Chapter1

Brookline; a charming Boston suburb. More upscale than
most, it was the home of business VPs and other upper-mid-
dle-class professionals. The spacious houses with immaculate
lawns and two-car garages. The Mercedes, Audis, and Cadillacs
in each driveway. Just cruising down a street like this made
people feel inadequate.

But not me.

I pulled my Ferrari to the curb behind Detective Ross’ un-
marked Impala and turned off the engine. The officers in the
yard stared at my shiny new 458 Italia, a top-of-the-line sports
car. In red, of course. When I do something, I do it right.

The house before me stood out from the others. As big and
beautiful as any in the neighborhood, the two police cruisers
parked in the street before it drew attention. All the neighbors
stared at the place with undisguised contempt. Rich people.
Always ready to turn on their neighbor at the slightest indiscre-
tion.

A fine mist of rain greeted me as I walked up the driveway.
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Despite the weather, I left my jacket unzipped to provide access
to my gun, just in case.

“If it isn’t our friend, Simon Kane.” The asinine words
came from Officer Pope. He had been with the Brookline PD
for twenty years and was still a street cop. With a wit like that,
I was surprised he hadn't made captain.

I continued my stroll up the driveway. It would bring me
past Pope, but I wasn’t getting my shoes wet on the rain-soaked
lawn.

“Hey,” Pope’s expression promised another insightful witti-
cism. “You think the suspect’s a vampire? No, wait! A werewolf!
You believe in them, right?”

Yup. Pure genius.

“Failed the detective test again, I see.” Grabbing his wrist,
I shoved a hundred-dollar bill into his sweaty palm. “Go buy
yourself some Cliff Notes.” Without a second glance, I contin-
ued past him to the door. Guffaws from the other cops fol-
lowed, and his eyes burned on my back, but I didn’t care. He
would be a good boy and leave me alone. The cop at the door
said nothing as I passed him and entered the house.

The place was clean and comfortable, with classy decor.
They had some taste for middle-class. The sound of Ross’ voice
led me through a doorway off to the left, and I found myself in
an equally well-decorated living room. A large, flat-screen TV
dominated one wall, with the couch and other chairs posi-
tioned toward it. Photographs and nick-nacks lined the man-
telpiece above the fireplace. The room felt warm and homey. A
playpen sat by the bay window, and a baby held itself up on
tiptoes, gripping the railing for support. A woman stood in

front of the sofa near the center of the room. She crossed her
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arms nervously over her chest, her face a wreck from crying.
Detective Joseph Ross hovered between her and the crib. He
wore a beleaguered expression as he watched the woman. My
entrance got his attention, and he showed relief when he saw
me. A rare thing.

My brow wrinkled in consternation as I scanned the room.
There were no bodies. No stench of death. And no occult sym-
bols or artifacts anywhere. Only Ross, a few cops, and a dis-
traught housewife.

“Simon,” the detective said, taking a professional tone and
waving me over.

In three long strides, I stood beside him. “Why am I here?
I don’t do domestic disputes.”

Ross ignored my greeting and turned to the woman. “Mrs.
Mann, this is Simon Kane. He’s a private investigator but is
well suited to help sort this out.”

Mrs. Mann stared past me at the baby with undisguised
hatred. Odd. Wasn't she the child’s mother?

“Simon,” he said, undaunted. “I'd like you to give this
woman your professional opinion about her son—"

“He’s not my son!” the woman shrieked, tearing her gaze
from the child to scowl at the detective.

“Ross, I'm not an expert on babies, you know that.” Do-
mestic disputes were number one on my list of reasons not to
be a cop.

“You are an expert on the supernatural, aren’t you?” He said
that loudly, as much for the woman’s benefit as for mine.

“Yes, that’s why I consult for you. What does that have to
do with the baby?”
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“Mrs. Mann believes little Jacob over there is not hers.”

“It isnt Jacob!” the woman sobbed. That explained the look
she gave the child.

“But you think it is?” I said to Ross.

The detective nodded. “A photo comparison matches.”

For the first time, I turned to face Mrs. Mann. She gazed
at me with teary eyes as I examined her. She was pretty for a
woman in her mid-thirties. Her wild, hysterical expression
made her appear desperate, but she wasnt a nut-job who
wouldn’t recognize her own child. Okay, I was curious.

I addressed Mrs. Mann in my best professional tone. “Why
do you think the baby isn’t yours?”

She gazed at me for a moment. “You have to be a mother
to understand. That . . . that #ing is not my son!”

“Hmm.” Not really an answer, but there was one thing go-
ing for it: sincerity. The woman believed what she said. The
time had come to interview the kid.

