands are still tied up, but I feel I can move them. I pass them under my feet. The guard is looking at how to open the pouch.

	“Holy shit!”, says the second guard.

	The guard who stands in front of me turns his back. My hands still tied I rush to the guard’s neck press him and lift him up slamming him to a wall with force. The other guard runs towards me and uses his gun to hit me. I extend my hands, fearing he will hit me and for some reason, the guard stops. I felt a tickling sensation running through my arms, all the way to my hands. He is not moving, but his face looks like he's trying fighting to move. The second guard struggles to talk.

	“What... are... you... doing... to... me?”

	I lift my hands, and the guard is slammed to the ceiling. My eyes open wide. I throw my hands down, and the guard is slammed to the floor. As he hits the floor, he lands unconscious, and his eyes roll over as some blood comes out of his mouth. The first guard starts to get up. I feel my veins swelling as I grab the staff, extend it and swing, hitting the guard in the face sending him flying a few feet before falling to the ground. I let out a loud shriek as more of the tickling sensation runs through my body. Glasses on the room shatter and some equipment move. Blood comes out of the guard’s ears, nose and eyes. I grab a scalpel from the table and proceeds to cut what is tying my hands. I feel woozy as my strength leaves my body. I struggle to get the blood pouch. All clumsy and without wasting time, I bite it and drink it. I close my eyes as I feel a tingling sensation in all my mouth. I smirk, and everything fades…

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	RIPA Night - Ripa’s Office, 2:01 AM

	 

	 

	 

	A huge shriek goes off, and Drake and I fall to the floor momentarily. My brain wants to explode. I pressure my ears. Some of the men that were working fell to the floor and cover their ears as well. Some crystals and windows cracked a bit. It finishes I saw Drake, and he shakes his head. He snaps his finger, and the crew raises and continue what they were doing before.

	“What was that old man!?”, I ask.

	“Forget about it! Concentrate here! Once the orb is in place, you'll present it. It should open the sarcophagus, and once you drink the blood, you'll be the god you always wanted.”

	The men finish setting up the sarcophagus. They change to continue moving things from the office with care not to break anything. Some men put candles on the floor close to the sarcophagus and throughout the office.

	“What the hell was that?”, I ask again.

	“I don't know but concentrate on this, please!”, Drake whine.

	I nod. I felt my nostrils opening. I read about the first vampires. It is impossible to locate one and to be able to open the casket, in this case, one stood in front of us. There’s no turning back. Drake was connecting the candles with some white ink and damaging my office. Cunt. We are doing a ritual all right. It looks stupid. From time to time Drake said a few words in Arab and every time my eyebrow will raise. I know so many languages, but Arab has so many variances that I do not know exactly all that he is saying. It felt like going to a church and hearing the priest talking in Latin. Drake shakes the small skulls he had on his waist and kept hoping through the room. “Ripa!”, he shouted! My eyes follow. “The orb… bring it!”, Drake says pronouncing each word.

	I twist my neck and went to the desk to take the orb. It turns red immediately. The glow sparkles through as I hold it waiting for further instructions. “Present the orb to the gods Ripa! Present it and become one yourself!”, Drake shouted with his hands moving as he spoke. The men are attentive looking through walls and the door. Curiosity was killing them, and they want to know what they were working on. I lift the orb and present it to the sarcophagus. But nothing happens. Drake smiles and moves his hands as in “Go on!”. I grip the orb firmly. Annoyed. I go back to the sarcophagus and move closer. Closer. The orb touches the fucking sarcophagus. I move it through the sarcophagus. Up and down left and right. Nothing happens. I feel the veins popping in my face and neck. Drake begins to sweat from his bald head but moves his hands as in: "Go on!" I continue moving my hand to the sarcophagus and started to touch it with the orb. I stop and without looking at Drake yell.

	“I've killed the council, and probably committed treason to our kind. Tell me, Drake... Am I wasting my time?!”

	I slam the fucking orb on one of the sides of the sarcophagus and fumes and dust come out from a small chamber. Drake smiles. I check it. It opens it a little bit more. Inside a vile with a gold tip with dark red liquid.

	“Is this it? A vile?”, I say.

	“No, no, no. It is much more than that. That's the first part. Continue. Go on!”, Drake says with a smile.

	I take the vile, move it. Drake smiles at me is repeatedly nodding. He is crooked teeth is making me lose focus. The men stare from aside but with concern at what is going on. I feel like the attraction of a freak show. I stare at the vile for a while. I went through was for a dead cause. I open the gold tip and immediately an old blood stench fills my nose making me gag. A tear escapes. I’m disappointed at the situation. I’ll need to kill so many people to stay alive. To keep the business afloat. All the people I have to pay now to be safe. Secure. Bribes to politicians, cops, religious groups between others. I’ll have to start a fucking war with some cunt of a clan in order to pinpoint the shit on them! I took one more look of Drake before raising the vile. In one gulp I swallow. I gag at the old metallic taste it has. It does not get better with time.  My men were closing to see what is going on. Drake slowly begins to move back and hide behind a wall. Why is…he… doing… My head drops a bit. Vertigo. Sweat pours from my forehead. Is getting hot in here. My mouth is dry. I grab my collar. I’m perspiring, shaking. The men went to help me. "Are you OK sir?", one says. His voice is distorted. I kneel. “He needs helps!”, one man scream. I grab his neck and choke him. I’m using all my force. As he is turning purple, I am controlling the pain. Nausea. My head keeps spinning. Two men come to the aide of whom I’m choking. They start to assist him. They manage to remove him from my grip. Now everything hurts again. They perform CPR on him. He blacked out. “He feels very heavy!” says one of the men referring to me. The other men were closing in. Some nervous, some others look for water. “His eyes went black completely.”, one says. The whole room is moving. I’m moving. I’m shaking. I want to vomit. I grab another by his collar and scream. The veins on my arms look black. Everyone stood silent. For a moment everything stood silent. I kept shaking yet the man I’m holding stays put. The pain rushes from my spine and stomach to my chest. I push it down to my stomach. I scream once more, and shadow spikes burst from all parts of my body spreading through all the room killing all of the men instantly. Every one of them impaled by the spikes. I must look like a sea urchin. One of the spikes pierced through the wall that Drake was hiding. Drake laughed hard. "What did you do to me Drake?!", I say as the spikes begin retracting very slowly.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	MIEKE Night - Ripa’s Building 12thFloor, 2:01 AM

	 

	 

	 

	What is that sound? Is buzzing loud... It hurts! My knees touch the floor, and I'm pressing my ears as hard as I can to stop the scream. It hurts! I am losing my vision, it's all getting darker, I gather my strength and begin to run. Oliver is on the floor too. I begin to walk away from Oliver, and the scream is fading, and now thousands of voices are in my head. What's going on? I shake my head, and all I see is a void. I walk little by little. The voices don't seem that loud anymore, but it still bothers me the lots of tiny little whispers going through. Calls for help, confessions, "I'm sorry I did it!", I heard. Cursing, people afraid.  One of the voices is calling my name. I'll go to that direction, though I can't tell if I'm going north, south, east or west. My head is starting to hurt the voices keep going on and on like annoying mosquitoes that are too stubborn to fly away. "Mieke"! I recognize the voice, that's Kokolite! I run to where it is coming from. "Hold on K, I'm running as fast as I can", I scream, but it seems my voice fades away with all the whispers. I see him. I continue running faster and faster. For some reason I don't feel fatigue, my breathing is on pace, the little whispers continue to fade more. I see Kokolite screaming in a room. It has a fluorescent light and equipment that looks like he’s in a surgeon’s room. Everything looks faded. Everything has stopped in time here. He's not moving, some guards are on the floor with blood on their ears, mouth and eyes and the crystal in this place are cracking little by little. I press my hand on Kokolite, but he doesn't react. "Mieke". That doesn't sound like Kokolite now. I walk towards that different voice, that sounds so familiar hopping is not what I think it is. I see a silhouette a little farther away I continue walking. A man probably over fifty is standing with a police suite, cap, badge, shiny boots, white gloves and a smile from ear to ear. I cannot contain myself, and a flood of water pours from my eyes uncontrollably. I fight the stuttering, and my voice fades again as a vague "Dad?" comes out of my mouth. He is next to an elevator, and it's signaling the number twenty-eight. Another vague "dad" comes from my mouth, and I run to him. I keep running, but I'm not gaining any distance, I run faster, I'm getting desperate to get to him, I speed up as more tears come from my eyes. I stop. I ran for a minute or so on his direction and stayed in the same place. He must be a projection of my imagination. Happy as he always was. Hard to picture him otherwise. The man I see as my dad keeps pointing to the number. Maybe is where Kokolite is? I don't know. I decide to walk away where a sound of crying is going on. Is that K? Is he crying? I continue to walk towards it, and the scenery is changing. Trees are popping up. Green faded grass is below my feet now. I see a woman on a blanket far away. She has a vintage maroon Victorian dress with cream openings on top and on the bottom. Redhead. Her hair turns orange flowing with the wind and sun. She is smiling and waving. She is beautiful. Elegant. I see to whom she's waving. It looks like Kokolite with a kid. He's smiling lifting him up and down and up and down. They are laughing, and so is the woman. Kokolite has his long hair tied up with a black bow, but he looks a little bit scrawny from what he is today. No facial hair. What is this the seventy-hundreds?1800s? A man on a horse throttles on the far and all three of them notice. He gets to Kokolite and gives him a letter, he nods to the man. He looks like a guard or something with his blue vest and golden buttons and a high hat and has a sword on his waist. 

	I walk. It seems that some images of what I'm seeing get to a certain point then fade completely. The grass on my feet becomes wood little by little, and now the rain is pouring all over. I'm on a boat. It's rocking back and forth as winds and waves are hitting hard the ship. Kokolite is running up and down trying to tie some ropes that are flying away from him. He has all his hair in his face yet I can see his desperation to try to take control of the situation. Other people are going back and forth pulling ropes here and there. The rain keeps pouring down, and a sudden calm comes from the waves, the scream of every man comes to a halt and is accompanied by a face of absolute fear. I run to one of the sides of the boat. The boat is getting suck under a huge wave that is developing and is going to cover the whole ship. Oh, shit! The shadow of the huge wave is above the boat. I grab a rope that is dangling and hold on to the edge of the boat. The wave slams itself which so much force that the boat tilted over and some men flew out of it. I'm underwater, but I don't need to swim. I can still breathe. Kokolite is under water as well and is struggling to open a door of the cabin. I walk, like if underwater had its own path, towards him and see a little glass, and I see the same woman and kid hitting the door with blood on her forehead from a deep cut. Water is filling the room quickly. He is running out of air. He lost his wife and son! That’s why he evaded the talk about family. Kokolite is almost choking and swims upwards. He gasps for a deep breath above water and decides to dive again. Everything is fading again, I walk again and see some indigenous people dragging Kokolite from the beach. I continue walking and see Kokolite motionless, as a man who lost his world. They bring him to their village. Mountainous area with little vegetation. The indigenous people are preparing a ritual, drums start to play they are painting his face with white and red marks as he keeps unfazed. The men are dancing singing as a huge moon accompanies the fire. They start dancing around Kokolite and drink something and spit at him and repeat various times. Kokolite starts to tremble, and his eyes are going blank completely as they roll up. Somehow I understand what's going on. That language I never heard of I understand it. They are linking him with nature. They are linking him with the world, the spirit world and everything that surrounds him so that his sorrows are gone, and his family is always with him. One of the elder looking men takes a totem and circles Kokolite's head as tears come from his eyes. The moon shines bright a howl from a wolf feels the atmosphere. It is all fading again. 

	I walk again and see a Kokolite with more muscles and cut than before. His facial hair is the same as I saw him a few days ago. He has a bow and arrow, probably he's going to hunt. I walk next to him as if I was his shadow, not interacting as it is pointless. A few falcons are circling at far, and one flies away towards Kokolite. He prepares his bow and arrow as it is coming straight forward him and he shoots one of the arrows. The falcon dodges with grace and stops close to him. "Come to me!", the falcon says. Kokolite stops. “Come to me!” repeats the falcon. Kokolite confused but without question follows the falcon and it is heading back were the others keep circling in the air. "Come to me." the voice keeps repeating. Kokolite gets to the exact place where the falcons are above and notices lots and lots of animal bones. A few are human bones. He climbs a few rocks to get to a little path surrounded by more rocks all over. The stench is repulsive. Something is pinned to a boulder close to where the major concentration of bones lies. This area does not get any sun at all. There's a corpse of a white longed haired man. His upper body is above the boulder. "Come to me" the voice comes up again. Kokolite is weird out of it and with his bow and arrow ready to shoot as he gets closer to the corpse. The smell is nauseating. He lowers his bow as he continues to walk forward. He notices something shiny on his hands. The corpse is full of gold rings, one has a ruby, another and emerald, sapphire between other precious stones. Kokolite's mouth waters to see that and goes to the hands to take them off. As he is struggling to get them off, the corpse comes to life and bites him. It is sucking his neck. Kokolite panics and takes a stone made knife and stabs the corpse. It doesn't budge, it continues to suck the blood of Kokolite, and he is answering back with more rapid cuts to him until he pulls away from it and slashes its throat. Kokolite has blood from the corpse and his all over including his mouth. Kokolite stabs multiple times the corpse to make sure it doesn't move again. He’s panting, he’s scared. The falcons fly away with haste but stay close by. Kokolite licks his lips and quickly is getting dizzy. Beads of sweat start to form on his forehead. Everything in sight is going round and round and spinning even quicker. He feels vertigo. He starts to vomit and screams. Blood is coming out of his nose although he can't tell because he's already covered in blood. Kokolite screams in agony and the falcons come back and spread out and fly away. Kokolite turns to me. I move to the left, and he follows. I move to the right, and he follows again. "Can you see me Kokolite?". He stares at me as his teeth are getting a little bit pointier and with haste jumps in front of me and screams: "Get out! Get out!". He pushes me, and I fly backward all the sceneries I just witnessed. The indigenous people doing the chant, the crashed boat, the beautiful prairie were Kokolite played with his kid, my dad pointing at the number twenty-eight on the elevator, all the whispers, the voices, "I'm sorry I did it!" comes back again and everything went dark completely again.

	I open my eyes. Oliver is next to me covering his ears. The shriek still buzzes in my ears. The floor is moving. Just, vertigo! I gather my strength and with a wall push myself. I squint in pain as I extend my hand to Oliver.

	“What the hell was that?”, he asks while he uses my hand to get up.

	I stood silent. I heard Kokolite's voice. That puts me at ease. Why the scream? What all I saw what happened to him? At least he is alive. We got to hurry! I remember the vision of dad pointing out. Kokolite is on the 28th floor in some kind of surgeon's room. That's super weird. Did Oliver see this as well? Did Hannah and Ezequiel? Either way, we can skip all the other floors.

