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Chapter 1

I’d only just ducked the unexpected right hook when a knee came 
up and hit me in the stomach. I doubled over and somersaulted 
forward, narrowly avoiding a kick aimed at my head.

I jumped into a crouched position, knees bent, fists lightly 
clenched as I assessed my opponent. My dad, Walter Thackery, 
was hardly out of breath, the dark hair stuck to his face the only 
indication that he had been working hard.

“Do you quit, daughter?” he asked.
“I’m not done yet.” I flipped my own dark hair out of my eyes 

and took two steps forward, measuring the distance between us 
with a jab.

Dad grinned at me. “You’re getting better, Macie.”
“It must be the two hours of training we do most days.”
Dad danced on his toes around the edge of the basement, his 

fists raised. The basement was set up as a training area for the two 
of us. Although, occasionally, we brought in Damien Rule, our 
office vampire, as a sparring partner. We practised every day; a 
range of martial arts and self-defense techniques. I was already 
pretty good at boxing and had a mean jab.

More recently, we had started practising with knives. And for 
the last six months, since I’d returned from college, had been 
doing a weekly trip to the shooting range to sharpen my aim.

Dad stretched his neck out, bending his head from side to 
side. Despite the energy he radiated as we fought, I saw lines of 
tiredness around his eyes. He had returned to the office only 
three hours ago, after wrapping up a case with a warlock.

“I need some water.” I decided to give him a break. Dad would 
never admit defeat.
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He nodded and stepped out of his fighting stance. “Your 
uppercuts could do with some work, but the rest of your 
technique is solid.” Dad joined me by the small refrigerator we 
kept in the basement, and took the bottle of water I offered him.

“Well, I am learning from the best,” I smiled at him and then 
downed my water.

At fifty-three years old, dad had the physique of a man half his 
age. We had the same coloring, dark hair and eyes, but I knew he 
was much stronger than me. Dad trained every day, keeping his 
fighting in defence skills well-honed, and watching his diet. I 
wish I could be so vigilant, but I had such a sweet tooth that I’d 
always have a little too much curve appeal for some guys. That 
was fine by me, I was strong and fit and could hold my own in a 
fight against anyone. Any human of course. Put me in a ring with 
a few werewolves and it would be a different story.

I wiped sweat from my brow with a towel. “Sarah said that the 
Broomwick case is ready to go live.”

“It is. Your first gremlin. Should be easy,” said dad.
I nodded. I’d handled a few supernatural powers in the past, 

mainly weak abilities, and all from the friendlier kind of 
supernatural. I’d been actively hosting and transferring powers 
for almost a year. This would be my first supernatural power host 
that could cause me some tricky moments. Gremlins were known 
for their wicked sense of humor and ability to cause mischief.

“Sarah will have the paperwork ready when we go back up to 
the office,” said dad.

I grinned. Of course, she would. Sarah Greenburg was an 
admin powerhouse and a powerful witch to boot. She had been 
working in the office with my dad for almost a year. Sarah had 
replaced dad's last assistant who’d been killed by an aggressive 
blood poisoning spell from a dark witch.

“Let’s see what Sarah has in store for us,” said dad. “The 
phone has been busy all evening.”
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“Must be because of the Harvest Moon,” I said as we walked 
up the basement steps to the office. “It always seems to make the 
supernaturals go a little out of control.”

Dad nodded. “It could be. They do seem more affected by 
nature and her whims than we do. We will have to prioritize 
cases for the next couple of weeks until the files are up-to-date. 
You might need to take on a few more supernaturals of your own 
if you think you can handle it.”

“You know I can handle it. I’m ready to handle more powerful 
supernaturals than a simple gremlin.” I loved dad, but he had an 
annoying habit of still seeing me as a ten-year-old girl and not the 
twenty-one-year-old woman I was.

After my stint in college, I’d returned to the family business, 
Heir Hunters, in Omaha, to figure out exactly what I wanted to 
do with my life. I wasn’t completely sure I wanted to stay here for 
long. I couldn't decide if a lifetime of hosting supernatural 
powers was for me, but I was happy to help out for now.

Dad smiled. “Don’t get too cocky. Gremlins will happily lull 
you into a false sense of security, and you’ll wind up dancing on a 
table top, having downed a liter of tequila and stolen the wallets 
from half a dozen men in some seedy bar.”