Crossing over to the crib, I knelt and examined the thing
that stood inside, holding onto the railing. I say #hing because
it was no kid. I could tell that much. Oh, the creature looked
like a baby to everyone else. To me . . . well, let’s just say I have
a nose for the supernatural, or an eye, in this case.

It’s one of my unique talents. You see, I'm not entirely hu-
man. Somehow, my DNA got mixed with something paranor-
mal. I have no idea what I am or how I got to be this way.
Whatever the case, I've found I have certain abilities, one of
which is seeing supernatural beings for what they are. This is
why I'm a PI. To learn more about these beings, and exactly

where I fit in.
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Identifying a supernatural being, or supey, as I like to call
them, is hard to do. This is, in part, because I was raised like a
human and had to figure it all out myself. Some supies look
different to me than they do to ordinary people. Those are eas-
ier to identify. But some are tricky. This one had the body of an
infant, but something was off about Little Baby Jacob. The ex-
pression with which the baby’s face considered me was too
adult to be real.

“What are you?” I whispered. The fake Jacob stuck its
tongue out at me. Nice.

“Fuck you,” the baby said, so quietly only I heard. But in-
stead of the surprise and revulsion the faux infant expected, I
smiled. Yeah, I knew what it was.

As casually as I could manage, I turned and walked a few
steps away. The timing was important. I didn’t want to tip my
hand, or things could get nasty. In one fluid motion, I drew as
I turned, flicking off the safety as I aimed. My handgun was
always cocked, so the thing only managed to gape at me, its
blue eyes bulging in surprise as I squeezed the trigger.

[ always forget how loud a gun is. The report filled the en-
closed space of the room in a deafening roar, leaving my ears
ringing. Cops ran into the room from outside, their guns
trained on me within seconds.

“What the hell!” Ross was beside me in an instant and
pulled the gun from my hand. I let him take it.

Ignoring Brookline’s finest and their weapons, I turned to
the grieving mother. “You were absolutely right, Mrs. Mann.
That was not your son.”

“Sir!” Officer Pope said to the detective. “Look!”
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All eyes turned to the crib. Where the bloody body of a
baby should have been, instead lay the bloodless empty skin of
a child. There were no bones, no meat, no organs. It was a baby
suit, like the skin of a snake after it molted.

Ross whirled on me, his face twisted in disgust and confu-
sion. “What the hell was that thing?”

I shrugged. “A changeling, of course.”
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Ross bobble-headed from the playpen to me, gaping stu-
pidly. He took the revelation better than most people would.
At least half of the cops turned away, and one of them vomited.
Mrs. Mann screamed. Perhaps she did think it was her son, af-
ter all.

My gaze switched to the detective. “May I have my gun
back?” The request was reasonable. The thing in the playpen
wasn't human, so no murder was involved. In fact, I might have
even saved their lives. After all, fairies could be extremely dan-
gerous when pissed off.

“The Hell I will!”” Ross exclaimed ungratefully. “You shot a
baby!”

I rolled my eyes. Sometimes, I just couldn’t help it. The de-
tective had always been more sensitive to the supernatural than
most people, which he stubbornly refused to accept. “Didn’t
you hear me?” My tone was calm and matter-of-fact. “The crea-

ture was a changeling, not a baby.”
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“That was a baby in the crib, Kane. We a// thought so. Even
you did when you first came in.”

“But when I took a close look at the thing in the crib, I
became certain.”

“Christ, Kane. /looked at the baby, and all I saw was little
Jacob Mann.”

“I'm not like you, Detective Ross . . .”

“That’s for damn sure,” he cut in gruffly. I chose to ignore
his bad manners.

“You know I can see supernatural entities, even when
they're in disguise. When I went to the crib, a changeling
looked back at me. I knew exactly what I was doing when I
pulled the trigger.”

“So, you're saying you expected Baby Jacob to turn into
that?” His frown betrayed his disbelief.

“Well, I expected the important part. The changeling
would be sent home, and its disguise would be lifted.”

“Mr. Kane,” Mrs. Mann said in a shaky voice. She had got-
ten over her screaming fit, and now only sniffled. “You said
that—" she pointed at the crib “—is not my son.”

“That’s right.”

She clenched her jaw, taking control of her emotions for
the first time. “Then where is he? Where is my Jacob?”

The two waited expectantly for my answer. “Let’s go to the
kitchen, and T'll explain changelings to you.”