	“It was like a weird shriek in my head. Building alarm? Security system?”, Oliver continues.

	I shake my head. For now, I’m going keep the information to myself. We walk with guns in hand to the elevator and push the up button. We both look tense. Ollie’s breathing is more profound. I look at him a couple of times see if I could read anything. Something. He looks like he was on the same page. Confused. Ready for a fight turning each corner.  We're facing something else, but I've seen Oliver faced big mobs, drug dealers and two years ago we were on a street war between two gangs, and he relentlessly did everything to survive. Cuts and bruises don't bother him until the mission is finished. That puts me at ease.

	“What if we encountered weird people?”, I ask.

	Oliver was weird out by the question while he saw the number of the elevator raise closely to the twelve.

	“I'm not going out in a body bag. We'll give them a bullet sandwich.”, he says.

	He smiles finishing the sentence. We raise our guns. I don't want to go out on a body bag either. I have to get home. I know there's a piece of pie waiting for me there. Also, Diane.

	The number on the elevator says eleven. Twelve. We stare at each other and nod. The doors open. It looks empty. We start to lower our guns when two heads pop out from both sides of the elevator and quickly hid. I hold my breath. We raise our guns again. A knot formed on my throat and the tension rose again. Shit! Not again!

	“That you pig?”, Hannah asks.

	A weight drops from my shoulder as I recognize her voice. I wave to Oliver. He looks confused. I nod. Oliver lowers his gun.

	“I prefer detective.”, I say.

	Hannah comes out first with her hoodie all dirty and her curly hair sticking out. She’s chewing gum. Ezequiel comes out looking like an ancient Egyptian. Looks unease under their presence. Oliver whispers: "Is this what you meant by weird?" Before I can answer a beep sounds from the elevator, announcing it is about to close. Oliver keeps starring at both Ezequiel and Hannah vice versa. I hit the twenty-eighth floor.

	“Who's your boyfriend? Another pig?  Hannah asks.

	Oliver forces a smile as Hannah kept chewing loudly.

	“Used to work together. He's with the FBI investigating the crash on the harbor.”, I say.

	“The one with the ships?”, Hannah asks.

	Oliver nods.

	“Maybe is there... you look kinda familiar.”, Hannah says.

	“Oliver is my name. How about yours?”

	“They call me Hannah. We call him Zeek.”

	Ezequiel looks at Hannah confuse, but she just responds with a big smile to him. Oliver continues to stare at Ezequiel.

	“What about you guys?”, he asks.

	“We were at the party undercover. Verifying there were no bad hombres there.”, Hannah answers.

	“What party?”, Oliver asks.

	“I think she meant that our investigation led us here.”, I say.

	“That’s right, what she said.”, Hannah smiles again.

	Hannah's chewing fills the room every time it goes silent. 

	“Anyways, we were on the stairs, and a huge shriek ran through it, and we decided to go back to the elevator. How about you guys? You look like you had a party.”, Hannah says.

	“Had a little trouble on the way up. Oliver saved me.”, I say.

	“Awww. How romantic.”, she mocks.

	I frown, and Oliver turns to raise his eyebrow.

	“Why we're going to the twenty-eight floor again?”, Oliver asks.

	“Just a hunch.”, I say.

	Oliver turns to Hannah and Ezequiel again.

	“And where are your guns?”

	“Got damaged. Don't worry, we know how to fight.”, Hannah says.

	I hand her a mini machine gun. She took it almost in a mocking way and forces a smile.

	“Thanks, detective.”, she raises her eyebrows.

	This seems like the longest elevator ride in my life. I feel like I was caught hanging out with my ex and some family members or friends that are just judging me to what I'm doing. The truth is that we have another arm to cover us or help us to be safer at this time. At the moment it feels like it has been easy getting up here. My ribs still hurt yet I don't see the whole buzz of Ripa being this powerful. Just too many resources. I bet an army of well-trained military soldiers could have taken him out. Although the word vampire just exists on TV and movies. Not in real life. So that takes out why humans haven't done anything to them. I think.

	“By the way. You look like a cow chewing.”, I say to Hannah.

	Oliver smiles, Hannah raises her eyebrow and Ezequiel brakes a hard laugh that everybody stares at him.

	“Like a cow!”, he continues laughing.

	The laugh catches with us except Oliver who keeps an awkward smile. The laughter continues until the twenty-seventh floor were everybody postures up waiting to see what is out when the doors open.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Night - Ripa’s Building 28th Floor, 2:15 AM

	 

	 

	 

	The elevator doors open and it looks different from all the floors. We stay alert at anything and everything. A couple of feet to the front was a cracked drywall covering the path with huge signs that state: "Sorry, We're under construction." "DO NOT ENTER without a helmet." "If lost, call security or head back to lobby." Weird. Why so many signs? Why do I keep imagining that something will be normal at this point? Dust, ladders, tools, cinder blocks, paint trays, brushes, PVC tubes and other materials that are parts of remodeling or construction lay around.

	“It doesn’t look like he's here.”, Hannah says.

	“Who's here?”, Oliver asks.

	“Ergh, another undercover agent. He said he'll be here.”, I say.

	I open my eyes wide to Hannah. She squints and forces a smile. Everyone is walking around. Not much to see. It doesn’t make sense. I go to the wall in front and touch it. It seems to move, but it's too heavy. I call for Ezequiel. He’s the strongest here. He gets to my side. I put my hands on the front, and he follows. We move it back until it stops. Ezequiel tries using force, but it would not budge. I try to slide it. It moves again. He slides it to the left, but it doesn’t move. Both proceed to slide it to the right. It moves completely, and the group is mesmerized seeing the whole floor that looks spotless. Lots of glass rooms with their lights off except one almost at the end. Oliver and Hannah notice and all started walking forward with precaution. Guns in hand except for Ezequiel and Hannah. I know she’s uncomfortable with hers, but she will play the theatrics part for a while. Some rooms look like experiment labs, others look like weapon design, manufacturing of drugs are being created and packaged. On most of the rooms, there are some different types of hazmat suits. The security locks on them were high-tech. Iris, fingerprint and a card key lock. Some other rooms have photos of people; others machines attach through. A couple of rooms just look like they have a couple of freezers on them. All locked on these probably bulletproof walls that are a little cracked. What the hell is all this?

	“With a huge bust like this, you could become a god with your peers.”, Oliver says.

	This could explain the part of this Ripa having lots of resources. Doing so many things to profit, underground, illegally plus the club as an upfront. And if I'm not mistaken this building was said to be one of the city's leaders in property management and mortgage. So there are ways to move money easier and not get caught.

	We continue walking forward. A light flickering sounds as we get closer and closer to the room that was lit. We’re looking amazed at everything. Ezequiel doesn't understand much of what we see. He was going with it, waiting for the next fight in order to complete his mission. Some flashes spark at the very end of what looks like a wall. We get to the room that was lit. It's all damaged, equipment was thrown to the ground. Two guards are unconscious or dead on the floor with dry blood on their ears, nose, and mouth. Kokolite is on the floor too. I hold my breath. Hannah and me rush to pick him up while Oliver explores the room. We turn Kokolite face-up. He is a mess. Bruise eye. Clothing with multiple puncture holes. He’s breathing. He is not responding though. What happened to you K?

	“What the hell happened?”, Oliver asks.

	Ezequiel continues to pass the room until the end, were flashes keep popping from time to time. I ignore him and continue checking Kokolite. “Kokolite is out.”, says Hannah. I took some laces to tie the guards just in case they wake up.

	“Is that the undercover agent?”, Oliver asks.

	“Yes twenty questions, he is.”, Hannah answers.

	“I get your emo look, ergh Zeek's theatric Egyptian thing, and this guy...”, says Oliver.

	“Look out for the hobo outside! No one expects the hobo. What's hard to understand?”, Hannah snaps.

	“It is just weird the parts you all play out, considering it is all luxurious club and building.”

	“Hey man, we don’t tell you how to do your stuff!”

	Oliver shakes his head, while I go back verifying Kokolite. “He is stable, just very weak.” I place his head on my lap.

	“Check if there’s any water here!”, I say.

	Hannah nods and opens some of the dented cabinets. “Something exploded here,” she says while she keeps looking. She opens another cabinet, and she finds a bag of saline water.

	“Will this do?”, she asks.

	“Sure! Throw it to me. We need to clean him up.”, I say.

	Hannah throws the bag. I catch it. I get a scalpel nearby and stab it. I pour the water into Kokolite’s face trying to wash off the blood on him. Oliver seems unease. I turn my back. Ezequiel gets to the end on what looks like a wall but is a thick glass with very dark tint. Everything looks much darker outside. Ezequiel is concentrating on some flashes. Maybe a storm is forming. Ezequiel turns and rushes our way. What now? I signal Hannah to help me raise Kokolite. Each put his arms around our necks. Hannah also put on Kokolite's trench coat his staff. His hair was all the way back wet. 

	“We should give him another pouch as soon as possible to see if he wakes up.”, I say.

	“What’s on the pouch?”, Oliver asks.

	“I want to say blood… but I will give you revitalizing juice drink!”, Hannah says.

	“You know joking around that much will get us all killed.”, Oliver snaps.

	“Just ignore her.”, I say.

	Ezequiel enters the room.

	“We got to hurry! It is starting!”, he yells.

	Hannah nods, and Oliver is attentive. Ezequiel grabs Kokolite from us and at a quick pace starts to move towards the elevator through the lab and experimental rooms. Ezequiel moves at a quick pace that made us speed walk and jog to keep up. We get to the elevator and stop at a ding. Doors open. In a languid pace, a four ninja crew come out with a female. She has glasses and a tight bun. Fancy cloth. The Asian unmasked one’s face is all smiling looking at us. The look on Hannah’s eyes, the fear is evident. 

	“Those are the ninjas that took out my clan…”, she says.

	Ezequiel changes his expression to a one of concern and gives Hannah a tap. 

	“I will take care of them habibi.”, he says.

	Ezequiel quickly gives Kokolite to Hannah and me. We put him softly to the floor. Ezequiel got on an attentive stance waiting. I quickly picked up my gun and aim, Hannah leaves her gun in the floor and got on a fighting stance too. They are not carrying any guns, so definitely not human. This must be the men from church. Kokolite was alone fighting all of them, maybe this time is different. They have five we have four and a ... we just have four, Kokolite's out. Just two of us human. And we got Ezequiel.

	“So you are the Keisatsu huh?”, asks the Asian man.

	“Do you mind speaking English?”, snaps Hannah.

	He forces a smile and relaxes quickly as he passes his tongue through his lips and scratches his nose.

	“Last time I… we spoke neko... you were doing errands for me... I think you want us to visit your family again.”

	Hannah clinches her fist and presses her lips. This man emits complete fear on her, and she was trying not to appear that way, plus the fact that if she dies, she can't save her family. Her knees tremble. She hesitates. The Asian man’s smile grew wider. Ezequiel steps in front of Hannah to block her view of the Asian.

	“I did it, didn't I? But enough of you, I do not know this half-naked tall man.”, he says.

	He watches Ezequiel from head to toe as he bites his lips and caresses his thumb with his index and middle finger in both hands.

	“You are in our way. Let's us pass, and you will be spared.”, Ezequiel says.

	The Asian threw a sarcastic laugh, patting the bushy eyebrow ninja as he continues. He passes a finger through his eyes as if he has tears in them. "Oh that was funny!" he says as he makes a wave with his hand. In a blink of an eye, two ninjas jump slashing their swords directly at Ezequiel, but he stops them with his bracelets. The two ninjas force their sword with all their strength. He pushes them and with fast speed and precision, takes out the dagger on his calf and slashes the throat of one of the ninjas and changes directions as he penetrates the other upwards through his chin. Also, stabs them again. Their ninja suits became instantly full of ash, and their cloth and weapons fell on the floor. That was too fast! I barely got a look at what happened. The ninjas are falling to the floor, and their bodies are decomposing in front of my eyes, and their clothing is looking lose. Ash? Is that where all the ash we saw came from? I swallow hard, and beads of sweat pour from my forehead. I already saw some vampires fight, but at this speed is inhumanly possible to keep up. I whisper to Oliver: "You remember weird? This is what I was talking about." Oliver nod. The Asian grabs his whole mouth and looks serious for a second, but quickly it changes to a smile. He lowers his stance and clenches his fist on a forward and backward motion as if he was celebrating his favorite team winning a championship.

	“I like it! I like it! Finally, we have among ourselves a challenge!”, he says.

	We look at ourselves and back at him. He’s smiling like a crazy person. With his fist still going back and forth.

	“I say this. Two against two. We have hot cheeks here that wants to prove to Ripa something. And I'm hungry for some dark meat. Humans, you shush away. Oh, I can feel this is going to be a good one! Please don’t disappoint me.”

	Ezequiel looks at Hannah. She is serious, but she nods to him. Hannah looks at me and nods as well. I wave to Oliver to help me to move Kokolite farther. We move him, and I quickly aim my gun at them. They don’t flinch.

	Ezequiel grabs the dagger holding the knife upwards. He already has his bracelets that he could block attacks. Hannah holds her left hand upwards with the glove with the lever exposed. The woman fancy woman takes her jacket off. On her waist, she has a whip that she unrolls snapping it twice. A metal sound is heard revealing on the tip of the whip a sharp knife. The Asian gives his sword to the bushy-eyebrowed ninja. He takes off his upper ninja gear exposing a very cut and lean body with lots of scars all over it. He takes his sword back and raises it one hand and places his other hand on one of the sides and whispered something to his sword with his eyes closed. The Asian flexes his muscles and stretches a bit. He grabs his sword and points it to Ezequiel as he takes a short sword from his back and lets the blade rest on his left forearm.

	“I am Laim by the way. I want you to know who will kill you all. I hope this sword gets a little bit of action. I haven't been good to it. An ancient ninjato that sits in my saya for way too long. If not, I could use it for the humans slowly.”, Laim says.

	“'ana sawf takhudh alsyf w shawf ealah min khilal alhimar alkhabasi bik”, Ezequiel says.

	Laim smiles again sticking his tongue out between his teeth. He mocks Ezequiel by opening his mouth. They are testing each other, will one or the other flinch? I hope this goes well. I need to wake up Kokolite somehow. Oliver and I will not be of much help if the other ninja decides to join in. Laim smiles and Ezequiel keeps staring at him. On the other side, Hannah and the fancy woman were reading each other. Circling eyeing how each other steps. They change directions to continue to read their opponent.

	“How about...”