I grinned. “That doesn’t sound like a terrible night.”
“Macie.” The warning note in dad’s voice was clear.
“I know, never let your guard down when it comes to 

supernaturals.” He had drilled that into me for most of my life. I 
knew it was the truth, having watched dad struggle with powerful 
supernaturals while running Heir Hunters.

Heir Hunters was dad’s entire life. And he’d sacrificed 
everything, including his time with me, to make sure the business 
flourished, and the supernatural community remained happy.

Essentially, we looked after the wills, and final requests, of 
supernaturals. They paid us well to ensure we enacted their final 
requests after death. This included temporarily hosting their 
powers and transfering them to a chosen inheritor. When a 
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supernatural died, whether it was a witch, gremlin, werewolf or 
sorcerer, they had an opportunity to transfer their powers over. A 
nifty kink in their evolutionary makeup meant that although the 
physical body died, the power could live on. To achieve that, they 
had to do two things; make a will with us and be tagged with a 
supernatural marker, so when they died, we would be alerted and 
could retrieve the leftover ability. 

I tried not to feel jealous about dad’s obsession with the 
business. I saw the satisfaction he got when he completed a 
supernatural's request. Even so, I sometimes wished we could 
have more normal father-daughter times together, without it 
constantly involving dead supernaturals and their wills.

I sat down on the cream colored couch in the office. It was an 
open plan space, with three desks, one for me, one for dad and 
the third for Sarah. Filing cabinets lined the walls, and one wall 
housed Heir Hunters large, secure vault. The walls were painted 
a mellow sage, and the original floorboards had been sanded and 
varnished. Four of us ran Heir Hunters, with Damien coming in 
for the night shift. Being a vampire, the hours suited him.

Dad walked over to his desk and sat in his green leather chair. 
I watched as he leaned back and closed his eyes for a few seconds. 
He looked exhausted. Maybe it really was time for me to step up 
and take on more responsibility at the firm. He’d been training 
me for a while, but the supernatural community was complicated 
and dangerous, and dad kept me protected from the worst of it. 
But he needed more support. Supernatural death was our life, 
and I needed to decide how much of that I wanted.

Sarah placed the phone down and looked over at the two of 
us. “Did you have a good workout?” She was two years older than 
me, and today wore a particularly interesting outfit of knee 
length, pale purple skirt, white blouse with bright red rose prints, 
dark red stilettos, and lipstick to match. Her glasses, as usual, sat 
at an odd angle on her nose, and her strawberry blonde hair was 
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sneaking out of its neat bun. Sarah's dress sense was dubious, but 
her research skills were amazing.

“As usual, dad whipped my butt.” I pulled off my sweaty 
trainers and tucked them beside the couch.

“You did just fine,” said dad. He opened his dark brown eyes 
and looked over at Sarah. “How’s the paperwork coming along 
for the Broomwick case?”

“It’s complete,” said Sarah. “Whenever you are ready, Macie, 
you can take on the abilities.”

I nodded and clipped my messy curls off my face.
Sarah’s eyes twinkled. “I like Gremlins, they’re sort of 

naughty.”
She was right, they had their moments. But they were also 

extremely useful, and we regularly used a gremlin clean-up crew if 
we had a messy supernatural issue to deal with. They may be 
naughty, but they were hard-working when you paid them well.

“I need to change before we go to visit the client. Give me half 
an hour to shower and get out of these clothes.” I stood up from 
the couch and dashed upstairs. I lived in the apartment above the 
office. It was a two-bed, two-bathroom layout that I shared with 
dad. The kitchen and store rooms were downstairs, close to the 
office.

I took a five-minute shower, dried my curly dark hair, and 
picked out a pair of black pants and a black shirt.

I looked over to the corner of my bedroom and smiled. Just 
last week, dad had bought me a pair of red cowboy boots. I’d seen 
them in a downtown store window when we’d been out on a 
case. Dad had said they were ridiculous and I didn’t need them. 
However, later that day, I’d discovered a parcel on my bed. Inside 
were the boots. I’d not yet had an opportunity to wear them, and 
was thinking of saving them for a special occasion. But they 
looked so good, standing there in all their glorious red splendor 
that I knew I’d have to start wearing them soon. I didn’t usually 
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fall over myself when it came to shoes, but these were the 
exception.

Once dressed, and with a gun in my holster, I headed back to 
the office.

Dad had also changed, and now looked the professional he 
was, in a white shirt, black pants and a tailored jacket. We said 
our goodbyes to Sarah and headed out to the local morgue.