Ross stepped away to tell his men what to do with the mess
in the playpen before ushering the woman into the kitchen. We
sat at the table, and they both stared at me, her expression full
of desperate hope, his grim understanding. He thought the kid
was gone for good. He might be right.
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“A changeling is a type of fairy that loves to cause suffering
in humans. It disguises itself as a human child or an elderly per-
son and behaves in ways that drive the victim’s loved ones crazy.
The thing made you hysterical today, but trust me, that was
only the beginning.”

The two of them stared at me. Both of their expressions
changed. Mrs. Mann’s became one of confusion and Ross’ one
of disbelief with maybe a touch of impatience.

“Cut the crap, Kane,” he growled.

My eyes rolled again. “Detective Ross, you know I wouldn’t
lie about something like this.”

“But a fairy?”

“Fairies exist. I've seen them. You need to get over your
mundane beliefs.” He should have trusted me more than that.
I was a professional.

“You're serious?”

“Yes.”

“Are you saying,” said Mrs. Mann timidly, as though she
felt crazy just thinking of it, “that my son is a fairy?”

“Of course not. 'm saying your son was exchanged with a
changeling.”

“By whom?”

“By other fairies.”

“Why?”

“Because, Mrs. Mann, you made them mad.”

“What?” she said, surprised. “That’s absurd! How could
that happen? I don't even believe in them.”

“Well, somehow they got angry with you or your family,
and so they switched your kid with the changeling. They're

punishing you.”
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Mrs. Mann opened her mouth to speak, but Ross spoke
first. “How can you make a fairy mad?”

Now he came around. “How do you make anyone mad?
Maybe you stepped on its favorite flower, or you cut down a
tree it liked to play in.”

“You mean a fairy would do something this extreme for
stepping on a flower? Come on, Kane. That doesnt make
sense.”

“Youre assuming fairies think like humans. The truth is
they have more respect for flowers, trees, and other parts of na-
ture than they do for us. Did you ever torture bugs when you
were a kid, Detective? That’s what we are to them. And they
can act like kids. They’re fickle and easy to anger.”

“But you're right,” I said. “It probably took something big-
ger to make the fairies this mad.”

“How can you fight them?” Ross asked.

“You don't fight them,” I said with a chuckle. “You say
youre sorry. You do things to appease them, to make them
happy. Then, hopefully, they’ll leave you alone.”

“I just want my son back,” Mrs. Mann said.

“Then find out how you made them mad and make repara-
tions. And not just to get your kid back. They haven't finished
messing with you. They’ll do something else. And no matter
how many times we stop them, theyll keep attacking your
family. You need to make them happy. And you need to do it
soon.”

“But I couldnt have done anything to upset them,” she
said. She was about to lose it again.

“Maybe your husband did, or someone else in your family.
Find out what happened and put an end to it. Then, do things



BAD LUCK

to appease them.”

“Like what?” Ross asked.

“In the olden days, people used to set food out on their
doorstep. But you'll think of something better once youve
found what made them mad.”

“I'll talk to Richard. Maybe he can think of something.
Can I call you when I find out?” Mrs. Mann looked at me all
teary-eyed.

The truth was, I had hardly ever seen a fairy, and I wanted
to. I had questions for them. I was curious about this case.
Reaching into my jacket pocket, I pulled out a business card
and set it on the table.

“Im a professional, ma'am. I charge for my services.”

She took the card.

“You're a private investigator?” she asked.

“And occult expert,” I added. “The supernatural is my spe-
cialty. It's all I do.”

“That can’t earn you a living.”

A smile tugged at my lips. “I don’t do it for a living.”

Ross handed her a tissue, and she blew her nose. She did it
daintily.

“Thank you, Mr. Kane.” She sounded grateful. That was
surprisingly accepting, given the circumstances.

“Is that all?” I said to the detective.

He nodded.

“Good. Then I'd like my gun back.”

Ross just stared at me. He didn’t want to. The muscles in
his jaw tightened at the prospect. “Okay. But next time, I keep
it.”

“Whatever you say.” He would never be able to keep my

11
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gun. My father had connections. He was one of the most influ-
ential men in Boston, which gave me certain liberties with the
police.

Ross pulled my gun from his belt and handed it to me. “I’ll
walk you out,” he said.

After cocking the weapon and making sure the safety was
on, I holstered it. We went to the door.

“Are you serious about this fairy crap?” he said once we
were out of earshot of Mrs. Mann.

“Yes, I am serious about this crap.”

“Look,” he said, his tone still hushed, “I'm okay with
ghosts and some of the other paranormal stuff. But fairies?
That’s going a bit far.”

“It took me a while to believe in them, too. My eyes are
tuned differently. You and I see a very different world out there.
But they're real. You saw one today. How else can you explain
what happened?”