	Laim did not finish his sentence, when he lunges at Ezequiel even faster than the previous ninjas, making Hannah's hair move and slams his sword unto Ezequiel's bracelet. It was so fast and hard that the hit of those objects hurt my ears. Ezequiel slid a few feet back upon contact and continued defending from the fast and continuous attacks Laim brings to him. The sword was making swoosh sounds continuous as it flew in stab and slash motions. Sometimes it hit again the bracelets, sometimes his dagger. 

	The woman smirks at Hannah. She took off her high heels presented the whip. She runs towards Hannah fast, but not as fast as Laim did seconds before. She threw her whip and Hannah dodge it while she also jumped with a kick that Hannah again dodge. At close range, Hannah tries to punch her and scratch her, but she was moving a little bit faster than Hannah dodging left and right and using her whip to protect herself.

	I turn to Kokolite to try to wake him up. Oliver pats me.

	“What are you doing? We are going to die with those freaks.”, he says.

	“I'm not going to die tonight Oliver. Help me wake him.”

	“What are you doing? Why don't we shoot them?”

	“Can't. Won't hurt them much. Unless you got more machine guns and grenades with you.”

	“What? What are you talking about? Mieke, please let's go. Come with me.”

	“You see that? They are super-fast, super strong. Super... super. And there's someone as powerful as them who could become even more powerful. They know us, Oliver. They know where we live, where we work. And if you are here and leave. They will find you and hunt you.”

	“This is crazy Mieke. Plain and simply crazy.”

	“If you want to live. Help me get this one up. I bet if we interfere with the fights, the other ninja will drop in as well.”

	Oliver took Kokolite's coat off to put it on his neck and between us both tried to shake K.

	 

	EZEQUIEL

	 

	Laim slashes his sword quickly and with a huge smile. "Oh yessss!", he screams as he slashes one of the room's door and it falls to the middle down. The door collapses, the windows brake some items stood there by a second and faster let gravity take place. I’m barely defending, not letting me much time to strike and gain a little bit of control on the fight. Why this man enjoys attacking? Sadist. Laim jumps and strikes my bracelets again but twisted by the side and stabs me on the stomach and let’s go his small sword as I punch him. I got to be careful. He is very fast. A few slashes don’t hurt that much, but a lot will not let me hold the pain that much. Laim jumps backward with another kick and raises both arms and smiles that lasted no time as it changes quickly when he looks at me who is barely hurt. I run, punch him in the face and quickly grab him by the back of the neck and threw him to one of the rooms with so much speed and strength that Laim's body brakes almost all the things from rooms. Glass shattered, wires sparking, cabinets dents. He continues on to another room on the other side that held him from a continuous flight. The room looks like it exploded from the inside making everything fall on him. I took out the small sword and threw it on the floor, and my wound heals. Laim rose from the appliances that were on top of him, full of dust and with blood in his lips, bruises, and cuts on his body. He was healing as well, but not as fast as me.  "Yessss! This is what I wanted!", Laim screams. He looks like a crazy person who just used drugs and went even crazier. Laim kept his eyes wide open nodding continuously as he passed his tongue through his lips and for the first time taking a few deep breaths. I do not flinch, just continue to await the next move. Laim lunges again at with haste and continues his attacks while I defend all the blows coming.

	 

	HANNAH

	 

	The whip flows very quickly through the air almost hitting me. I run, and this bitch follows. I do a backflip while going through a wall but in midair, she catches me with her whip and slams me to the floor. I feel the pain on my jaw first. I let a huge grunt.

	“Bow down kitty cat!”, she says.

	I try to remove the whip quickly from my waist, but she pulls it and lands a kick in my chest. The air on my lungs left. My vision blurs. "Hannah!": Is heard from the back. I recognized Mieke’s voice. The other ninja was pointing no with his finger as Mieke was rising from helping Kokolite. For a split second, I remembered Tiger and my family and what I’ve become. The pain from my abusive stepfather, the Cat Alley family I had for three almost four years before turning completely into the clan. I am stronger than this. I feel a quick tug again from my waist and quickly turn into a cat. The whip falls from my waist, and I begin to climb out my clothing. It’s chilly, but my adrenaline is high. I get out quickly and sprint. I grip her leg with my claws. A scream fills the whole floor even the explosion type sounds and ruckus Laim and Ezequiel are making. Blood comes out from her leg as my tiny claws scratch deep her skin. I let go of the leg as she tries to hit me. I change to human and punched her, she responds with her whip, and I turn again an easily dodge the attack. I jump on the wall and change back kicking her sending her flying a few feet.

	 

	MIEKE

	 

	Oliver stares at me astonished. I raise my hand.

	“You know she is changing into a cat?”, He yells.

	“Yes.”

	“You know she is fighting naked?”

	“You did not say anything when the Asian took off his upper gear.”

	“Erghh... What? Forget it… I guess I'll help you wake Koko... him.”

	 

	HANNAH

	 

	She is frustrated and screams. Her eyes drive away fast. What caught her attention? The machine gun I left! She dives to the machine gun. My heart stops at the sight of the barrel aiming. I jump back as a dozen of bullets fills the distance between us both. I roll to another wall were bullets continued knocking at it. After a few seconds, a click from the gun announces that she’s empty. As I take a deep breath, I notice that I did get hit. I didn't feel them. I continue panting. Now the pain catches up. I’m healing but at a very slow pace. She grabs her whip again and slams it to the floor. She’s trying to intimidate me. I feel some of the bullets still inside. I put my back to a column. I look to one side, and the other ninja blocks the elevator. I pan. My cloth and glove on the floor and to the other side through many rooms smoke, and almost shadowy figures fight at a very fast speed going from side to side. I swallow deep and take longer breathes as I grab my stomach and thigh that are bloody. I squint at the pain. Think, think, think!

	 

	EZEQUIEL

	 

	Laim continues slashing, only a couple of cuts he manages to do from his blade sometimes sliding through my bracelet. He changes his stance. Why? He slashes in a more open position. I need to hurt him too. He twists again and slashes the air missing completely and holds the sword in mid position for a second, I react and throw a punch again. Laim quickly puts one foot back and his sword to the ground awaiting impact. As I hit him, Laim twists his feet and with the help of his sword makes him land at the side of me. No! He takes out his sword and starts stabbing me with so much speed. Blood begins to spill, and the healing is starting to slow as thousands of needles pierce my flesh. I use all my force to jump back a little and let a few blows miss. I’m dizzy. Blood all over my hand and stomach. Laim bites his lips as he sees his me weak. We stare at each other. Silence for the first time. Blood drops and our breathing is the only thing heard. I grip harder my dagger trying to manage the pain.

	“This has been a good challenge. But it has to end. I’m a busy man, and I got things to do.”, says Laim.

	I drop my dagger which makes Laim's face change to disappointment. I fall to one knee.

	“Nooooo! You should die, fighting! Get up! Get up now!”, says Laim waving his hands.

	I struggle to get up. I stand. Nod. I open my hands to accept my faith.

	“It’s disappointing. I will miss you... not really.”, Laim says.

	“I’ve should be disappointed in you. You are letting your race fall.”, I say.

	“Damare! Watashi wa anata o watashi no meinu ni shimasu!”

	“What did you say?”

	“I… will… make you… my bitch!”

	Laim lunges an attack again. I block a slash attack but let a stab to go through my chest. This time the blade feels like it is going slower. My flesh, muscles ache. As the blade penetrates, time slows down and feel how little by little a new pain point activates as the blade keeps driving through my skin. I grab both of Laim's hands and pull him closer to a headbutt. Laim almost blacks out to the hit, which lets time to pull the sword out of him and slash Laim before he falls to the ground. The sword is all bloody from the previous blows dripping on the floor. Laim looks like he is still putting his hands to cover his head from the headbutt until his fingers come off and his head is separating from his neck, and quickly his body starts turning to ash slowly. His whole body blows away as if the wind was hitting a dandelion. Little by little the entire floor is full of ash. I fell backward and take deep breathes one behind the other. I am covered in blood, sweat, and ash but still manage a smile brakes in my face. It worked. I made you my bitch sharmuta.

	 

	MIEKE

	 

	The ninja’s eyes widened. He clenches his fist. Did something happen? Did Laim win? The ninja looks at the woman running to Hannah. She throws her whip that slams to the side were Hannah is hiding. The whip continues to hit sides of the wall, and the sounds each hit get closer. Hannah takes her hand out, the whip hit her. She squints. She throws her other hand out, but she managed to be quick as another whip came flying but missed. Hannah ducks and rolls to where her clothing is. She turns to a cat grabs the glove with her mouth and jumps towards the woman who tries to receive Hannah with her whip yet she fails. Hannah twists her body jumps over a wall, turns back into human form and putting the glove in her hand, pulls the lever and wraps the commando saw on the woman’s neck. The timing is perfect as the woman kept relying on her whip to do the attack. Hannah manages to time when she was about to attack. The whip falls quickly from the woman’s hand as she immediately grabs with both hands the commando saw. She tries in desperation to move and not to get asphyxiated with it. Little to her knowledge that what she is trying to pull out is cutting her skin. The woman tries to shake off Hannah who has a knee in her back, but all it did is to let the weight of her fall down making her fall to her knees. Hannah is pulling the lever and the glove hard. The woman’s face turns blue. Hannah screams as the commando saw cuts through completely. The woman’s fingers fall, and her head rolls over as her body. She drops like a rag doll to the floor. Hannah is breathing heavy, covered in blood and still with the lever in her hand she let it go as the commando saw retracts to the glove automatically. The woman’s body turns to ash as well.

	A ding from the elevator made Hannah and Oliver jump. The doors were already closing, and the bushy eyebrow ninja is nowhere in sight. Hannah aches and grabs her clothing still trembling from pain and tries to put it back on. When she finished, she falls to the floor. Panting, breathing heavily with sweat all over her face.

	“Don't mind me, just give me a second.”, she says.

	Ezequiel came walking with his wounds healing slowly.

	“One moment and we go.”, he says.

	Kokolite starts to mumble.

	“Is that K waking up?”, asks Hannah.

	“I guess so. More or less.”, I say.

	“Tell him, that we couldn't do this without him.”, says Hannah smiling.

	Hannah keeps panting. Oliver looks confused. He catches my eyes, and with a blank stare, I keep trying to wake Kokolite. I open a pouch and start to pour some blood on his mouth.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	RIPA Night - Ripa’s Office, 3:20 AM

	 

	 

	 

	A ninja enters the office where he sees me kneeled with fumes coming out. Some mini spikes are returning to my body and some men dead close to by. He stomps the floor in rhythm. Stomp… stomp, stomp …stomp, stomp… stomp. Drake comes out of the wall. Now my smile fades away quickly. I want to kill him. I can’t move.

	“'Akhbarnaa.”, Drake says to the ninja.

	He shakes his head. He looks at me and back at him.

	“It won't matter anymore. Help me move the sarcophagus.”, Drake says.

	They get the hydraulic fork stacker to move the sarcophagus. I use my strength to speak. I start murmuring some things that I can’t even understand. My hands tremble. They move rather fast and different. Shadows keep popping. Knives, spikes, saws, swords of shadows came out of my hands, and my cloth is a mess. They start to mount the sarcophagus. I gather all his strength to get up. Again I try to speak, but it is a little difficult. My voice sounds dual as if he have reverb.

	“Drake! What... did …you do... to... me?”, I say with difficulty.

	Drake sighs and walks towards me and helps me get up. I’m still shaking, and drool is still coming from my mouth. I feel like if I have R.E.M. Drake is starting to fix my collar. I’m disgusted by his presence.

	“I made you a god. That's what you wanted. To be a god.”, Drake says.

	“The sarcophagus... we didn't... open it.”, I say.

	“That's not of your concern. Think all that is happening to you as another puberty.”

	Drake smiles as he continued fixing my suit.

	“My best advice for you is... stop here. I know humans are a plague. However, we can be on top of the food chain without eliminating all the treaties. Every time we have tried the world punishes us. It is written. Learn from it. For every epidemic we created we have been hit by "natural disasters" like the flood, Sodom and Gomorrah, Pompeii all because we tried to reach further. If you want us to be on top, just watch what I'm going to do and wait.”, he says.

	“Am I dying?”, I ask.

	Drake started to fix a little bit my hair.

	“It won't kill you. Again, you are becoming the god you wanted. More power, speed, strength. You will be able to do things with your shadows that you could not do before. I can't kill you. My powers don't work against you because of the blood oath and because of it, I am grateful, I will not have Laim kill you either.”

	My muscles tense up. What did he say? Drake showed his crooked teeth.

	“You thought the other was Laim? A decoy, he will be up for recruitment later. Like I said I'm grateful for what you did. Moreover, I am aboard, on the whole, let our kind rule the earth. It is just not going to be you, Ripa. Don't get me wrong, you will be a god... just not the God. Since you rescued me when the whole of America versus middle east war started, that blood oath bounded us. Moreover, I saw a man with so much vision and smarts, that it was difficult for me to resolve this... this shackles. What's going to happen now? The others will be here soon, and you will test your new powers with them. Also, you are going to leave us alone. Don't let this gesture obscure your vision on whom you are dealing with. Blood oath or not, I'm more powerful than you Ripa. Vile drink or not I am older and can make ways to eliminate your resources. I did it with one man… Laim. Also, he brought four men just in case. Imagine what I can do with more?”, Drake says.

	Drake steps away still staring at me. I want to kill this cunt — however, all my muscles still tense and especially my face. I feel veins popping. I am using so much force, but my body is in slow motion. Drake smiles again.

	 

	MIEKE

	 

	The elevator opens we come out with Kokolite dangling from Ezequiel's shoulder. Instead of a floor, the elevator opens up to a huge luxurious receiver with leather couches, expensive paintings on the wall who have some holes all over. What the hell happened here? A secretary hid behind the desk. She trembles. Is she human? Why is a human this guy's secretary? She grabs a gun and points at us. Everyone holds still and Ezequiel was trying to get in front.

	“We won't harm you.”, Kokolite says.

	Everybody looks surprised at Kokolite that was getting up. He lets a colossal yawn.

	“Lay down, and we'll say we hit you unconscious.”, he continues.

	The secretary nods in terror and lays the gun down. She raises her hands exposing two holes in her wrist as she lays down to the floor. Bite marks? "Ripa gave them to her", Kokolite says mentally.

	“I feel a bit dizzy still. Can you all stop thinking, please? I cannot concentrate on something.”, Kokolite, says.

	“We need to hurry.”, Ezequiel says.

	Kokolite holds the desk to gain a little composure, the others open the door to the office. The huge room is a mess with furniture cramped up to the sides, wholes on the walls. On the middle of the room, a man on a tunic with skeletons dangling. He is near to whom I assume is Ripa. He signals the ninja to hurry. He moves sarcophagus that looks very heavy, and the ninja is taking longer to get to the elevator behind the wall. The man with the tunic clinches his fist addresses Ripa, "I'll give you a little more time, take it as a re-payment for what you did to me." Drake stands in front of Ripa. Ezequiel is in disbelief when the man turns around.