Chapter 2

Dad drove his black SUV the short journey to the morgue. It was 
getting late, just past eight o’clock, and the Omaha traffic was 
light as we cruised through the night and parked up.

“Arnie should already be here,” said dad as he locked up the 
SUV. We walked to the main door of the morgue.

“This client died of natural causes didn’t he?” I asked as we 
signed in at reception and continued through the familiar off-
white corridors.

“Apparently so. But Gremlins can easily live to five hundred 
years. This gremlin was less than two hundred years old. Maybe 
he had some kind of genetic abnormality in his family line.”

“Well, we’re in the right place to find out.” I pulled open the 
door to the examination room, and we walked through.

Arnie Hawkins, Detective Inspector at the local police 
precinct, and expert in all things supernatural, turned as we 
walked in.

“What a surprise to see you surrounded by dead bodies,” said 
dad to Arnie. They exchanged a brief handshake.

Arnie specialised in supernatural crimes, and could usually be 
found at a scene whenever a death was involved. He had worked 
closely with dad for a number of years.

“I could say the same to you,” said Arnie with a smile. He 
nodded at me. “Hello, Macie. Your dad bringing you on jobs 
now?”

“That's right. He's been training me up since I got back from 
college,” I said.

“Macie will be taking over from me one day. Need to plan for 
my retirement,” said dad.
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I raised my eyebrows at that comment. I couldn't imagine dad 
not being in charge at Heir Hunters.

Arnie shook his head. “Don’t you want your daughter doing 
something safer than chasing after our strange supernatural 
community?”

“Can you really imagine me enjoying the life in an office 
cubical?” I asked Arnie. That was my idea of hell. 

“This is what the Thackerys’ do. Macie is simply carrying on a 
family tradition,” said dad.

I nodded along as dad spoke. I had heard him say this many 
times and mainly agreed with him. I definitely would go mad in a 
nine-to-five job, and did agree that Heir Hunters was an 
important family tradition to maintain. But did I really want to 
risk my life dealing with dangerous and unstable supernaturals? I 
wasn’t certain, but I’d never tell dad that.

Arnie snorted and scrubbed a hand across his pale blond 
crewcut. He turned to the table and flipped back the sheet. 
“Here’s your gremlin, Jacold Broomwick.”

Dad moved forward and leaned over the body. “You’ve 
discounted any signs of attack or foul play?”

“No stab wounds, no signs of poisoning, no spells, no curses,” 
said Arnie. “Although there was a test result that came back as an 
unknown substance. Jacold had something in his system, but the 
lab didn’t recognise it.”

“That’s what killed him?” I asked.
“There is no evidence that someone killed him. We're not 

looking at this case as a murder,” said Arnie.
Dad shook his head. “It is strange. Gremlins can land 

themselves in trouble when they decide to pick on the wrong 
person to play with, but you don’t often hear of a gremlin dying 
suddenly. They are one of the hardier supernatural creatures.”

“It’s being ruled as death by natural causes,” said Arnie. 
“Can I get a copy of the autopsy report?” I asked.
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“I’ve been through it,” said Arnie, pointing to a file on the 
work bench. “Nothing relevant to your work in there.”

I frowned, irritated by Arnie’s dismissal. What was the 
unidentified substance picked up in the tests?

“Whenever you’re ready, you can extract Jacold’s powers.” 
Arnie looked over at me. “Will you be taking this one?”

I nodded. “Yes. First time hosting a gremlin’s power. Dad 
thought it was time I tried a stronger supernatural.”

A smile flitted across Arnie's face. “I went out for an evening 
with your dad when he was hosting a Head Gremlin. What was 
his name, Walter?” His gaze shifted to dad.

“He always called himself Syd.” Dad shook his head and 
grinned.

“That’s right, Syd,” said Arnie. “We went out for a quiet 
dinner. Walter decided he wanted to play piano man for the 
night. Tipped the player fifty bucks, and spent an hour trying to 
convince the increasingly angry diners that he was the best piano 
player going. Told them it was some kind of interpretive jazz 
piano.”

Dad stepped away from Jacold’s body and chuckled. “In my 
defense, Syd was a tough gremlin and had a particular love of 
piano music. When we went into that restaurant, and he saw the 
piano, he decided to take control. Other than annoying some 
diners, he didn’t do any harm.”

As the two of them were reminiscing, I shifted in front of the 
autopsy report file and pulled out the papers. With a bit of luck, 
I’d be able to get a look at the report, just to make sure nothing 
was missed.