He shrugged. “But it didn’t look like a fairy.”

“How do fairies look? And please don't tell me they're like
Tinkerbell. You're too smart for that.”

Ross glared at me. “Fine.” He did expect Tinkerbell. “So,
do you think they’ll give the kid back?”

At the door, I turned to face him, looking him squarely in
the eyes.

“Honestly, I have no idea. Fairies sometimes give them
back. But not always. It’s said they occasionally kill the child.
Other times, they raise it as their own. I think you should be
prepared for the possibility the baby is gone for good.”

“Is there a way to rescue him? You know. Do your super-

natural thing and bring him back?”
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“Who do you think I am? Gandalf the Gray?” The chuckle
that followed was more for the absurdity of this conversation
than at my joke. “Being rich doesn’t help. Fairies don’t care
about money. And I may have ‘special abilities,” but there’s a
limit to what I can do. To my knowledge, no one can force
them to do something they don't want to do.”

Ross’s face was grim. He cared. He cared for the kid and for
Mrs. Mann. He was setting himself up for a fall, but I bet he
understood that. “The woman’s best chance is to try to appease
them. If they can make up for what they did, whatever that
may be, then they might give the baby back. It’s a long shot,
but it’s all they've got.”

Ross frowned. “I'm reporting this as a missing child. After
all, I can’t go to my superiors and say, ‘the child was taken by
fairies.” We'll send the skin to the Medical Examiner for analy-
sis and hope they find something useful.

“In the meantime, I'll talk to the husband. He might think
of something that could have pissed off the fairies. Although, I
might use the term ‘ecological extremists.”

“Fair enough,” I said with a laugh. “Call me if you find
anything.” And with that, I walked out into the chilly spring

ailr.

A changeling.

The drive back to my office was spent thinking about them.
Fairy lore was a subject I put extra effort into because I sus-
pected there might be some Fae blood in me. My knowledge of
them was pretty impressive. In fact, I would say I knew more
about them than just about any human being. When it came

to the supernatural, there were two lines of research. One was

13



14

Brad Younie

to study the folklore, mythology, and experiences people had.
The other was to investigate using supernatural means. Normal
humans couldn’t follow that second line of study. I could.

In history, many of the worst diseases and illnesses were
blamed on changelings. But not all of them acted sick. Some
were abusive or even violent. Whatever it took to punish the
real victims: the loved ones.

Why did the changeling target the Mann family? In this
day and age of non-belief, what could someone do to upset
fairies that much? People destroy acres of forestland every day,
and they’re never targeted. It just didn’t seem possible that an
average family could accidentally anger them to the point
where they would use a changeling. There had to be more to it.

Well, whether or not Ross wanted it, he managed to get my
attention. I decided to do a little research on the Manns.
Maybe one of them was doing something out of the ordinary,

something I could work with.
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I rented a nice little office with a street-side entrance only
a short walk from Faneuil Hall. It was comfortable, conve-
nient, and too expensive for my business to afford. Luckily, my
father was one of the richest men in the city, and so money was
never a problem for me.

A young woman stood at the door to my office, bracing
herself against the chilly wind that continually blew down the
tunnel-like Boston streets. She was at least seventeen, but I
doubted she was twenty-one. The girl looked like she just came
from an Addams Family audition with her black, baggy shirt
underneath a matching wool coat that blew open in the breeze.
A knee-length black skirt covered dark stockings. Top that with
black eyeliner and long, straight black hair that partially ob-
scured her face, and I was looking at a Wednesday Addams
lookalike. The baby goth leaned casually against the door and
stared at the people who walked by on the sidewalk.

The girl raised her eyes as I approached. “You Simon
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Kane?”

“I'm not taking cases right now,” I said, stepping up to her.

The girl regarded me with cool detachment. “I've been
waiting for an hour. The least you can do is talk to me.”

“That was your choice. Now, excuse me.” Keys jingled as I
held them up and gestured toward the door she leaned against.

She stayed put.

“I can move you.”

“I can scream.”

Ugh. It wasn't worth the hassle. Besides, I could say “no” as
easily inside as out.

“Fine. I'll hear you out, but 'm busy right now.”

The girl stepped aside to let me open the door.

A brochure taped to my office door flapped in the wind. A
title, in bright yellow letters, said, 7he People of the Wing: Fol-
lowers of the Fae Path. They were fairy worshipers, which would
have been quite a coincidence if I didn’t know them. A note
was stapled to the front page, which read:

Mister Kane, we would like you to come and speak to our
group about the supernatural. Call us to schedule. We will pay.