	“Drake? You?”, Ezequiel yells.

	“Ezequiel.”, Answers the man.

	Hannah and I looked confused. So if these two know each other, they must be equally strong, and there's whom I assume is Ripa almost petrified. What is going on here? Why is the other ninja moving a sarcophagus? Kokolite enters the room.

	“Thank God those two are old, but the one in the middle is giving me a headache. Oh shit! That's Ripa!”, Kokolite jumps.

	Kokolite's face changes to a concern one and Hannah was shaking a little bit. She has never gone as far to meet the man all the clans warned her off.

	“It started! The ceremony started already!”, Ezequiel says.

	“Nice crew Ezequiel. Seelisch, Ahket, human. At least one still works for us.”, Drake says.

	Everyone looks confused as we all stare at Hannah who shakes her head repeatedly. “Is not me, I swear.”, she says. We keep giving each other looks until Oliver grabs me and put his gun on the back of my head. Oliver, what the hell? He thrusts the gun so hard I cringe.

	“Oliver? What the fuck are you doing?”, I yell.

	Oliver's head starts to perspire fast. Kokolite points to Oliver.

	“So it was you I was trying to concentrate on? Geez, it sounded more like a chant: "A little more before they find out." On and on and on and on. Talk about guilty conscious!”

	Oliver forces me to move closer to Drake.

	“Stay back, all of you stay back. Or I'll pull the trigger.”, Oliver yells.

	Everyone stands attentively at the situation while Oliver keeps forcing me to move.

	“Drop the guns Mieke.”, he screams.

	I feel my whole body burning. I press my lips hard, and so my teeth trying not to lose control over the situation. What now? I throw my guns and batons to the floor and lift my hands.

	“You truly are the same as your old man. You should learn when to drop stuff.”, Oliver says.

	“What are you talking about?”, I ask still with rage.

	“It ain't pretty Mieke.”, Kokolite says.

	“Shut up Koko... whatever. Shut the fuck up!”, screams Oliver.

	“He has been on Ripa's payroll for a while.”, Kokolite says.

	“How the hell... how the hell you know?”, Oliver screams.

	Kokolite connects Oliver and me. He speaks in our minds: "I can read minds biotch!" Oliver freaks out and shoots Kokolite in the in his arm. The shot made my eardrums hear a long-lasting beat. It will go away. I twist my body and quickly elbow Oliver in the stomach, but it didn't do much as he aims his gun at me. His breath is deeper than before, but he shakes it off. I start to sweat as the barrel of the gun closes to my nose. Kokolite grabs his arm. "I just woke up, and you shoot me? Geez!", he screams. A faded "shut up freak!", came from Oliver. Drake smiles and addressed Ripa, “I told you I'd give you more time… I’ll give you one more chance to recuperate.” He starts to do a chant and moving his hands, below him, some weird turquoise symbols glow on the floor. The floor trembles and everyone become confused. Drake finishes.

	“Take care of it.”, Drake says.

	“What about Ripa, what's happening to him?”, Oliver asks.

	Drake did not say a thing and continued to walk to the elevator. Kokolite grunts still holding his arm.

	“We'll see you later Laim.”, he says.

	The ninja frowns and takes a small knife out of his waist and throws it very fast. Kokolite barely sees the blade as it almost ended in his eyes, but it stops by Ezequiel's hand. The knife is incrusted — few blood splatters on Kokolite's face. Ezequiel takes it out and throws it back at an already closing elevator door, and it just got stuck there. Some of the bodies that look decayed start moaning and get up. I hold my breath. Zombies, they do exist. They freaking exist! Oh shit.

	“They are not zombies Mieke.”, Kokolite says.

	“No!? So what are them?”, I yell.

	“I was going to answer living dead... but that's the definition of zombies.”

	Ezequiel mutters some words and making some weird gestures with his hands.

	“Zeek? What are you doing man?”, Hannah asks.

	He did not answer he keeps going at it, while corpses keep rising. Some look gooey others a very old. Ezequiel stops and starts again murmuring some words and making some different hand gestures. Below him, weird yellow Egyptian symbols appear but fade. Hannah is preparing to fight The zombies start to manipulate shadow knives with their hands, exactly as the ones that attacked us on the alley. "Zeek is no time to be religious man! Dead kumori rising!", Hannah screams. The men were walking towards each of us including Oliver who is trembling. He grabs me as a shield and points his gun — fucking coward. They creep on the others slowly. Some of their hands were hanging, and the saws or knives trail through the floor — dragged metal. Dead or not, one hit from those, and we could end up like Tony! Oliver mutters, “Don’t you move!” Kokolite reaches for his staff and extends it, and Hannah raises her fists. All of the sudden the men turn to each other and slice each other to pieces with their shadow knives. Slice and dice until they completely stop moving. Ezequiel did another chant, and the moaning stops. Everyone stood silent for a while, seeing if the dead were to come back again.

	“What the hell?”, Hannah asks.

	“I am a necromancer too. Drake's first spell was too powerful to break on time, so I just gave them a new direction.”, Ezequiel says.

	"It's just you, bub!" Kokolite says in a deep voice to Oliver. Everyone's eyes are fixed on Oliver now.

	“Hannah and I will go out and get Drake. You stay here Kokolite.”, Ezequiel says.

	“If you guys move, I will kill her.”, Oliver yells.

	As soon as Oliver's words finish Ezequiel's demeanor change to an outraged one that intimidates me. 

	“If you do. You are dead. I will kill you slowly, and I will kill each part of your organs one by one, so you feel so much pain, you will beg me to kill you in an instant. You saw what I just did? I will keep you alive and revive you each time you decide to go away and keep torturing you until my revenge satisfies my thirst.”

	Oliver swallows deeply. Ezequiel nods and continues with Hannah to the elevator on the wall. After a few steps, they are blocked by a huge shadow that covers the area. They took a step back and faced Ripa. He struggles to move and to talk.

	“Isn't she…  your case… Oliver?”, he says.

	Oliver looks confused and starts to tremble. I feel him holding his breath. He stutters.

	“I thought you said never to speak of it?”, he asks.

	Everyone looks at Oliver and Ripa confused.

	“Mieke, you should cover your ears.”, Kokolite says.

	“What? Why? Why should I...?”, I ask.

	“Speak human! Speak, or I will make you!”, yells Ripa.

	Oliver battles on what to say. He blinks fast and continuously. Oliver takes a deep breath and begins speaking as sweat drop fall to the floor.

	“You were my assignment Mieke. I was on Ripa's payroll since before becoming a director. I did fall for you Mieke. It was not supposed to happen. However, you were a mission none the less.”, he says.

	“Mission of what?”, I ask.

	“You were my hostage. You were the prize. Remember your dad?”

	“My dad? What about my dad? What he has to do with anything of this?”

	“He asked for some help. Some old boyfriend... remember? He asked somebody to make him disappear without tracing back to him. He hired the best. That person was Ripa. Not directly though.”

	“What?”

	“He was working for us. When he was trying to finish with us, we kept him on the leash for a little longer. I followed you, took you out. Decided to do the whole theatrics of being lovers. Also, for those years we were together, he was our puppet. Leave us and she is dead. So he stayed.

	“Mieke?”, Kokolite asks.

	I tear up. Everybody is listening to concern. I feel embarrassed. My body tenses up and I am fighting a knot in my throat.

	“No... no.... no...”, I keep shaking my head.

	“He had some huge pull with the docks, that helped us immensely with our operation.”, Oliver continues.

	“What happened?”    

	Oliver continues talking about the operation and how dad helped them, but the words just fade for a moment. A nauseating feeling takes control. My world is spinning. I keep clenching my fists and is starting to hurt. I press my teeth. I push hard the floor. I’m doing my best to control myself not to jump the man still aiming the gun. My breaths get deeper and deeper but millions of thoughts are rushing through my head. The time we shared, the time's dad was so busy even to answer his phone. It makes sense now!

	“What happened to him? You owe me that, at least that!”, I ask.

	Oliver was sweating even more. He looks down then back at me with a more serious face.

	“He blocked our last shipment... A new route was done with haste. Later on, that turned out to be the one that crashed in the harbor... that one. That was why it crashed, it was improvised and did not end well.”

	Oliver forces a smile.

	“You cannot do deals with powerful people and expect to be all chill afterward. You know that. How many cases we did of these same situations?”, he continues.

	“Did you kill him?”, I ask.

	“Powerful drug lords, kingpins even politicians. You know how this works! You don't do deals like this ever!”

	“Did you kill him?”, I yell.

	“I did fell in love with you... you know... you are a workaholic. You're stubborn. You pushed me away... I loved you and you pushed me away! You left me!”

	“Did you kill him?!”, I scream.

	“I was doing all you asked for, I was getting higher in the food chain as a man, as an FBI, as in a human in this ... with these vampires.”

	“Answer me!”

	“I was asking for your hand when I got the call.”

	Oliver tears up.

	“Your dad... he is a smart man you know.”, he says.

	“Don’t talk about him like you know him…”, I say.

	 “He knew someone was the lookout. He didn't know it was me. So I took him to the roof as I was telling him about my deal with you, the phone rang. He was going to say something, I made him wait… before he could answer anything, I told him. That I was sorry. I didn't mean to fall for you. But I must carry the mission.”

	A silence stood for a moment. Everyone kept staring at us.

	“I'm sorry Mieke. I'm sorry I did it!”, he says.

	I’m sorry I did it! That was the familiar voice I heard when I entered Kokolite’s head. Kokolite connected some parts of us for a brief moment. I lower my head down, still tearing up taking a few breaths. Trying to calm myself.  All this time this sorry excuse for a human being played me. I was bait in this pit of hungry crocodiles, this circle of corruption that used my father and me. So he paid the prize. He paid it not to see one of his daughters get hurt. To see one of his daughters, suffer to the blindness of the corrupt justice system. Also, this asshole thinks because he fell in love and he is sorry I am going to forgive him? You killed my father, you asshole!

	“Can you say something?”, Oliver asks.

	“What? What is there to be said? That you are forgiven? Because you fell in love? Is this ok? Is that what you want to hear? You are trash. You are an excuse of a man.”, I say.

	“Dude, this is like a cheater, that got caught, asking for forgiveness.”, Kokolite says.

	“Oh, shut up! Shut up, you, crazy piece of shit!”, Oliver screams.

	“He's right... and the only piece of shit here is you, Oliver.”, I say.

	I lick my lips still upset trying to get a little moist to them and Oliver changes his demeanor.

	I try calling Kokolite with my mind,

	"K?" 

	"Yeah what?", he responds.

	"I'm gonna say something; please go berserk, he seems to hate your guts... as soon as he flinches I will attack him."

	"Yes, sir! Mam! You!" 

	I fix my posture and tense my body ready to act. Slowly I raise my head and stare directly to Oliver's eyes.

	“Besides... what's to love of a man that can't even please a woman in bed?”

	Kokolite widens his eyes and throws his hands to the air and was twisting around and making his hands go up and down continuously and shouts "Ooooooooohhhh!" "You got served biotch!" he covers his mouth to continue with the embarrassing taunts. “He cannot please Mieke, and I bet he must of have a micro peepee and all.”  Oliver’s eyes are now red. Veins popping.  He aims his gun to Kokolite. He screams: "I told you to shut up mother..." his words got short as I tackle him. Oliver's gun fired to the air. As both fell to the floor, I quickly move my body to the left side and bent my knees as I got control of his right arm. I backhand his nose so that he would concentrate on his face and extended my right knee through his chest. My left foot extends to his neck to catch him in an armbar. I pull without mercy backward and arch my back quickly dislocating his arm. His gun falls to the floor. I'm not taking any chances! Oliver screams while I leave his arm dangle and roll over backward. I stand up quickly and kick him in the face twice. I grab the gun and aim at an in pain Oliver. His face swells up fast and made his eyes black and blue quick and other parts reddish. His nose bled.

	“I was looking between cases, for what happened to dad. It was in front of me the whole time! You piece of shit!”, I yell.

	I was going to pull the trigger when a few claps interrupted everybody in the room. Ripa is smiling and looks a bit buffer than before. He keeps clapping until it becomes annoying. Everyone stood in fighting stance quickly as they saw Ripa standing up moving better than before.

	“It is so human of you guys. I loved it. I…loved it! It almost looks like a Spanish telenovela. It is pathetic!”, he says.

	Everyone stood quietly as Ripa fixes his clothing. Hannah holds her breathe for a moment and looks spooked again. Ezequiel is attentive at him, and Kokolite got on fighting stance.

	“I am not much of a talker. I just get things done. However, I must say this new me, feels pretty wicked!”, Ripa says.

	“Guys! Is it me or it feels denser here?”, Kokolite screams.

	He was right. The atmosphere grew denser all of a sudden. Everyone is starting to feel a little bit nervous, some more than the others. Ripa moves smoothly and as he fixes his shirt he did it rather fast, but it looked like he was trying to do it slowly. I aim at Ripa and empty the magazine. A shadow hand stops all the bullets and are placed on the floor as if someone was putting their toys back to where they belonged. I cannot believe it. Kokolite raises his staff, Ezequiel his dagger and Hannah pulls the lever on her glove showing the commando saw. They all stare at him awaiting the time to draw like it was some western cowboy fight waiting to hit noon. Ripa smiles and without hesitation starts taking huge spikes to attack each of them. Everyone dodges at the same time. I roll and see that Oliver vanished. Shit!! I slam the floor with the palm of my hand. I quickly try to attend to the situation of meeting an attacking Ripa for the very first time. My guns and batons on the floor. Hope arrives. I sprint to get them. Ripa looks like a sea urchin with his shadow spikes coming out of him attacking everyone. The room little by little got more destroyed as spikes blasted through furniture, paintings, walls and electric wires that are being exposed each time a little more. He admires his hands and is seeing his backhand and changed it to his palms and did it a few more times. A creepy laugh comes from Ripa as besides attacking us, he uses one shadow hand to get it closer to a light bulb. It does not disappear. He looks mesmerized that his shadow hand is screwing and unscrewing back the light bulb. Kokolite's face became spooked to see this.

	“Lights don't work guys! Lights don't freaking work!”, he yells.

	Ripa laughs like a maniac and keeps attacking without even seeing. Ezequiel sprints towards Ripa, dodging spikes that come to his way. He gets close enough, jumps to stab him with his dagger but his dagger just hits a shadow shield that is forcing now with Ezequiel making Ripa slide back a little. Ripa sees the distance he slid and looks to an Ezequiel using all his strength to get to him but is failing to do so. A small smirk appears in Ripa's face.