Arnie shook his head. “Your dad had to pay a two hundred 
dollar tip to the waiter to make sure we weren’t banned for life 
from that restaurant.”

“The food wasn’t even that great,” said dad.
“It’s my wife’s favorite place, and she’d have killed me, and 

you, if we’d been banned.”
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“Okay, point made.” Dad turned to me and smiled. “Arnie’s 
valuable lesson in this ridiculous tale is to be careful with this 
gremlin. Jacold is not particularly powerful, but they all have a 
wicked streak and you need to be cautious of that.”

I nodded as I slid the autopsy papers into the back of my 
pants. “I know. Make sure I have control of my actions and 
thoughts and be ready to transfer the powers as soon as possible. 
Also, don’t let the supernatural convince me to do anything I 
don’t feel comfortable doing.” I’d had this drilled into me almost 
every day in the last year.

Dad beckoned me forward, and I went to stand by his side 
and looked down at the gremlin’s body. Jacold looked 
surprisingly thin. Usually, gremlins were stockily built, with 
slender, long arms and legs. But I could see the rib bones on 
Jacold, prominent against his mottled green skin. Gremlins came 
in a range of colors, from your typical movie star green, through 
to pale brown, with splashes of black and gray covering them. 
They were shorter than your average human, but strong, with 
sharp teeth. Their affinity for all things mechanical was true. 
They loved nothing more than tinkering with technology, often 
to the detriment of anyone who was using it at the time.

“Are you ready?” asked dad.
I nodded and gently pressed my fingers against the cold flesh 

of the gremlin. I instantly felt a warm sensation as Jacold’s power 
passed into me. It tickled along my fingers, up my arm and then 
ran through the rest of my body.

Just as the transfer seemed to be complete, I felt a shudder of 
power flood through me. This was not usual. I pressed my fingers 
down harder. My body shook and I ground my teeth together as 
the energy flow became more jagged, stabbing at my limbs from 
the inside.

“Everything okay?” asked dad, obviously noticing my 
discomfort.
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I nodded, and after a moment stepped away from the body. 
“The transfer is complete.”

“Did you have a little trouble?” asked dad.
“No, I have an excellent teacher. I knew what I was doing.” I 

didn’t want to admit to him that I found the transfer a challenge. 
Honestly, I was already struggling with the flood of images from 
Jacold. It was not unusual to get a few flashes of memories during 
a power transfer, but nothing of this magnitude. The overall 
impression I was getting from Jacold was fear and anxiety. This 
gremlin had not died happy.

“Take some time to get used to the new ability you are 
hosting,” said dad. “Each supernatural has their own specific 
feel.”

“When researching containment methods, I couldn’t find a 
definite way of containing a gremlin’s energy. Is there one?” I 
asked him, pushing down the feelings Jacold was feeding me. 
When we took on the power of a deceased supernatural, it was 
important to control their powers, to stop them leaking out or 
trying to take control. For some species, this was simple. 
Werewolves could be controlled by imagining a silver cage 
around them. Vampires hated sunlight and holy water. Put them 
in a sun trap with only that to drink, and their power could be 
contained.

“Simply being firm with them is enough,” said dad. “You need 
to make sure he knows that you are in control and that you are 
hosting the abilities for the purpose that the gremlin has 
requested. And be clear; if Jacold misbehaves too much, you will 
have no choice but to terminate the agreement between you. 
Gremlins respect authority, they do not like weakness.”

“I can do that,” I said. And if I couldn't, the Heir Hunters 
storage facility was our backup plan. If either of us hosted an 
ability that couldn’t be transferred we could remove the power 
and store it in our secure facility.
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Arnie flicked the sheet back over Jacold’s body. “You should 
stop by for dinner sometime,” he said to dad. “My wife keeps 
going on about a single friend of hers that she thinks would be 
ideal for you.”

I raised my eyebrows. Dad did not date often. He was so busy 
with work. He was also extremely cautious around women ever 
since my mom had done a number on us and vanished from our 
lives when I was just a baby.

“Tell Jenny thanks, but I’ll take a rain check on the blind 
date,” said dad. “Too busy right now.”

Arnie shrugged. “Figured you’d say that. But I had to ask. 
Jenny will only nag me until I get an answer from you.”

The door to the morgue swung open and Colin Hicks 
entered, his glasses askew on his nose. He wore a white lab coat 
over black pants with a bright red bow tie and red checked shirt. 
Colin worked in the supernatural crime labs. He occasionally 
helped out in the morgue when they were short staffed, and just 
loved all things supernatural. He was three years older than me 
and a science geek through and through, in a cute sort of way. 
Not that I’d go there, I was already taken.