Some people really had the gift to commune with supeys.
Not them. I met some of that group at a few psychic fairs. They
cosplayed as fairies and pretended they knew them by name.
But they had no real connection to the Fae whatsoever. It was
a good thing I didn’t need to put up with losers like them.

My office was made up of three rooms, plus a bathroom.
We entered the building into a reception area. Sparsely deco-
rated, it held a few pictures on the walls and no plants. A hand-
ful of chairs lined the right-hand wall, while a desk was set up

opposite them, which had a computer, a phone, and a notepad.
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The door to my office was beside the empty receptionist’s desk.
I didn’t have a receptionist because I didn’t get much business.
My entry in the Yellow Pages clearly stated I only handled cases
involving the occult, the paranormal, and the bizarre. Occa-
sionally, someone called about a haunted house, but I turned
most of those down. Ghosts didn’t interest me. But the office
came with a reception room, and I figured I ought to make the
place look ofhicial for the few clients that mattered.

The girl glanced around the room. “You dont get much
business, do you?”

A wry grin was all she got in response.

I held the door to my office open and gestured the girl
through, then led her inside. My office was almost as sparsely
decorated since I did most of my work at home. A bookshelf
filled with books on the paranormal was against one wall, and
my PI certificate hung framed on another. Someone told me I
should, and he seemed to be right. Everyone had to look at it,
as though they couldn’t believe I was legitimate. The girl, how-
ever, took a seat at my desk without looking at the certificate
and waited patiently as I went around to take mine.

“How can I help you?”

“I want to hire you,” she said in a detached tone.

“Pm sorry. 'm already on a case.” Short and sweet, |
thought it was best to let her down quickly so I could go back
to the real work.

“I'm not leaving until you hear me out.” This time, there
was a hint of something in her monotone. Was it determina-
tion? Desperation?

“What’s the job?”

“I need you to find out what my stepfather is doing.”

17
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My eyes rolled a lot that day. She noticed, and her expres-
sion hardened almost imperceptibly.

“Im sorry, but I don’t take that kind of case.”

“You're a private eye.”

“And I only deal with the supernatural.”

Not even a twitch of an eyebrow.

“He’s doing something supernatural.”

Another long breath. That was the second today, and that
didnt bode well. Sighs meant I was annoyed, and I didn’t like
being annoyed. “You're lying.”

“You'll never know unless you take the case.”

“What if I don’t want it?”

“I'll pay you.”

“I don’t need the money.”

“Then why do you own a business?”

The wry grin returned, which was an improvement. The
gothlet was growing on me. “Whats your name?”

“Liz. Liz Borden.”

“You're kidding me?”

“No,” she said with an annoyed roll of her eyes. She'd been
through this before.

“Who names their kid after an axe murderer?”

“My parents. To be fair, they'd never heard of her.”

My head shook slowly. Now I felt bad about turning her
down. “The truth is, Miss Borden, I'm on a case, and I don’t
want any distractions. You would have to be pretty convincing
to get me to help you.”

Liz paused. Desperation. That was what I saw under her
emotionless facade. Nobody can keep a completely blank
face—at least no human. The kid might be odd, but she was
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human.

“My mother’s in danger.”

The bored expression on my face shifted to a frown.

“Your stepfather threatened her?”

“No, but he’s mixed up in something dangerous, and he
has no regard for the welfare of any person. He thinks people
are something to own and use.”

“You're saying he’s a psychopath?”

She nodded.

“What is he mixed up in?”

“That’s what I need you to find out. My stepfather’s doing
something big and bad, but I don’t know what. If I did and had
proof, I could convince my mother to leave him. He stays out
late every night, and there’s something strange about him,
about his behavior when he finally comes home.”

“You want me to follow him, find out where he’s going and
what he’s doing, and then take some pictures? It’s going to cost
you.”

“I've got money. My parents are rich.”

Ah, neglected kid of rich people. Something I could relate
to.

“All right. Three hundred up front, plus four upon comple-
tion. That'll buy you a standard investigation. If it gets diflicult
or needs more time, we'll have to negotiate.”

Miss Borden said nothing. Reaching into her coat, she
pulled out an envelope with a bank logo. She counted through
a large wad of cash and then dropped three one-hundred-dollar
notes onto my desk. On the stack, she set a business card,
which read, “Sebastian Gray, Chief Operating Officer, Dy-

namo Software.”
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I picked up the card and examined it. A phone number was
written on the back in ink.

“My cell,” she said. “Call me when you find something. He
always comes home after midnight, saying he’s working late.
He’s lying.”

“How do you know your stepfather is lying?”