	“Pathetic.”, he says.

	From the shield, a hand grabs Ezequiel’s neck and pulls his head and slams it to the shield and a spike forms and shoots out piercing Ezequiel's shoulder back to a wall. Ezequiel screams in agony as the spike grows a little bit more. Hannah dashes to Ripa and he sends several spikes to her, she changes to a cat, dodging the avalanche of spikes trying to make her a feline shish kabob. I jump and roll in front of the weapons and grab them. I put the batons in my left thigh and grab the machine gun. An alarm beeps across the room that for a second catches the attention of everyone including Ripa. Another spike tries to catch me and I roll to the side dodging the spike effectively. I unload the full machine gun at Ripa and he covers himself with another shadow shield. As that is going on, the spike that impales Ezequiel got smaller and smaller until it drops him, nonetheless braking more of his skin tissue. He is covered in blood but still is regenerating more or less quickly. Hannah's attacks also grew less effective and she manages to get closer to Ripa... As she is going to attack him a giant hand slams her against the wall, leaving the shield that was covering my bullets less effective and one of the bullets catching him just in the cheek. The cheek healed in no time. Hannah did slam to the wall but wasn't that much and managed to recuperate fast.

	Kokolite is attentive dodging the attacks who grew less aggressive for each attack they did as a group was going strong. He speaks to me telepathically. "His powers are beyond our reach if we fight separately, we would die in no time. However, since we are all scattered, I bet he cannot concentrate on all the attacks at the same time. This is new to him. He is like a kid with lots of new toys. He's still too powerful for me to read his mind though." 

	“Hey Mieke, can you see I cannot reach him at the moment?” 

	“How about you tell me some real news.” 

	“I bet you if you shoot your gun I could get to him.” 

	“Ok, whatever.” 

	Kokolite prepares to sprint, I shoot , and Kokolite manages to get closer to Ripa as he is blocking all my bullets again. He notices a grunt close to him, as he turns his sight a flying staff passes close to him and quickly manages to grow a shadow punch and hit Kokolite. Kokolite retreats yet another bullet passes through Ripa’s shield.

	“Oh, that hurt.” 

	“So you got punched.” 

	“But I was close to almost hit him because we fought together.”

	That’s it. We are all scattered. I got an idea. "Cover me!", I say to him mentally. Kokolite tried to attack Ripa with his staff and dodging at the same time. I took out another magazine from the gun and cocked it.

	“When I go! All you attack him at the same time!”, I scream.

	Hannah and Ezequiel look confused until they saw my gun and nod between dodging Ripa's ongoing attacks. I’m running out of bullets fast, without guns I’m just a spectator on this fight. I took a deep breath and aim at Ripa screaming, “Now!!!”. Ripa went with the shield again stopping all the bullets coming to him. The attacks on the others grew less intensive. Ezequiel sprint to attack Ripa but he gets slap by a giant hand just as he got close. The hit backs Ezequiel but does not slam him elsewhere. Hannah still in cat form ran, and as soon as she gets to Ripa, she transforms and lands a punch in Ripa's chin and quickly a staff slams in his head as well. Hannah turns back into a cat. Ripa looks daze by a brief second as Ezequiel stabs him in his shoulder and soon after some bullets hit his torso and thighs. Ripa manages to move out everyone, yet he’s having trouble concentrating all the attacks at the same time. 

	 

	RIPA

	 

	They got to me. I am supposed to be stronger. I am stronger. Everything slows down. I feel my body healing faster than ever. Blood drips from my head.  I defend from their attacks. They look like birds protecting a little one. They still look like animals to me. Especially the human. I pat my shoulder and my hand gets blood from the penetration of the dagger. I caress my thumb with his middle and index finger. I’m still no God? Is that what Drake said, not be … the God? Fucking cunt! I clench my fist very fast and scream. Instead of little bits of air running through my body, the sensation is subtler. I press my fist into my waist.  I feel tugs all over my body and a bunch of tentacles hit everyone including the detective whose gun keeps firing hitting walls and windows. 

	 

	MIEKE

	 

	We got him. He keeps moving his attacks, and for the first time, he sees his blood drawn out. I think he’s not that powerful as he thought he was. His face changes and gets serious. He looks at all of us as if he was judging us. His fist goes into his waist, and a bunch of shadow tentacles burst from him. We all got hit. The sting from the tentacles embraces my hand. I left the finger in the trigger wasting bullets all over. I squint. The pain is worse than when my brace was stripped earlier. The bullets crack a window and one went through it. A little piece of sun emerges from the hole. It's morning? Something grabs my foot. A tentacle slams me to a wall. I hit the wall so hard. The air is taken out, and for a moment I cannot breathe. Cuts on arms and back appear from pieces that are incrusted on the wall from furniture and other equipment. I want to give out. I land on the floor hard spitting a big portion of blood. I’m dizzy. Nauseous. I open my eyes fight to breathe. 

	Hannah is taken and so is Kokolite and they get head smash together by another set of tentacles. The hit looks so hard that Hannah turns back to herself from cat form. Her eyes roll from the impact and both moan in agony. Ezequiel jumps behind Ripa, retrieves the dagger from his shoulder and proceeds to attack him again with his dagger, making him squint and show his fangs from the pain. Ripa then takes Ezequiel from his back and holds him in all his extremities with huge shadow tentacles and starts to land shadow punches and from time to time spikes, swords that were stabbing him all over. Ezequiel is bleeding all over the floor and his regeneration is slowing down quickly with each shot he takes. Ezequiel is let go and drops to the floor in his own pool of blood.

	“A few years with these new powers... and you all would have been dead in seconds. Both the Ahket and Seelish caused me lots of trouble... two third-class vampires.”, Ripa says.

	My vision is still blurry, but I know now whom the vampire world was referring to the kingpin of the city. I now see the why on top of the roof Hannah trembled in fear when told we had to face him. I see the extent of his powers and how I was so wrong thinking he was him because of his resources. He truly is walking as he owns the place. The shadows were returning to Ripa, for a moment he looks like a lost brother of Ursula with all the tentacles dangling. A single shadow caught my attention. It disappears momentarily when the sunbeam hit it. Lights do not work... sun does. Everyone is gasping for air and the vampires. Ripa tilts his head and starts to fix his cloth and hair.

	“You corrupted Drake's spell, so you must be an alsaahir almayit. I thought you guys were almost extinct. Not much of a guardian though.”, Ripa says.

	He turns to me with an upset demeanor. He makes a shadow hand and moves it across the room. The shadow grabs me by my neck. It presses my throat, making it difficult to breathe as he drags me all over the place. I felt the dirt, blood as I paint the office's floor. I reach Ripa still getting choked.

	“And you!”, he says.

	He lifts me in the air. I’m gasping for air. The horrible sensation of not getting any is frustrating and nerve-racking. I try to use my hands to get ahold of the shadow and breathe, but it is no use. My hands don’t grab the shadow. They just go through. For the first time, I am face to face to what evil incarnated looks like. His face is very pale and smooth, his eyes black as onyx. He is both laughing and angry at me.

	“A human. You are the reason why I'm doing this! Your kind does not deserve to be in this world with us. You are weak! You are pathetic! You are useless! You are just cattle!”, he says.

	My strength is leaving me. My hands are tired of struggling. Some footsteps. Ezequiel. He limps towards Ripa, making sounds with his feet as blood is all over them. Ripa turns for a moment while he keeps choking me. Everything… is fading. "Ripa!",  Ezequiel screams. He gets Ripa's attention.

	“I am the guardian! I will protect the orb and its contents! I was the one who put this group! I will defeat you! Put her down you coward and face someone that is up to your level. I am the guardian!”, Ezequiel keeps yelling.

	Ezequiel bumps his chest with his fist. Ripa drops me to the floor as if I’m garbage. I gasp for air. I caress my neck that hurts. I feel something dragging me as Ripa walks to Ezequiel. Kokolite is the one dragging my feet. Hannah is still on the floor but putting her clothes again. Kokolite still is breathing heavily. I start to see some bruises on my arms. Kokolite mentions my neck is bruised as well. Hannah crawls to us as we see how Ezequiel keeps limping towards Ripa. We only see Ripa's back and a moving figure getting bigger as he gets closer to Ripa himself. The only change in scenario is behind Ezequiel a little beam of sunlight entering the room without asking permission. Ezequiel is taller than Ripa. Not like a David and Goliath fight yet it seems it was destined for the same ending.

	“Up to my level? Hah! After I am finish with all of you. Drake will be next. Tell me... before I kill you. How do you know him?”, Ripa asks.

	“He betrayed me years ago. Jealous of my position, of my powers...he…”

	Ripa grabs Ezequiel by the throat with another shadow hand. A gargled sound comes from Ezequiel who is trying to get a hold of the shadow hand but is unable to do so.

	“Oh shut it! You bore me. But it seems this is recurring on my dear old mate Drake!”

	Kokolite, Hannah and me begin to whisper.

	“It is useless. We barely got to do any damage on him. Just mess his perfect rich man’s outfit.”, she says.

	“I'll do whatever to finish this guy, but I'm playing on your field.”, I say.

	“There's something.”, Kokolite says.

	“What?”, I ask.

	Kokolite points at the end of the room to the sunbeam.

	“Are you nuts? You are really loco!”, Hannah says.

	“How so?”, I ask.

	“How so? How is that a question?”, she asks.

	“Sacrifice?”, he, says.

	“Sacrifice? How is that an answer?”, she says upset.

	“How?”, I ask.

	“I'll tackle him hard. Hopefully enough break the glass.”, he says.

	“You will die! You, crazy person.”, she says.

	“But...”

	“There's no buts... not even Ezequiel who is stronger than us can take on Ripa.”, he says interrupting me.

	We all see Ezequiel fighting for air, for his life, witnessing the inevitable as we watch powerless, hopeless and feeling useless at the same time. Hannah is upset at the conversation, and I worry this is the end for us. If I had powers like them, I could be a little more help. He is right. There's no other way. You break the glass you kill probably Ripa and with him Kokolite and probably Hannah if the sun enters the whole room. You tackle him you save one. At least and Ezequiel is a daywalker. If put on this positions he would have agreed to do it yet he is the one who needs saving. Ripa keeps on choking Ezequiel who is fading away. As I turn to Kokolite, he’s already sprinting towards Ripa. What if the glass needs more force? What if doesn't break? Hannah's eyes widen to see Kokolite half way to Ripa and me getting up to start running towards him as well. "Oh, stupid pig! What are you doing?", I hear Hannah say.

	Kokolite’s head lowers, and I can see him cringing, with his veins popping using his strength as one foot came forward the other. Ripa is distracted killing the one that is supposed to guard the orb. Kokolite waits for the last second to jump and extends his arms. He impacts him, but the hit only makes Ripa fall to the floor, close to the window, but not to hit the window or lose the grip on Ezequiel loosen up a bit. A huge gasp comes from Ezequiel. He turns to see a Kokolite hanging in his wait trying to use all his strength to move him farther closer to the window. "Pathetic" Ripa says. A high "Arghhh" comes from Kokolite, as Ripa grabs him and throws him to the ceiling smashing him and making him black out momentarily, then another shadow hand throws him away quickly sending him to crash on a wall. Ripa got on to his feet with the help of another shadow hand. Ezequiel drops to the floor like a plush toy. I push faster and cringe to use all my strength. I close my eyes awaiting impact. I tackle him second, not doing much but pinning his back to the glass.

	“Fucking human!”, he screams.

	We share a stare for a split second, one of complete fear I bet is on my face. Yet I’m determined. He has a face of complete anger. I take my handgun and empty the magazine very quickly. Some bullets hit his chest, thighs, and knees and a few hit the glass behind him. Blood starts to splatter all over. A huge grunt comes from him, and he screams "Fucking cunt!". Ripa grabs me with a shadow hand and swings me over the room with so much force. This is it. With this force, I am going to die. I close my eyes as I can’t bear the spinning sensation anymore. He lets go, and everything slows down. For a moment I see all. Hanging in the air, Ezequiel's body is on the floor. Kokolite is squinting grabbing his head and ribs as he was just feeling his pain nerves sound multiple alarms in his body and a pile of clothing with a cat sticking out of one of the shirts holes that are just jumping on me and running through my body. Little paws are passing by my head, hip, and legs. The cat is changing back to Hannah and lands on Ripa who is still moving his hands as he just threw me. Hannah makes contact with Ripa landing a punch and her whole body on him and both of them land on the crystal that cracked entirely but did not break. I feel how something slows me down momentarily, still, I land on the sofa. It tilts and falls atop of me. I hear something crack, my head shook hard, and my body is on the floor. Everything is black for a moment.

	 

	KOKOLITE

	 

	Mieke is in midair, and my body hurts like hell. I extend my hands, but I’m into much pain to save her. She crashes to a sofa… at least. Hannah and Ripa are almost outside of the building with a glass that looks like it's going to break. Ripa's face is of full rage as he met Hannah's eyes who is pulling her glove. He is going to say something to her when it breaks.

	“No!”, I yell.

	 

	KOKOLITE

	 

	Mieke is in midair, and my body hurts like hell. I extend my hands, but I’m into much pain to save her. She crashes to a sofa… at least. Hannah and Ripa are almost outside of the building with a glass that looks like it's going to break. Ripa's facer is of full rage as he met Hannah's eyes who is pulling her glove. He is going to say something to her when it breaks.

	“No!”, I yell.

	 

	MIEKE

	My vision is still blurry. I’m trying to make sense of my surroundings. My head is spinning. A hand taps me. I panic to the unknown. Kokolite is still grabbing his ribs and using his strength to make me rise. I calm down when my eyes adjust. I give him a half hug. I’m still woozy from the hit. The whole room is spinning; my strength is almost gone, but I push like I could see the strip of the end of a marathon. My body aches. I’m sure I… must have hit something… everything ugh.

	“Mieke?” he asks.

	“What?”

	“Hannah… she did it…”

	I sting hit my stomach, and for a second the pain was gone. My knees tremble. Kokolite help me not lose my balance.

	“Help Ezequiel. He's badly hurt.”, he says.

	I’m still hurt, but I’m trying to channel all my strength to help Ezequiel. I turn back to Kokolite.

	“How ... how are you?”, I ask.

	“Probably some broken bones and ribs. Believe me; I'll be much better than you soon.”

	I crack a very vague smile. The pain is intense. I bet I broke a human tossing record. Kokolite laughs at the thought and grunts and grabs his ribs at the pain again. Ezequiel is covered in sunlight all over. That's why Kokolite wanted me to help. I keep limping until I get to Ezequiel and just drop to my knees. Ezequiel is breathing and with his eyes closed.

	“Don't worry about me habibi. I'm taking a sunbath.”, he says.