Colin grinned when he spotted me. “I didn’t know you would 
be here. I’d heard your dad was coming in to deal with our 
gremlin friend.” He nodded at dad and Arnie.

“It’s my turn to play host,” I said to Colin. “I’ve just taken on 
the gremlin’s abilities.” My heart was beating too fast and I felt 
sweat break out on my forehead. This was not a typical reaction 
following a power transfer.

“Excellent work. I hope he treats you well,” said Colin.
“So far so good,” I lied.
“I’ve been running some tests on a new strain of infection that 

some of the supernaturals have recently succumbed to. You 
should come see the test results, they're really interesting.” Colin 
pushed his glasses up his nose.

Arnie shook his head. “Smooth chat up line.”
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Colin’s eyes widened. “Oh, I didn’t mean it like that. It’s just 
that, well, I know Macie has an interest in these things.” His 
cheeks colored as he looked at me.

“I’d love to see the results.” And I meant it. I did enjoy going 
to see Colin in his lab. He was a bit of a geek, but a lovely geek, 
and completely dedicated to his work. Despite only being at the 
lab for a year, Colin had already made some breakthroughs with 
disease infection and was well regarded in the supernatural 
community. And, Colin wouldn't mind me tapping into his 
enormous brain power to see if he could help me figure out if 
Jacold’s death was at all suspicious.

“We need to go, Macie,” said dad.
“I’ll catch up with you later,” I said. “If Colin’s got time now, 

we can go check out his work.”
Colin beamed at me. “That would be great.”
“Don’t be long,” said dad, as he left the morgue with Arnie. 

“We have plenty of wills to deal with.”
I waved him and Arnie goodbye, and then followed Colin 

along the corridor to his own lab. On one side, it was like a scene 
from a mad scientist’s movie; a workbench littered with 
equipment, various potions bubbling away. On the other side of 
the lab, it was pristine, with sealed containers and laptops set up.

Colin beckoned me over to a laptop. “Want to check out the 
results of my latest tests?”

I nodded, my stomach doing painful somersaults as I followed 
him to the lab bench. I needed to get a grip on Jacold’s power, or 
I could be losing my stomach contents.

“Have a look at this graph. It shows a strain of flu-like illness 
that is only infectious to supernaturals. Not all of them, though.” 
Colin pointed at the various colored lines on the graph. "See how 
the lines dip after the test subjects have been treated.”

I looked over his test results. “Seems like you’re making 
progress.” I noticed the drop in infection rates after Colin had 
administered his treatment.
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“It’s a promising start,” he said.
“Were you involved with the autopsy on Jacold Broomwick?” 

My fingers brushed the autopsy papers I’d stuffed in the back of 
my pants.

“No, although I knew he was here,” said Colin.
“What do you make of an unidentified substance showing up 

on Jacold’s test results?” I decided to take a risk, and pulled the 
papers out, before smoothing them flat on the workbench.

Colin’s eyes widened. “It’s not that unusual to find that kind 
of result in an autopsy report.” He leaned over the papers and 
read through them. “New compounds are created all the time. 
We can’t keep up. Why the interest?”

“It might be nothing, but Jacold is acting up. Normally, the 
transfer of a supernatural’s energy is simple. Maybe a bit of a head 
rush, but not like this.” I held my hands out and they visibly 
shook.

Colin grabbed hold of one of my hands. “You’re clammy too. 
You think this unidentified substance is making you react like 
this?”

“That’s what I was hoping you’d help me figure out.”
Colin dropped my hand and rested his palm on the autopsy 

papers. “This is off the record?”
I nodded. “Don’t want to spook dad into thinking anything is 

wrong. I borrowed the papers from the file in the examination 
room.”

“I’ll see what I can find out,” said Colin. “Maybe I should 
examine you as well.”

“What sort of examination are we talking about?”
“Just blood, for now,” Colin grinned at me.
“Fine, take what you need, but then I’d better get back to the 

office.”
After having my blood taken, making a copy of the autopsy 

report, and sneaking the original back in its folder, I said goodbye 
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to Colin and walked home. The main streets were safe enough in 
this part of Omaha, and it wasn’t late, so I didn’t mind walking.