“Because I've gone to his work and watched his car. He
drives off every day at five o’clock sharp.”

That earned a raised eyebrow. “He does this every day?”

“Yes.”

“Have you ever followed him?”

“I tried, but he lost me.”

“Don't try again. That’s my job. You just tell me where your
stepfather parks, and I'll do the rest.”

I wrote down the directions. Sebastian Gray had a private
parking space, so finding his car shouldn’t be a problem. Liz
said it was a white BMW and gave me the plate number. That
would be an easy car to watch.

“Okay. I'll follow him tonight and see where he goes. Then
pictures. Information. The usual.”

“Thanks,” she said.

Miss Borden rose and walked to the door. Before leaving,
she turned to me and said, “Don’t let him know I hired you.
He can be . . . easily angered.” And with that she went through
the door, closing it behind her.

Stufhing the card in my pocket, I locked the cash in my

desk drawer. I guess my research would have to wait.
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I drove home. If T was going to tail someone, I needed a less
conspicuous car.

My home was a penthouse apartment in a major high-rise
with the entire east side providing a great view of Boston Har-
bor. The strong coastal breezes were a welcome relief during the
summer months. Spacious, it was well decorated with the best
my father’s money could buy.

Shoes echoed in the vast lobby as I strode toward the eleva-
tors, pausing briefly as I passed the concierge desk. I winked at
Carrie as I leaned against the counter. The attendant grinned
from behind the desk.

“Anyone ever tell you how hot you are?”

“You do, every day.” Yet she smiled as she said it.

“Any sign of my dad?”

She shook her head, her blond ponytail bobbing behind
her. “The coast is clear.”

“Thanks,” I said and walked away.
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“Hey, when are you going to take me out?” she called as I
beat my retreat to the elevators.

“You know I respect you too much, Carrie,” I said over my
shoulder and pressed the button. If I took her out, we would
eventually fall apart. That would be inconvenient. Never date
someone who serves you.

“Sometimes, I wish you didn’t,” she said wistfully as the
doors slid shut between us.

Being one of the few apartments on the top floor, the hall-
way was empty when I left the elevator. After unlocking the
door, I pushed it gently open. Nobody was in sight, so I en-
tered and listened, and heard nothing but the fridge whirring.
All looked normal. Nothing out of place. Good. I tossed my
keys onto the kitchen counter and closed the door. My parents
sometimes dropped in unannounced. They had a key, of
course, because their money got me the place. It was a stipula-
tion on the deal. Someday, I kept telling myself, I would be
independently wealthy and be able to lock them out.

The apartment had a spacious living room with the east
wall made up mostly of picture windows and a sliding glass
door giving access to the roof. The rest of the room was pre-
dominantly white and included a sofa, a loveseat, several other
chairs, a bar, and a white piano. I didn’t play; I just thought it
looked good. The roomy kitchen and dining room adjoined
the living room. A revolving staircase and catwalk-style balcony
overlooking the main room gave access to my bedroom and the
guest room. All in all, it was a modest apartment, at least com-
pared to my parents house. They kept telling me I needed a
bigger place, but I insisted that my needs were small.

A glance at my watch showed 3:45 pm; not much time. To
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be unobtrusive, I should be in Dynamo’s parking lot for a while
before five. Now to dress the part. A pair of blue jeans was a
must, with old work boots and a camouflage T-shirt. On my
belt went my gun. In a duffel bag, I packed my standard inves-
tigating gear. It included a camera, binoculars, spare clothes,
my tablet computer, and a few other tools of the trade.

I drew my handgun, an M1911 in .45 ACP. A classic type
of weapon, but for a good reason. It had power, handled well,
and was reliable. Of course, mine wasn’t typical: a Kimber Cus-
tom Combat, all tricked out with special features. With a
shiny, stainless steel frame, black slider, and rosewood grip, it
was a beauty. Unique, stylish, and deadly effective. From a
drawer in my desk, I pulled a box of ammo and set it on the
tabletop. I ejected the magazine, added one round to replace
the one I fired, and then re-inserted it into the grip.

Lastly, I threw on an old Army coat my uncle gave to me.
It was the only unfashionable clothing item I owned that I ac-
tually liked, so I always wore it when I went undercover. Also,
the jacket hung down far enough to cover my gun.

Throwing the duffel over my shoulder, I left my apartment
and headed to the parking garage. An entire section of the place
was reserved for me. There, I stored all my cars: all seven of
them. But only a few were expensive. A handful of them were
run-of-the-mill vehicles I used for work. Blending in with the
crowd was a must when I was on a case. For this job, I picked
out a shiny new Ford Focus. If I had to drive bland cars, they

would at least be new.