	I give a vague smile and squint. I think my lips are broken. The adrenaline is slowing. I know all the pain I’m going to be, minutes from now.

	“Kokolite! How are you akhuy?”, he says.

	“I've been better. You?”, Kokolite responds.

	“Happy to be alive! Hannah! I don't hear you!”, Ezequiel says.

	“Ezequiel...”, I say, swallowing deep.

	“Hannah?”, he raises his voice.

	“Zeek!”, I raise my voice.

	“What?”, he asks.

	“Hannah sacrificed herself for us. She pushed herself out of the window. It is morning.”, I say.

	“Madha? No, no, no, nooooo.... shakhs shabun...”

	Ezequiel tears up. He grunts as he gets up. He cleans his tears as he stands. He helps me get up, and we walk towards Kokolite who is on a wall not receiving any sun. Kokolite receives Ezequiel with a hug. Kokolite whispers something to Ezequiel who makes him weep more. They embrace hard. I don’t know. Is it a vampire thing? "Human thing actually, I told him to let it go. He wouldn't be less of a person if he just bottled it up": Kokolite says in my mind. I look back at the destroyed office yet now that sunlight shines in all its might. It seems more tranquil — the city all through looks calm. I went to the broken window. Downstairs, cops, ambulances, firetrucks are on the lobby of the Bloody Mary Club. Nothing to the building. I see the club from here and farther away from the hospital, police station and even what is left of a burnt church. He could see it all. I bet he thought he was God himself already. The harbor is far away. I glare at the horizon. Oh, Hannah! You saved us all. I raise my head to the sky covering receiving the beaming sun. You sacrificed yourself for me. Even when you're not here, you still give me strength to continue. I love you, dad. I go back to the guys.

	“I don't know how we will go without being unnoticed.”, I say.

	Ezequiel points out the elevator behind a very damaged wall.

	“I recognize the elevator. It has a key to get to this floor different from the one we took from a security man. I have a key to the lobby, and the hall will take us to the club or the lobby.”, Ezequiel says.

	We all nod and step in the elevator. The three keep watching the messed up office as the doors close.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Day – Mieke’s Apartment, 7:03 AM

	 

	 

	 

	I knock on the door. Some footsteps get close to the entrance in a hurry. The door swings open. Diane smiles and quickly her face changes to utter terror. I bet I look worse than what I feel. I force a smile, and Diane hugs me and starts crying. I also cry. We embrace harder. I’ve been bottling for so much my emotions. Why hold them now?

	“Are you ok? What the hell happened?”, she asks.

	I squint. The hug hurts, yet the warmth of her feels like I reached the finish line of a long-lasting marathon.

	“Easy peasy. We have a lot to talk about.”, I say.

	“We sure do!”

	“Plus I'm going to take some forceful vacations, how about a road trip? We haven't done that in ages.”

	Diane smiles from ear to ear and hugs me again. I squint.

	“I'll get some stuff done quickly. And we'll be on the road ASAP.”, I say.

	“Make sure one of those things is a bath cuz you stink.”, she says.

	Diane presses her lips and swallows hard. She has never seen me in this state. I give a vague laugh and walk to my room still limping. I go to the bathroom. I take my cloth off little by little as the pain comes from parts of me I did not know I got hit. I see my reflection in the mirror. A body full of bumps, bruises, cuts. It's going to hurt like a bitch! I’ve never looked worse in my life. I feel stronger though. I feel bigger. My world is getting bigger, and I feel... alive! I'm a survivor. I've done crazy, stupid things in my life. It's time to take care of myself. Take care of Diane. For some reason, I like what had happened. Maybe I’m a masochist, whatever; the only downfall was Hannah. But I feel like I have a new purpose. I open the faucet and let the waterfall for a second before entering. Once I walk in the water, I feel like a soothing hand caressing my body. Like how a dog feels when someone begins to pet it. Waterfalls off my body dragging blood, dust, dirt down the drain. I smile seeing all that going away. I feel as if I’m being cleansed away from bad things, from evil, from the boredom of what life seems. I have tackle all my missions with ease until today. The guilt of the memory of dad's death fades as I now know the culprit. I know now what I have to do. But for now, water is my best friend.

	“I'm alive.”

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	A few days later - Day - Tony’s House

	 

	 

	 

	Diane and me arrive at the suburbs where two-story houses seem to be the norm, and the American flag almost is skipped in every other house. Some have the garage on the side, no picket fences but looks very tranquil. We park at one of the houses that has some garden gnomes in the outside all over. Tony and his wife Lucy come out. Tony has his arm wrapped and still has parts of his skin bruised but seems to be in good health. Both of them wave as we get out of the car. Tony's huge smile lights up the already sunny street.

	“Oh, this must be my lucky day! Mieke visiting his partner hmmm!”

	Lucy laughs at Tony's high spirit, but both faces change in concern when they finally see me also wrapped, stitched and with some more bruises than Tony has at the moment. I’m wearing a short-sleeved jacket with a white shirt and some Capri jeans while Diane has a floral dress with a yellow cardigan. I wave my hand as in a "don't worry," but Tony and Lucy didn't listen.

	“Oh, my child what in God's name happened to you?”, Lucy says.

	I laugh scratching the back of my head.

	“I was a little jealous of Tony being an attention hug that I wanted on the action too and went to do a little mischief.”, I say.

	Diane rolls her eyes and Tony just gives me half a smile. 

	“I'm OK though really. Thanks for the concern. How are you by the way?”, I ask.

	“I am OK. Bored but OK. These days just surrounded by old farts like myself as all the kids have grown up and moved away. It is more tranquil here than in the city I must admit.”, Tony says.

	“It sure is… hey… I got you something.”, I say.

	I reach on my jacket and extend some lottery tickets. Tony smiles as he grabs them and was showing them to Lucy. Lucy presses her lips doing her best not to laugh at the funky dance Tony is doing in the middle of the street.

	“You see this Lus! We are going to win by the way. After this, we will take a trip, to wherever and I won't accept a no! I mean we all are going to take a trip!”

	Diane and me laugh and nod.

	“Nah ah, mister, first you get better and then we do that trip. I'm tired of moving the lawn for you.”, Lucy says.

	“No, but for real. Mieke... you should be proud of yourself and Diane too. You kids turn out to be good. That's all a father can ask for. I know deep down. Your father is telling them angels of how good his daughters are.”, Tony says.

	We got a little bit choked up, and our eyes start to sparkle as the sun hits our teary eyes.

	“I will visit him, and maybe start going to chur... We both are going to a vacation. Road trip and afterward, I'll see him. It's been long overdue now.”, I say.

	“Yeah. Do you first. Have some fun, smile. A lot! Laugh, cry. Diane, you make sure she has a good time!”, Tony says.

	“Will do sir! I promise!”

	Diane salutes Tony with a half-smile.

	“After that, visit him. Cemetery, kneeling, going to the coffee shop, whatever. Maybe that will help you heal a bit.”, Tony says.

	I smirk and walk over Tony and hug him and then to Lucy. Diane did as well and right after we say our goodbyes. We enter the car. As the vehicle starts moving Tony is waving the lottery tickets and saying in a loud voice and soon fading after, "Now think of a place you want to travel after we win this bad boy!". Tony keeps doing the funky dance and Lucy is covering her face in embarrassment. I continue watching them on the rear view mirror and smile as I speed up. Diane is texting and giggling. "I hope one day I can at least meet who got you that giddy," I say. "Not now, maybe later!" Diane moves her phone sideways, and I see the person stated as K, but couldn't tell what she wrote. I raise my eyebrow and mouthed a "Nah" as I continue driving.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	One Week Later - Night

	 

	 

	 

	We get off the elevator laughing. We still have a tan. I roll my suitcase and Diane has a backpack and a goofy hat that doesn't go much with her white sunglasses, sleeveless jean jacket, and a white shirt. She also wears her shorts with designs with triangle and square patterns. She does not care as she likes putting on what she's on the mood at the moment and likes all expressions of art. The small phoenix tattoo on her right thigh looks cool. It’s still healing. "I can believe you did that Mieke." "Me? How about you throwing yourself from that high? The nerves!" We keep laughing while exchanging our vacation memories. Before getting to the door, Diane stops me and raises her phone to take a picture. I frown, and Diane took the photo anyway. She shows it to me and says: "This is how I'll see you every day once we go through that door, for God knows how long." I roll my eyes and smile as Diane postures the camera once more for a selfie. We both smile as the cellphone takes the most adorable sister selfie we’ve seen in years. 

	"I really hope from now on, from time to time we can do this again!", I say. 

	Diane half smiles and submerges her head to her phone as she receives another text. She giggles and responds "I know... we should!" I smirk, "...well maybe next time we can maybe take the mysterious K to one of our vacations?" Diane shuts one of her eyes and sticks her tongue out mocking me. I take the keys out of my jacket, and the jingle of them fill the whole hall. I turn the key and open the door. As we step in, we notice one of the lights is turned on. We stare at each other, and I go straight to the kitchen to get one of my guns. I open a cabinet at the bottom part I hit the end revealing the secret storage. Only some scattered bullets. What the hell? I rise to see a petrified Diane. I move slowly to were D is standing. I see the reason why she trembles. Squinting. Oliver points my gun at her temple. Fire rushes through all my body. He has a red cap and sunglasses. Grey shirt that was covered by a hoodie jacket. I bet he went to much trouble to not to be seen.

	“You have some nerve to come here and do this... do this to Diane.”, I say.

	“I hate to do this. Diane is like a little sis...”

	“Oh shut the fuck up and quit the bullshit!”, I interrupt him.

	He presses his lips, but he was trying to hold them tight as much as he could still his teeth were being exposed. He looks angry and looking like he’s having a mental breakdown resulting in him weirdly smiling. His stare looks like it could burn anything. Diane was doing her best to stay calm while I wish I have Ripa's power and spike this sorry excuse of a man. He grabs Diane by the neck with a force that makes her squint even more. She presses her teeth as he hurts her. I press my lips. I don’t even blink leaving a serious dead stare on him.

	“You! You fucked me! You fucked me! It seems you’re playing hero game has resulted in a freaking commotion, to the whole city!”, he says.

	I’m confused.

	“What do you mean?”, I ask.

	“Oh C’mon Meeks…”, he says.

	“Don’t call me that!”, I shout.

	“This whole city is going to crumble! Because of your actions! You’ll have to be accountable for what you did!”

	“Can you say it already? You sound like a freaking politician not saying what it needs to be said!”

	“Hmm Hello, I don't wanna die here. Can we tone it down a little bit.”, Diane cries.

	I wave.

	“For God's sake can she just sit down? We aren’t going to move. You're the one with the gun.”, I say.

	He took a while to react. His breathing is heavy. Oliver nod still upset, still trembling from anger. He forces Diane to sit. He presses his gun against her shoulder.

	“Because of you, my name means shit now. The streets are talking and the powers to be are shifting. You don't know how you maybe have doomed us all. Including your sister.”

	I’m trying to absorb and analyze each word, but the stress of watching Diane on harm’s way has left me vulnerable. I’m not thinking right. The only thing I did was help a physic vampire, an Egyptian guardian. At the end city’s kingpin has died and Hannah’s clan was murdered. Including her. So, somebody is taking Ripa's job I guess.

	“So, another big shot takes Ripa's place? Is that it? And you are taking your frustrations with us? I think you're more pathetic than I thought.”, I raise my voice.

	“You don't get it, do you? Is not just another bigshot, it's his or her resources. It's his or her people. For what we know, maybe the whole line of gangs can come here without mentioning what it's installed with them freaks. New crimes, new drugs, new fucking rules that we all have to adapt. Every time this happens… blood fills the streets. People get killed. I wish it was just humans taking on each other. We are just puppets. This city… this city will burn Mieke. It will burn because of you…”

	Oliver takes a deep breath, and I notice a subtext. Something important is going to come out of his mouth yet he hesitates, and I’m losing patience.

	“Spill it, Oliver! You look like a rook trying to ask permission to go to the bathroom.”

	Oliver gives another smile that makes the whole room feel awkward. Sweat pours from his forehead. He throws his cap to the floor and licks his lips. 

	“To keep myself above in the pyramid... I'll have to kill the detective that killed Ripa. And as a bonus, I can say I tortured you by killing your sister in front of you.”, he says.

	Oliver's face is of determination as if he just finished fighting a battle he had inside on what to do. I feel like I just been punched in the stomach. Diane’s whimper makes it difficult to talk. I analyze the distance between Oliver and me. If I sprint, he'll get enough time to pull the trigger on Diane and just enough time to maybe hit me on the leg or on the chest before fighting him, making it difficult to continue afterward. Perhaps he will turn the gun over me shoot me first and he'll easy over-power Diane. I feel sweat forming. The whole room tilts. Vertigo. My knees almost give up. Nausea. I want to puke. Another sounds in my mind, "or I can knock on the window, and when everybody is looking at me, Ezequiel will run and beat this mofo up. By the way, you left your door opened." My eyes are still fixed on Oliver, and I try to mask scan elsewhere, so I put my hands on my ears and shake my head like I can’t believe what is happening. As I shake side to side, I see a crouching Kokolite on the catwalk waving in the night time. "Hello you, detective that killed Ripa you! You're famous now!", Kokolite continues telepathically. He knocks on the window, and Oliver's attention is drawn. His eyes were as if he just saw a ghost waving at him and blowing him a kiss. Oliver panics and goes to shoot me first. As he moves the gun towards me, I squint awaiting impact. The gun blew the bullet out, and it flew to its mark without hesitation. A metal hitting metal sounded as the bullet ricochet from Ezequiel's bracelet. "Come on man that was our thing!", a muffled voice of Kokolite says from the outside throwing his hands downwards. Oliver’s eyes are of disbelief and quickly become of total fear. Ezequiel runs towards Oliver who shoots like a maverick and continues as Ezequiel holds his hands upwards pressing it hard. I am still on the floor ducking right after the first bullet ricochet. I get up and run towards Oliver, who’s hand is almost turning purple from the force of Ezequiel and superman punch him knocking him out instantly. I was going to continue hitting but stop as some neighbors peek from their open doors. Whom the hell gets to see where bullets are flying? Get inside and locked yourself up! Geez!

	“It's all under control guys. This drunk man got in, and he's under custody at the moment.”, I scream.

	The neighbors are in disbelief. They close their doors. They are going to call 911 either way. Let me call it in, and I'll deal with this tool later.

	“We can’t harm him anymore… we got witnesses. Let me take him to the station and afterward have a little conversation with you guys.”, I say.

	Ezequiel nods and Diane runs to me. We hug. 

	"Can you guys let me in? I feel ignored! I helped.”, Kokolite says.

	“You are coming with me, mister. We will do our thing now!”, I say.