However, I did not feel great. I kept getting a sick feeling in 
the pit of my stomach and my mouth was desert dry. The chilly 
night air helped to cool me down a little, but I kept breaking out 
into a clammy sweat every few minutes. Maybe I was getting this 
new flu strain that Colin was studying.

Back at the office, I unlocked the main door and walked 
inside.

Sarah was still at her desk, the late shift wasn’t optional when 
working with supernaturals. “I’m lining up the inheritor to 
receive Jacold’s abilities,” she said when she spotted me.

I nodded and slumped into my desk chair.
“Everything okay?” asked Sarah.
I swallowed and shook my head. “Not certain.”
“Well, hope you’re going to be okay,” said Sarah. “Walter has 

had to leave on an urgent case. You’re in charge now.”
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I’d slept with Jacold’s power overnight, but had a terrible night’s 
sleep, tossing and turning, getting cold then blazing hot. I’d never 
experienced this with any other supernatural power transfer.

The ability to temporarily host a supernatural’s powers once 
they died was unique to the Thackery family. At least, I’d never 
met anyone else who could do what we did. 

We also had the bonus of being able to use those powers to 
some degree while we hosted them. Dad became an amazing 
runner when he hosted a werewolf, and you’d never beat him in 
an arm wrestle. But, there were limits to what we could use the 
powers for, and the faster they were transferred the better. 
Hosting a supernatural was draining and could be dangerous.

I showered, dressed and dragged myself downstairs, still 
feeling half alive.

Last night, Sarah had told me dad had been called away on 
business relating to a missing vampire, assumed dead. I was now 
officially the boss of Heir Hunters in his absence.

Sarah was already at her desk when I made it into the office. 
She winced when she saw me and pushed her owlish glasses up 
her nose. “Bad night?” 

“This gremlin is a tough guy.” When I hosted a power, it was 
not unusual to have limited communication with the 
supernatural, as if our minds formed a temporary link through 
their powers. It didn’t always happen, but it gave useful insights 
into their abilities. Jacold’s memories and emotions had been 
pounding on me like a squally sea.
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“I’ve got all the details here on the gremlin who is to inherit 
the powers,” said Sarah. “Just let me know when you want them 
and I can arrange for you to meet.”

“Thanks. Who’s to inherit?”
“It’s a family member.” Sarah lifted up a sheet of paper. “His 

name is Tham Broomwick.”
“Brother?” I guessed.
“Yes. He’s local, so it should be an easy meetup. I’ll put in a 

call and get things arranged.”
“Great.” My cell phone buzzed in my pocket. I pulled it out 

and read the message. It was from my boyfriend, Jamie Hurst. He 
had recently moved several hundred miles away, a work 
promotion. He now worked in the assistant district attorney’s 
office in Illinois. We’d met one summer when I'd been home 
from college and was helping dad on a supernatural case 
involving a dead werewolf and a dark witch. Jamie had been 
assisting his own boss. After some serious flirting, he had asked 
me out.

We'd been dating for two years, and I’d been hoping we 
would soon move in together, but the promotion had scuppered 
those plans. I’d been disappointed that Jamie hadn’t asked me to 
go with him. After two years together it seemed like a good next 
step, but he had been noncommittal every time I’d brought it up.

The text message was brief, just checking in to see how I was 
doing. I texted back a quick reply.

“From the silly grin on your face, I’m guessing that was 
Jamie,” said Sarah.

I nodded. “He was just seeing how things are going. I’d hoped 
to spend some time with him next weekend, but he’s still 
working a big case that he can’t talk about. Client confidentiality 
and all that.” I understood the need for secrecy. A lot of what we 
did here had to be kept within these walls and only shared with a 
discreet few.



18 K.E. O'Connor

“Long-distance relationships are tough,” said Sarah. “I have 
trouble enough keeping guys interested who live just down the 
road.”

I knew that Sarah’s love life wasn’t amazing. Given that she 
spent most of her time in the office, and the rest with her nose 
buried in some research paper about supernaturals, it would take 
a special kind of guy to recognise just how amazing Sarah actually 
was. Not that she wasn’t attractive, but she managed to hide it 
well under her bun, owlish glasses, and mismatched clothes.

“Once he’s settled, maybe I can go and stay with him for a 
while,” I said. “Then we won’t need to worry about all the 
traveling.” Jamie was gorgeous, smart and just the right side of 
arrogant. He definitely kept me on my toes, and I liked that. 
Jamie also didn’t mind that I worked with supernaturals. Since 
his own job specialised in supernatural crime cases, it didn’t freak 
him out that I hung out with some of the weird and wonderful 
supernaturals the community hosted.