Dynamo Software dominated a small office park not far

from Cambridge. The park pretended to be a quiet oasis amid
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the chaos and bustle of the city. A maze of roads lined with
small decorative trees wound its way through a collection of
long and wide two-story buildings that made up the neighbor-
hood. Dynamo Software didn’t occupy the largest of the struc-
tures, but it was the newest and most well maintained. The
company did quite well for itself. Its expansive parking lot was
full of cars, but I had no trouble locating Gray’s BMW shining
in its reserved space near the front entrance. The only available
spaces for me, however, were at the far end of the lot. So, I
parked there and moved to closer ones as it began to empty at
four o’clock.

Sebastian Gray exited the building at precisely 5:05 pm.
Dynamo’s COO wore business slacks, shiny black shoes, and
an expensive-looking dress shirt and tie. A briefcase was in one
hand as he unlocked his car with the other. My camera clicked
as | snapped a few pictures, while he walked briskly to his car
and climbed in. He pulled out with a slight squeal and drove
off, showing off the Beemer’s powerful engine.

That turned out to be a problem. My Focus, although ade-
quate as a nondescript stakeout car, was decidedly inadequate
at tailing a fast-moving BMW. He kept outdistancing me on
his way into the city. Luckily, rush-hour traffic worked in my
favor as we delved deeper into the city. Soon, speed didn’t mat-
ter because we were stuck in line after line of slow-moving ve-
hicles. Tailing cars is not something I often did, but I wasn’t
bad at it. Navigating traffic is an acquired skill, and I drove like
a pro as I stayed behind him, taking an occasional picture when
he turned onto another road.

Boston wasn't a massive city in square mileage but was built

upward as much as outward. The closer we got to the center,



BAD LUCK

the taller the buildings rose. Soon we drove in a veritable forest
of skyscrapers that blocked most of the sunlight. It was always
impressive to drive down a narrow street with thirty-some-
odd-floor high-rises all around you. But it made navigation by
sight tricky. You often couldn’t see side roads coming until you
were on top of them.

Stuck two cars behind, I temporarily lost him in the traffic.
Glancing down a narrow, one-way side street as I drove past, |
saw the back of his car shooting away from me. He was already
near the other end by the time I saw him, and it was too late to
turn. The small engine whined as I raced down the next road.
I worked my way around to where his getaway emptied onto
the main street. By then, he was gone. A half dozen possible
directions confronted me as I scanned the intersection, looking
for his Beemer.

Curses pouring in a constant stream from my mouth, I
looked frantically around. The skyscrapers that rose so close to
the streets prevented me from seeing far down any of the other
roads. Gray gave me the slip, intentionally. The street he took
was only good for changing directions. And the fact that I
didn’t see him make the turn meant he timed it perfectly.

I prided myself on my skills as an investigator, so this hurt
on a professional level.

There was nothing I could do here, so I turned around and
headed back to my office. An evening studying Gray’s path and
doing some research on the guy lay before me. So much for
working on the fairy case, for now.

After parking in the garage down the street, I walked to the
front door, still in my stakeout clothes with the duffel bag over

my shoulder. Keys clinked as I slid one into the lock.
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“I'd like a word with you,” came a voice from behind me,
strong and commanding,.

I whirled about, my hand going instinctively to my hip.

A tall man with neatly groomed black hair and expensive
slacks, shirt, and tie stood before me. His briefcase was gone,
but I recognized Sebastian Gray as he glowered at me, his
knuckles white in the clenched fist he likely planned for my
face.

“Who hired you?” His anger stabbed out at me with each
word.

“Who wants to know?” Playing dumb. Not original, but,
well, he took me off guard.

“Cut the crap!” His expression hardened, but he still con-
trolled his rage. “You were hired to follow me. Tell me who did
it.”

“Why would somebody want you followed?”

That anger rose again, threatening to burst. Gray took a
step forward. I took a bigger one backward, my left hand out
as a warning as I brushed my coat back to reveal my sidearm.
His eyes went from my face to my gun, then back to my face.
One slow, measured breath and he regained his composure.

“I can have a restraining order put on you.”

“You can try,” I replied. “But youre the one who ap-
proached me and none too politely. To my security camera, I'll
bet it looks like you're the one accosting me.”

He glanced up at the device that hung above my door and
took a step back. “Stop following me. Stop investigating me.
As of this moment, your case is done.” With that, he turned on
his heels and strode off down the street.