	Diane goes to open the window, and Kokolite enters in a hop. He stands up. His stature looks noticeable next to Diane, and he smiles at her showing his fangs. I take Oliver and carry him outside the apartment.

	“Can you stay here for a while Zeek?”, I ask.

	Ezequiel nods and smiles to Diane as she presses her lips and forces a smile as well. "You will be safe I promise. You are in good hands!", I say to Diane. "Good way to finish vacation though..." Diane replies. I bit my lip with a disappointing face and continued lifting Oliver. Kokolite helps me. We drag him to the elevator and quickly on to my car. We open the door and toss him in the back seat. I enter the backseat as well and got on top of him, and I punch Oliver twice. One to make sure he’s unconscious, the second because he ruined my vacations. 

	“If I hadn’t had nosy neighbors I would have ended your life by now. You, sick son of a bitch!”

	Kokolite’s eyes widen and left himself on the passenger’s seat as stealthy as he could. I get in the driver’s seat and in one motion jam the keys and start the car. I drive off, putting the seatbelt as the car is in motion. Kokolite opens the window and starts doing waves with his hands as the wind passes through his fingerless glove. For a long minute, the only sound is the engine and the wind entering through the window. I feel the silence creeping on. I snap. Got myself to calm down. I look at Kokolite and back to the road and back to Kokolite three more times.

	“Sometimes it is easier just to say something.”, he says.

	He keeps looking at his hands surfing through the wind.

	“I want to say I am sorry.”, I say.

	I’m serious, but I feel empathy towards Kokolite.

	“What for?”, he asks.

	“Me… being a dick with you… and you don’t deserve it.”

	“Awww… but …you may have your reasons.”

	“I do… yet you’ve been good. You’ve sacrificed yourself too many times in this period… and you don’t even know me.”

	“You have a good heart though. You want to do good and…”

	“I entered your mind K…”

	“What? How?”

	“On the building. When we were looking for you… a huge shriek what I presume was you… connected me… connected us.”

	Kokolite enters his hand from outside the window. He starts to do rapid eye movements as he looks nervous. He keeps his face straight avoiding any stare with me. He closes his hands and caresses his thumbs together.

	“For a moment we shared something that made clear what we both something more in life.”

	Kokolite’s eyes tear up. The glare of his eyes shine as each street lamps hits them. 

	“What I want to say is… I do understand why you don’t talk about it. But if you need to, you’ll have a friend to confide.”, I say.

	 

	KOKOLITE

	 

	I slowly turn my face to hers and smile. She takes her sight from the road for a second, and I mouth a “Thank You”. We return our sights forward as the car continues as fast as it can to get to the police station. I really do not know how the connection occurred, but it did and something I had bottled inside for years now is out. I felt as if a big weight lifted from my shoulders. I miss my family. Each day for all this year. I hear people’s thoughts each and every day which can make anyone go a bit insane and yet holding up to something like my family; that doesn’t help at all. Maybe this is what I needed all these years… open myself up to someone. It was better said than done. I… I think I can start healing now.

	 

	MIEKE

	 

	We arrive at the station with a bruised face Oliver. Policemen are already waiting for and help me to process him. By now everything about Oliver have been confirmed.  “As soon as you patched it in, three calls from 911 entered about a breaking and entering in your building.”  one officer says. 

	I finish the paperwork on Oliver. Too many co-workers are baffled seen Mr. pretty boy FBI man in cuffs and shock to learn that he tried to assault me. I’m getting more expressions like "what the hell!?", "no way!”, “was he drunk?", between others. If he really thinks by now that I screwed his life, this will put his professional life on a tomb. Ortiz comes to the front of the station in her wheelchair as well and stops me.

	“Hey, you Ok? I tried my best to get here faster but you know I retired from running.”, she says.

	I smile.

	“Oh my... that was funny. But yeah I’m good. So is my sister. Thanks for asking.”, I say.

	“If you need anything just let me know.”

	“I’ll bet you'll run to our aide.”

	“Ha! It’s only funny when I say it. Now I can go to human resources and make a harassment claim.”

	I smile once again and pat Ortiz on her shoulder. 

	“Take care, Ortiz. See you around.”, I say.

	Ortiz nods as I walk the stairs and quickly get to the car. I wave as the passenger seat gets from back to front to its normal position. "You found the doppelganger!" I read Ortiz’s lips. Oh. Now she knows. We drive off.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Night - Cemetery

	 

	 

	 

	I keep driving and make a quick detour. The sky gets cloudy, and some lightning strike and raindrops fall. Now? Really? Man!! I hit the steering wheel.

	“I’m going to the cemetery for a quick moment.”, I say.

	“I know. I can hear you.”

	“It’s annoying.”

	“I can hear that too.”

	We get to the cemetery. I get out and quickly feel the breeze. Smells as if it was soon going to rain harder. I lean over Kokolite's window.

	“You don't need to say it. I’ll stay here! You do you. It's something way overdue.”, K says.

	Kokolite hands me a flashlight, and I grab it. I nod and press my lips hard and just answer by double tapping the top of the car. I stop at the entrance as thunder strikes the horizon, making it flash all over the ground and tombstones. It is tranquil. Move Mieke. You can do this! I turn the flashlight on as I make my way to where dad lied. The ground is mushy from the humidity and the rains the city has been receiving all week. My boots make so much noise. I try concentrating on how I’ll react once I get there. Nervous. My hands tremble. I feel thirsty. After a minute or so walking I arrive at the tombstone. My eyes water in an instant. My lips tremble. 

	R.I.P. Herman Hertz

	Good Hearted man, father, husband, and comic nerd.

	Badge 20036

	Would be missed by his brothers in blue and loving daughters.

	The comic nerd part makes me laugh hard. Tears kept pouring. I laugh and cry at the same time. I kneel down and touch the tombstone. My jeans quickly become humid, yet I do not care at this time. "I'm sorry... I'm so sorry I took this long dad!". The rain starts to pick up its pace. Now my tears mix with the fallen rain. I hear some sounds. I draw my gun. An old man with a lantern and an umbrella walks my way. He covers his eyes from my flashlight.

	"Who goes there?" He says in a loud voice.

	"I'm a police officer; I'll be in a second out!"

	The man gets closer and reveals a droopy face as if the years have fallen on him. His hair like cotton balls.

	"You look like him" his voice now sounds soothing.

	"You… you knew him? You knew my dad?" my voice almost fades as I choke up.

	"Everybody knew Herman! I bet you think good things about him. Well… he is that and so much more. I'll leave you to it..." he smirks. "Your sister visits him from time to time!"

	The groundskeeper walks away. I feel a bit better than when I got here. The thought that there isn’t a single wrong saying about him reassures me that the vision of him isn’t tarnished. "I wish you could say something back to me..." As I look down at the tombstone again, some footsteps come back my way.

	"So how you knew him again?" I raise my voice without looking.

	A second passes and no answer. I take out my gun. A young woman late 20s, low 30s is where the groundskeeper was standing. A coat covers her hair. I raise my gun and flashlight, and the woman raises her hands showing a letter on one hand.

	"Mieke Hertz?" the strange woman asks.

	"Yes?"

	"This is for you!" she extends the letter.

	"What is it?" I ask.

	The woman takes off the upper part of her coat to reveal a red hair that shines as more thunder flash the area again.

	"I just deliver miss."

	I grab the letter. I recognize the handwriting as I examine the letter. I try to do a mental picture just in case. She is a messenger, yet she’s built, serious face that tells a story of too much experience lived. Black tank top with the light brownish coat with black stripes, maybe Velcro and a choker with a cross dangling. I go back to the letter, all cripple and humid because of the rain.

	"Who send this?" I ask raising my head quickly.

	I’m met with an empty cemetery. What the fuck? I jam the letter in my coat and run out of the cemetery. Next time I'll come on daytime. Almost two heart attacks in a second. Jesus Christ!

	I get to the car and Kokolite smiles. I smile back as I open the door.

	"May I ask if everything was good?", Kokolite asks.

	"Yeah! Better than expected."

	"At least while you were there a saw Joe, the groundskeeper. Haven't seen him in ages." Kokolite threw his hand twice in the air back and forth to make his point.

	"You know him too?", I ask.

	"Yeah! Joe is good peeps!"

	"And the woman?" I ask.

	"What woman?"

	"The woman that came after Joe."

	"What are you talking about?" He looks confused.

	"Never mind... thanks for not entering in my thoughts."

	"I kind of did... but I don't see her, what she looked like?"

	What’s weird is that the mental picture I did of her, fades so quickly that it almost seems like it didn't happen. I quickly shove my hand searching for the letter. I take it out and still see dad's handwriting on it. What the fuck… what were we talking about again? I get spook. I start the car and put it in reverse and drive off.

	"Let's just get out of here!", I say.

	After driving a for a while, we arrive at an old style dinner close to the apartment. Ezequiel is already waiting inside. We enter and walk towards the booth Zeek sits. Kokolite slides like a kid to the end of the bench. I sit next to Ezequiel. Quickly a middle age waitress arrives with menus. I gesture a no with the menus as they hang in the air which the waitress retreats courteously.

	“Give me coffee. Strong. Apple pie. And a big scoop of ice cream.”, I say.

	The waitress looks at both Ezequiel and Kokolite chewing her gum while adjusting her white plastic headband. I look at them but their blank slate tells me, they don't know what to do. 

	“Get them the same please.”, I continue.

	The waitress nods and takes another look at both Ezequiel and Kokolite and bites her lip. As she walks away Kokolite’s jaw drops as he points at her with his thumb.

	“That woman is a freaaaaak! The things she would do to us at the same time. Oh, Lord! No confession on Earth will forgive her.”, Kokolite says to Ezequiel.

	He smirks. I roll my eyes upwards and let a huge sigh. My lips hide as I look for the next thing to say.

	“Diane stayed put?”, I ask.

	“Yes, she did.”, Ezequiel says.

	“Ok… good. What's going on guys? One week and what’s this with me being famous.”

	“It will be better for K to tell you. I'm getting adjusted to the whole city talking.”, Ezequiel says.

	“Koko?”, I ask.

	“Well, I told you already you are famous. You beat Ripa...”, K says.

	“You mean we beat Ripa. And that’s another thing wasn’t he supposed to be a god?”, I ask.

	“About the god, I don’t know? About who beat who? Sorry, Mieke... your name is the only one dangling here. We are your followers it seems. How a crazy person living in the church all these years beat the most powerful vampire in the city? It was all you, they say. All crazy stories...”, he says.

	“But that’s crazy! I’m just human. I can’t have followers. Can’t you talk to the city? Or whatever makes the story straight?”, I pull my hair.

	“Wish it could be that easy, make a press conference and say the things as they happened.”

	As I was going to hit the table, the waitress brought a tray with three apple pies with the ice cream scoops leaning on the side with the coffees. She places each pair in front of us.

	“Anything else guys?”, she asks.

	“Not at the moment. Thank you, mam.”, I say.

	The waitress smiles again and winks at Ezequiel. Kokolite's eyes open up and turn to me as I’m breaking two sugar packages and stirring my coffee.

	“If she does... does... it! She could go to jail!”, Kokolite says.

	“Koko continue.”, I say.

	“Really!? Oh Lord!”, he whines.

	“What he tries to say is. There's a power shift. Apparently, the council was murdered. Ripa was killed. It seems treaties have been broken, but up to what extent? We do not know.”, Ezequiel says.

	I’m taking each word and analyzing them one by one. I just got to know this existed and now I'm the notorious number one suspect for everything wrong vampire? How did that happen? Both above the law on humans and a criminal in their world.

	“This must suck for you!”, Kokolite says.

	“Kokolite!”, Ezequiel snaps.

	“So what now?”, I ask.

	“We will train you. We will protect you and your sister. This will be a mere distraction. Our main focus, on the other hand, should still be to find Drake. Find the orb and the sarcophagus and see what he wants to do with all that.”, Ezequiel says.

	I nod and take a bite of the apple pie. Ezequiel looks at it weird and takes a bite at it as well. A huge smile appears on Ezequiel's face.

	“Your food is strange but good!”

	I look at Kokolite as if he isn’t going to touch his food.

	“Oh, I don't eat food... your food. I wish I was that dust old like the mummy over here to eat that.”, he says.

	“I will take it then!”, Ezequiel says.

	Ezequiel grabs Kokolite’s plate and jams his spoon on it and shoves a huge chunk of apple pie and ice cream to his mouth, making it difficult to keep his mouth open as he chews. 

	“You don't eat at all?”, I ask.

	“You are a bad detective. They should evaluate you guys more. Blood duh!”, Kokolite says tapping his head.

	Ezequiel swallows with difficulty.

	“Let her be Kokolite; she will help us get that orb. We will get that orb. You’ll see. I enjoy your food Mieke. When we meet again, we eat your food.”

	I force a smile, but Ezequiel's words still linger in my mind. We have to find an old ass vampire with an orb and a sarcophagus. He raises the dead; the other is super-fast. I'm a human and vampires are saying I killed the most powerful kingpin on the city. What would that play out for me and Diane? How bad can this get? Am I prepared? I can do this. I would do this. I look at both Ezequiel and Kokolite sharing a laugh. My world keeps getting weirder each passing second.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Night - Mieke’s Apartment

	 

	 

	 

	I got to the apartment with more questions that I can grasp. I tap my jacket. The letter. I took it out. I saunter inspecting each part of it. I have a new weight on top. I put it back. I’m nervous. It isn’t just the letter. The nightmare isn’t over. Yes, Ezequiel and Kokolite will train me. Protect me. To what extent? I am human. They fought somebody that almost killed them. Even though he died. There’s a more powerful vampire that we have to look for. I can’t go and recruit people like the Army does. It’s plain and simply crazy. 

	I go to Diane's room. She’s sleeping with the gun I gave her earlier. I took it and place it on my waist. My fingers run through Diane's hair. She’s safe. Diane has a photo on her nightstand of us. Including dad. All smiles. Diane has ice cream all over her face. I poke dad's face and tap my jacket. The letter. I close Diane's door discretely and head to my room. 

	I check if the window is locked. Paranoid much. I took off the jacket and place the letter on the bed. I pace. Right to left for a minute or two. I bite my fingers. I need a smoke. Mieke you quit. I sigh. My palms are getting sweaty. I’m making stories of what the letter contains. Maybe is one last goodbye. Some insurance information. Something about that son of a bitch Oliver. A sorry message? I need a smoke. I stop pacing with one hand across my chest grabbing my elbow as the other arm is straight in my mouth with a half bitten nail. I spit the nail and jump to bed leg crossed and grab the letter as if I have little time to read it. In a single sweep, I rip the envelope seal with my finger. My heart is raising. I sigh as I hold the letter. For a second all the words look blurry. I squint. I sigh again. I shake my head. One more breath.