“Sounds like a good idea.” Sarah let out a sigh as her eyes 
scanned her desk. “I’ve got a stack of cases to work through and 
six files to complete the research on by the end of tomorrow. I 
will definitely be having a late one tonight.”

I nodded, my thoughts turning to the findings in Jacold’s 
autopsy report. I needed to do some research of my own.

“If you want to grab a couple of these files, I could be done 
before midnight,” said Sarah.

I shook my head. “I’d like to help, but I’ve got some work to 
do on my latest supernatural before I transfer him.”

Sarah looked up from the file she was studying. “It’s a simple 
case, isn’t it?”

I shrugged. “Something’s off. I didn’t want to mention it to 
dad, but Jacold is unhappy, and making me feel terrible.”

“Is that why your skin is green?”
I stared at Sarah in silence for a few seconds. “What?”
“Look at your hands.”
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I lifted them up. Sure enough, I had a definite green tinge to 
my flesh. I jumped up, hurried out to the hallway and stared in 
the wall mirror. It was not just my hands and arms that were 
green.

I returned to the office. “This is an interesting side effect of 
hosting Jacold.”

“I’ve never seen that happen to your dad when he’s hosted a 
gremlin in the past.”

I frowned and wondered if it was my fault I now had my green 
tint. My abilities weren't as strong as dad's hosting skills. Maybe 
Jacold was trying to break through my defenses. 

Something niggled in my mind. Jacold was distressed, his 
energy never settling for more than a few minutes. Maybe this 
green tinge was trying to tell me something? Or, if he had a new, 
unidentified substance in his system, could that be what's making 
me feel bad and change color?

“I’m going out, need to check up on a few things,” I said.
“Are you sure you’re up to going out?” asked Sarah.
Truthfully, I just wanted to go back to bed, but Jacold's 

anxiety ran through me, making my fingers twitch. I knew I 
wouldn't get any peace until I'd figured out what was wrong.

“I’ll be fine.” I pulled on my shoes, stuffed a gun into my 
holster and picked up my keys. “I’ll be back in a few hours.”

I sat in my Jeep in the parking lot for a few minutes, taking 
plenty of deep breaths and relaxing, as I opened my connection 
to Jacold. I wanted to see if he would tell me what was wrong.

Sometimes the link with the supernatural I hosted was strong, 
and I could hear their voices in my head. Jacold wasn’t so 
powerful, but he was sending me images of a party. It didn’t look 
like he was having fun. My stomach clenched and for a second, I 
thought I was going to be sick.

The feeling passed and I started the engine. “Why don’t you 
simply show me what happened?” I spoke softly to Jacold, letting 
down any barriers I had in my mind, and letting him take over if 
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he wanted to. It didn’t leave me helpless but helped strengthen 
the impressions Jacold was sending me. The nervousness inside 
me increased.

I kept my barriers down as I drove away from the office, and 
spent the next hour cruising the streets. I felt the urge to stop in 
the warehouse district. Although I was certain I’d never been 
here before, Jacold pressed me to take a look around.

The area seemed safe enough, and I had my gun if anything 
went wrong. A couple of trucks drove past, but other than that, 
the area was quiet. I couldn’t say the same for my insides, which 
churned alarmingly. Jacold wouldn’t settle, no matter how many 
deep breaths I took, trying to convince him to stay calm.

“Quit freaking out,” I said. “You’re not helping either of us. 
Isn’t this where you want to be?”

The churning slowed. I couldn’t decide if that meant yes or 
no.

“Okay, let’s go see what’s out there.” I locked up the Jeep and 
walked slowly past the warehouses. Most of them seemed 
occupied, their bay doors open and activity inside.

At the end of the road, I spotted two gremlins standing 
outside one of the warehouses. The windows of the warehouse 
were blacked out. I paused and ducked behind a pile of pallets. 
The gremlins were talking to each other, but I was too far away to 
hear what they were saying.

“Is this the place that’s getting you riled up?” I kept my voice 
low, just in case anyone was watching me talk to myself.

Sweat prickled in my armpits, and I took that as a sign I was 
on to something.

“Are you lost?”
I turned around as I heard a male voice. A stocky guy with 

stubble, his checked shirt pushed up to his elbows, stood behind 
me, a frown on his face.

“I know where I am,” I said.
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“Do you work here?” asked the guy. “I’ve not seen you around 
here before.”