“Don’t bet on it!” My shout was muted as it blew away in
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the wind. Kind of crass, I know, but no one got the last word

with Simon Kane. And no one told me what to do. No one.
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Chapter 5

[ spent the next few hours doing research. First, I went over
the path we had taken when I followed Gray. It led, in as direct
a line as possible, toward the middle of the city. My consterna-
tion grew as I stared at the map. This was one of the most
densely populated areas of Boston, riddled with businesses,
apartments, hotels, and restaurants. Gray’s path wound its way
to the center of that area before I lost him. Dozens of roads
spidered out in all directions from there, each with hundreds
of possible destinations. It was a veritable dead end.

With nothing more I could do right then about Liz’s case,
[ spent time researching fairy lore. After an hour’s more work,
I hadn’t found anything I didn’t already know about them. A
surprising number of people in Ireland still believed in them.
They could be quick to anger. And fairies had been known to
play “pranks” on humans that often ended in the victim’s
death. The Fae were not to be trifled with, and it appeared

someone in the Mann family had messed with them. Things
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were likely to turn from bad to worse for them soon.

The westering sun dipped below the buildings, casting the
street in shadows when I left for home to finish my research.
Hoisting my bag over my shoulder, I headed out to the garage
and my car.

The dark, damp, and cold place smelled like a mixture of
gasoline and exhaust. My footsteps echoed in the cavernous
place as I walked past rows of filled spaces, even at that hour. A
cold, salty breeze blew in from the harbor. An odd chill crept
up my spine. My car sat on the second floor in a lonely corner,
the spots on either side vacant. I pressed a button on my key-
chain remote. The Ford’s lights flashed, and I heard the locks
click.

A sudden groan resounded from somewhere ahead of me,
sounding like a submarine that dived too far and got crushed
by the pressure. Only a few seconds later, it passed, and I con-
tinued more slowly. Something was wrong, I could tell, but I
didn’t know what. The noise came again but with greater fury.

A massive steel support beam broke free from the ceiling
and crashed down on top of my Ford, bringing with it most of
the concrete around it. I ducked and threw my hands in front
of my face as debris flew all around me. The vehicle’s alarm re-
verberated throughout the garage before finally quitting, its dy-
ing gasp. Cautiously, I uncovered my face and stared at the
heap of metal, glass, and stone that had once been my car.

Retreating to the elevator, I called 911 and then waited for
help to arrive.

Anyone would say I was lucky to survive such an accident.
But I wasn’t sure. The whole thing screamed intentional to me,

like an attack. Gray tells me to stop tailing him, I refuse, and
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my car gets crushed. Yet how could Liz’s stepfather make that
happen, in the space of just a couple hours?

Before long, police cruisers came up the ramp to level two.
Two of them blocked access to the corner where my poor car
was, while the third pulled into an empty space nearby. Two
cops positioned themselves to direct traffic while the rest ap-
proached the rubble and looked it over.

That was my cue. Boots clopped on the concrete as I
strolled up to the police tape and smiled at the cop who moved
to intercept me.

“Sorry, sir. This section’s closed. There’s been an accident.”

“I know. That’s my car.” I motioned toward the pile his
partners examined.

“You called it in?”

“Idid.”

He craned his head toward the others. “Hey, I've got the
caller here.”

A couple of the officers turned to see who had arrived. One
of them groaned when he saw me. He came over.

“Of all the rotten luck,” he said. “It had to be you.”

“It’s nice to see you, too.”

Officer Finn looked the part of the perfect cop. He stood
just over six feet, with broad shoulders and well-muscled bi-
ceps. His hard, angular face never smiled, at least never around
me, and the black fuzz of his military haircut was barely notice-
able with his hat on. He was all business, and he didn’t like me.
I’m not sure why, but it might have had to do with all those
speeding tickets he gave me that I never had to pay.

“That’s your car under all that rock?” He glanced back at
the mess. “What happened to the Ferrari? Repossessed?”
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“Just slumming,” I said.

“Too bad. It would have done you good.”

He pulled a notepad and pen from his shirt pocket. “Why
don’t you tell me your story.”

“Well, I was walking to my car and pressed the unlock but-
ton on my keychain. There was a big groan, and the ceiling
caved in. That’s all.”

Finn watched me for a moment with that suspicious look
he always showed me.

“Right. Then I guess you're all set. We'll take it from here.
But you might want to call your insurance company if people
like you even care about that kind of thing.” He turned away
and went quickly back to his post as though escaping some-
thing unpleasant.

He was right, though; my part was over. So, I left the
garage. There were three options for getting home, and I didn’t
like any of them. It was too far to walk, and I hated taxis. Sub-
ways weren't fun, either, but after seeing my crushed car, the

trains felt safer than a cab.
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