	 

	Hey Schnucki

	 

	I hope you are good as you can be when reading this. I know you are very busy with the bureau and all, but I hope you have a second to spare on looking for the things that matter in your HOME.  I bet you feel stronger than ever and that you are glad that we traded the dolls for guns when you were growing up. I miss that TIME. I will miss it all. As you may know, my TIME ended quicker than I thought. That doesn't mean your TIME has to stop. I would send out for you some angels to protect you and guide you. From now on I advise you to keep your ears open and also keep an open mind. Don't take anything for granted and follow your gut feeling. You know how the world is, and every time you open your eyes, it will get scarier. I'm no saint, but I did everything in my power for you and Diane to be safe, to be good, to be protected. You two are my world and forever will be. 

	I will love you forever and beyond,

	 

	DAD

	 

	A tear falls in the letter. I keep sobbing as I see dad's writing. I could actually hear his voice. I fell to my pillow looking for some comfort. Tears keep dropping to my temple and into my hair. Wait a minute. My heart stops for a moment, and I jump sitting down. I reread it. Once more. The whole letter is written regular except for the word “home” and "time." It is all capitalized letters. What are you trying to say? I’m tapping rapidly my knees. Home? Like here? Time. Time. Time? It can't be... I stood up and went to the hall. Grandad's old cuckoo clock hangs there, motionless. I can't tell the last time that bird singed. I examine the whole thing. Unhook it from the wall and brought it back to my bed. I lift it up and down and saw it from side to side. The weights are bronze acorns; the wooden headboard is of carved birds and detailed leafs. The pendulum is another leaf. On the hole to hang the clock, there’s nothing. I open the door, but the only thing there is the birdie. I gave it a shake. Nothing. I try to take the back wall to see the interior, but it’s stuck. Some force grinding my teeth but no luck. I can’t get it open.  Maybe I’ll smash it. I read the letter once more. The word "time" is capitalized three times. Time? Is that it? I move the hands of the clock one by one to meet at three o’clock. Nothing happened. All three maybe? I move the hands of the clock one by one again all at the number three. 3:33? As soon as I put the last one, a faded "cuckoo" sounds off. I drop the clock and hold my breath. The back wall opens. A key. Golden with a series of numbers and cuts upwards and down with three numbers on the uppercut. Why would you give me a key? 

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Epilogue

	 

	 

	 

	HANNAH

	 

	Kokolite starts sprinting towards Ripa and Mieke follows. Oh, stupid pig! what are you doing? Kokolite hits him. He only threw him down. The cop will not do anything if she meets him! I sprint like a maniac. Ripa throws Kokolite. Mieke gets to him. She pins him to the window. She shoots him quickly in the chest, thighs. Ripa grabs her and throws her with so much force. Oh shit, she is going to hit me! I change as a flying Mieke comes my way in slow motion. I struggle to get out of my cloth as my paws begin contact with Mieke. I run all over her body. I leap with all the force I can gather and transformed back hitting Ripa. I make contact with Ripa. We both land on the crystal. I’m naked. The sound of the cracked window doesn’t even let me think. We are outside of the building with a glass that is barely holding on. Ripa's demeanor is of full rage as he met my eyes. I pull the lever of my glove. He was going to say something but the glass caves in and brakes.

	The glass shatters we’re on a free fall. Sunlight hits both of us. Smoke starts to come from us. More on him, because of the clan that he is from, that part of the clan is more susceptible to fire and sunlight. The pain comes scorching through my body like a million fire ants biting nonstop. Ripa is screaming in pain and doing his best to curse at me. Ripa continues to fall while trying to use his powers to hold to the building, but the sun keeps diming his shadow manipulations. A pile of clothing and smoke continues to free fall from the building.

	A tug. My arm janks out of my shoulder. I feel a “pop”. The lever caught on to something, and I’m swinging. I hear from below, “Fucking cunt!” My body swing to a window and the hits take out all the air from lungs. Window breaks. I roll over smashing my body to an office. I hit desks, computers and other office supplies making a mess and dripping blood all over the place. My skin is severely burned. I’m trembling. My voice fails me. I don’t know how to be comfortable. Everything aches. Everything hurts. A vague sound comes from my mouth that even I can’t tell what it is. A man hiding in a desk nearby stands. My vision is blurry now. I’m panicking. Hyperventilating. I don’t know who is he. Some cleaning equipment is beside him. Janitor maybe. Hope so. I can’t stand. He is getting closer. The pain is too much. I try to get in defense mode before… everything blacks out.

	Mumbling voices run on and off. Faded footsteps ran in and out. “Hannah!” a woman’s voice calls out. “He found us!”, the voice continues. My eyes open slowly. Everything is blurry, where am I? A commotion. Another fight going on? I manage to open my eyes. Too tired though. Need rest. Ezequiel, Kokolite, and Mieke are defending me. Who is that? Oh shit! Ripa all burned up. With tentacle arms fighting them. Kokolite sprints to the left and extended his staff to hit him, but a huge spike catches him and slams him to a wall. The spike keeps growing, and Kokolite screams in agony as his life quickly fades away. “Nooo”, I scream. Ezequiel leaps towards Ripa. Ripa grabs him in mid-air with a huge shadow hand. He squeezes his throat without remorse. Ezequiel extends his arm to me as he struggles to say my name, “Hann…ah”. “Stop, stop it!”, I scream again. I can’t get up. I’m frozen. I’m petrified. The pain is still all over my body. Why I haven’t healed? The sun… the sun. Mieke runs to me and starts to shake me, “You need to get up! Hannah, you need to get up!” On the background, a lifeless Ezequiel drops to the floor. Mieke’s face is of total fear. I can’t move, I can’t move, I say with tears escaping. Blood splatters on my face. Mieke’s eyes roll to the back as Ripa changes his spike to a hook and tosses Mieke away. Ripa grabs me by the throat with his bare hands. "Now you cat!”, he yells. He looks more or less like a version of Two-Face with half his face burned.  “First you, then your family…one… by… one!”, he continues.  I scream. Panic. Air. I can’t breathe. He grabs me by the shoulders and starts shaking me back and forth as I try to fight him off. "Hannah" he calls. I keep fighting, kicking and screaming. "Hannah!" he screams once more. I yell, and another "Hannah" comes back louder. The voice isn’t Ripa's. I open my eyes slowly. Mom? I’m in her apartment? What I’m I doing here?

	“Hannah, are you all right?”, she asks.

	My eyes open widely. I’m petrified. I move little by little out of the sofa and bed sheets. I back away into a wall dropping some picture frames. I’m hyperventilating. The woman, the family I used to look from time to time from the window and had no contact since almost three years ago. They’re in front of me. My brothers scared looking back at me. Their hands full of cotton swabs, alcohol, and other first aid things. I’m confused. How I got here?  I’m fighting a knot in my throat. Just a mumble came out. I wanted to see them before but couldn't bare at what would of happen if I did. The room is dark, with the curtains shut. Duct-taped all over. Tiny parts of sunbeam try to break in but aren’t successful. The room with the lamps turned on all. The lights create shadows all over the place. Mom reaches out. Her arm wrapped with some blood stains.

	“Sweetie...come to the sofa, please. Let us attend your wounds.”, mom says.

	I flinch. My hands and feet. Patches of deep burned skin.

	“How did I get here?”, I ask.

	Mom looks at the other side of the room. A silhouette. No! A shadow emerges from the light. My heart stops for a moment. The silhouette comes closer with its head low. My stepfather reveals himself as the light hits him from another angle. I sigh in relief for a moment. Then anger strikes me. My blood boils. He limps little by little like a dog with its head down asking for forgiveness after you caught him breaking the sofa pillows. He hesitates. My body is tense. I’m looking for an action to react. His hands are also wrapped.

	“I...  I brought you here Hannah.”, he says.

	I keep my focus on him. My stare can draw a hole in anything. I clench my fist, but the pain is so much that I can’t close the whole hand. I squint but remain serious at him.

	“He said, your skin grew smoke every time the sun touched it. He wrapped you in his work cloth and brought you back here.”, mom says.

	“How ...?”, I ask.

	Stan looks with shame.

	“The only place they accepted me working, was as a custodian. They reassign me to a new place. I've been in that building over a month. Weird things happened, but I kept quiet. They made me stay quiet. Three days ago I heard some gunshots, lots of them. So I hid in an office... and I thought the painkillers were making me hallucinate when I saw you crashing through the window…”

	“Wait…Three days?”, I ask.

	I remember the fight with Ripa and falling from his office. Stan got closer to mom that reaches out to me. Mom crosses her fingers with his as he sits down beside her. My eyebrow rises. I pay attention to all the surroundings, all I adored, all the memories come back. My nose flies elsewhere. It seems mom is cooking some chicken on the kitchen. I bet it is her arroz con pollo. My mouth salivates remembering the juiciness of the chicken.

	“I deserved what you did to me. It took me a long time to admit it. You can ask Lourdes, I have changed. I was an asshole.”

	Mom hits Stan with her backhand he squints. The kids chuckle.

	“Sorry, kids. But is true. I was a trash of a man, and I treated your mom, your brothers and you Hannah... I treated all of you like crap. And I wanted to say thank you. Thank you because you changed the man I was before. I may not walk well ever, but deep inside I am a better man. I'm happy. And I've tried to better my wrongs with everybody.”

	My little sister who is a toddler comes walking and hands me a plush tiger. I mouth a “thank you” and a smile. She goes to the bros giggling and hugs Hiram. I’m in rough shape. Now I feel conscious about it. Mom noticed and nods to Stan.

	“Kids, can you go to your room, please? And take the munchkin too.”, he says.

	JD and Hiram nod and go to their room and slightly waive their hands. Two sweet shyish "byes" come from them. I force a smile. I turn back at Stan and mom as the sound of a door closing fills the room. My eyes tear a bit. So many emotions.

	“Darling... Stan told me about your teeth and also that your skin changes sometimes. Even your hands turned into paws.”, mom says.

	I do not answer just stood silent. Now I understand the patched arms. I must of scratched them unconsciously. Stan looks at me, and so did mom. Stan looks up and swallows looking for what to say.

	“I don't... we don't care what you are. If you are in a cult or whatever. Your mom missed you like hell. You are free to stay if you don't have a place. You won't have problems with me I swear. And if you need to go... to whatever, the door or the window will always be open.”

	For a moment I feel embarrassed. Yet my face gives a smile that forces my fangs to show. The thought of being with mom. My family. Is everything I wanted. The resentment towards Stan dissolves. Mom's eyes tear up yet weird out at my teeth at the same time.

	“I'm sorry I got to get used to it.”, she says.

	We all smile to each other. I gasped trying to force something to come out. Both Stan and mom wait patiently. This is crazy, I’m on mom’s house again, and I can stay with them? That’s great but, what happened to Ripa? Is he dead? Mieke? K and Zeek? If I stay... they’ll be in danger and if a leave now they’ll still be in danger as well. As soon as I can, I would get up and see what’s going on and what’s the word on the street. Three days since we attacked the building and I still look like shit. Man! At least I’m alive. If I leave, that will kill mom, I mean look at her eyes, they look like they are seeing Jesús resucitado caminando. I will stay, heal, and I will be ready for what’s to come from this. I will protect my family!

	“I would really love that. I will stay.”
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	Glossary intended to the story

	 

	 

	 

	Characters

	 

	Laim (Japanese)

	 

	Majo = witch

	Taro = Tiger

	Damare = shut up

	Neko = Cat

	Saya = sheath for a sword

	Keisatsu = detective

	Baka = idiot

	Ninjato = ninja short sword

	Watashi wa anata o watashi no meinu ni shimasu = I will make you my bitch

	 

	Ezequiel (Arab)

	 

	Limadha la tade almar’at tadhhab? = why don’t you let the woman go?

	'ana sawf tajealuk alkulbat baladi. = I'll make you my bitch.

	kan aljarm alssamawi huna. hal tamtalukh? 'aw yanbaghi li'an 'aetabir dhlk? = The orb was here. Do you have it? or do I need to take it?

	Kunt albashri. Alnnawe alkhass la ymkn 'an yadurr li hatta law 'aradt. = You are human. Your kind can't harm me even if you wanted.

	la 'astatie 'an yataearraduu lil'adhaa = I can't be harmed

	djinn = Genie

	Mau = Cat

	Habibi = my dear/ my darling

	Al’abalah? = idiot

	Sharmuta = Son of a bitch

	'ana sawf takhudh alsyf w shawf ealah min khilal alhimar alkhabasi bik = I’ll take the sword and shove it through your ass.

	Akhuy = my brother

	Madha? = what

	La ymkn ‘an yakun = it can’t be

	Ya ‘iilhi = oh my god

	 

	Nikolay Lazovsky (Russian)

	 

	Zdravstvuyte = hello/ greetings

	Sucka = bitch

	Comrade = fellow member of an organization

	Chto eto = what is that

	 

	Claude (French)

	 

	Imbécil = imbecil

	 

	Drake (Arab)

	 

	'akhbarnaa. = tell me

	 

	Kokolite (Latin)

	 

	In nomine Patris et Fili et Spiritus Sancti= In the name of the father, the son and the holy spirit

	 

	Herman (German)

	 

	Schnucki = sweetie

	 

	Lourdes (Spanish)

	 

	hay clases mañana chicos = There is school tomorrow boys

	arroz con pollo. = chicken and rice

	Jesús resucitado caminando = Walking resuscitated Jesus

	 

	Hannah (Spanish)

	 

	Round número dos canto de loco = Round two, crazy person

	 

	Martinez (Spanish)

	 

	Pendejo = asshole

	Y que fuse la más rica! = Like she was the hottest bitch.

	Lucas ese = that Lucas

	 

	Gustav Smirnoff (Russian)

	 

	der’mo = shit

	klub = club

	Vampire

	 

	Ahket = Clan. Shapeshifters. They turn into animals. Their physical form adopts parts of the animal they can become.

	 

	Vegetarian = vampire who does not drink blood from humans.

	 

	Seelish = Clan. This clan possess psychic abilities. Usually you will see telepathy as the main developed power. They are referred as the nut jobs or crazies in the vampiric world. They mostly look like homeless person or hipsters.

	 

	Kumori = Clan. Shadow manipulators. They are more susceptible to light than other clans. They try to blend in their usual black, grey and white clothing.

	 

	Newborn = Vampire that has 10 or less years since born into darkness.

	 

	Spakr = Clan. Quiets. They manipulate sounds. All their vampires have green eyes.

	 

	Alsaahir almayit = another word for the clan Ratsach Tsalmaveth

	ratsach = slayer, murderer.  tslamaveth = Shadow of death. Clan. Necromancers. They can lift the dead as well as take life.
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