“I’m just passing through.”
“You involved with the gremlins?” He gestured towards the 

warehouse I’d been watching.
“Why do you ask?”
He smirked. “Your skin.”
I’d forgotten my change of skin tint. “In a way.”
“You might want to steer clear of their operation,” said the 

guy. “Not sure what they do there, but there’s a lot of activity at 
night. Strange smells come out of their sometimes. I walked past 
their once and was light headed for the rest of the day.”

I looked back at the warehouse, my interest definitely raised. 
One of the gremlin’s looked over at me and I ducked back.

The guy behind me snorted a laugh. “Might be time for you to 
leave. Seems you don’t know the gremlins as well as you made 
out.”

I nodded. “What do you think they do in there?”
“Don’t know, don’t care and do not ask questions,” said the 

guy as he turned towards a door to the warehouse behind him. 
“Neither should you.”

I turned back. The gremlins outside the warehouse had gone. 
I hurried forward, keeping an eye out for any more gremlins, 

but no one else came out of the warehouse. I tracked around the 
edge of the building, but all the windows were covered over and I 
couldn't see inside.

Jacold's energy was giving me a headache, spiking and 
fluttering inside me every time I looked into another window. 

I rubbed my fingers against my forehead. "I get the hint, no 
more snooping." As I made my way back to the Jeep, my stomach 
settled and Jacold finally seemed to calm down.

I climbed in, drumming my fingers against the steering wheel 
as I pulled away. Jacold’s reaction was worrying. Why was he 
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interested in this warehouse? And what were those gremlins 
doing inside such a secretive looking place?

Back at the office, I spent a couple of hours helping Sarah 
with several will cases, and then had to admit defeat, and crashed 
out on my bed, the shakes and sweats getting beyond a joke.



Chapter 4

I woke up to the sound of the office buzzer going off. I stumbled 
out of my room, splashed water on my face, and went down to 
the office.

Sarah had already unlocked the door, and Damien strolled in, 
a large carrier bag of what smelt like delicious Thai food in each 
hand. He wore a soft gray jacket, black jeans, and a black shirt. 
His dark hair was slicked back off his face. As usual, he looked 
unnaturally gorgeous.

Damien had worked at Heir Hunters for decades and was 
dad’s favorite vampire. Growing up, I’d secretly had a crush on 
Damien, not that he had ever reciprocated when I was young. 
Now that I was older, he did occasionally look at me with 
something more than friendship in his eyes. But Damien was a 
vampire, and I got jumpy when he was too close to my neck. 

Despite all that, we were good friends, and he’d helped raise 
me, stepping in and doing a dubious impression of a father figure 
when dad had to leave town. It had happened more often than 
I’d liked, but that meant I had a solid bond with Damien, and 
trusted him as much as I could any vampire.

Damien set the bags down on my desk and looked at me. 
“Nice skin color.”

I yawned and shrugged. “I like it.” I investigated one of the 
bags of food.

Damien sauntered out to the kitchen and returned with a 
bottle of blood in one hand. “Any exciting cases while I was 
asleep?” he asked as he sat on the couch.

“Dad is out on one at the moment,” I said to him. “It's a 
vampire, so I expect he’ll be calling you in if things get tricky.”
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“Sounds good. It’s been awhile since I’ve had any decent 
action, and my supernatural senses are asking me to pick a fight 
with just about anyone right now. I even eyeballed the guy who 
gave me the food when I picked it up.”

“Don’t you dare hurt anyone at our favorite takeout place,” 
said Sarah, as she selected a takeout carton from a bag. “I’ll never 
forgive you if you get us banned from their amazing sweet and 
sour sauce. Why can’t you be all cuddly, like a werecat?”

Damien snorted and took a drink. “Would you want to 
snuggle with me if I turned furry every month?”

“No way,” said Sarah. “I’ve had a close call with a vampire. I 
know what you’re really like.”

I looked over at her and raised my eyebrows. Sarah hadn’t 
mentioned this before. “Want to share?”

Sarah swallowed down the last of her noodles and nodded. “I 
was in college, coming back from my study session in the library.”

Damien grinned. “No surprise to hear that was your favorite 
place.”

Sarah glared at him. “I was walking back across campus and 
heard some fighting. Sounded like several guys really going at it. I 
went to have a sneaky look, just to make sure no one was in any 
serious trouble. When I rounded the corner, I discovered it was 
three humans and a vampire.”

“How did you know it was a vampire?” asked Damien.
“Because he was hanging off one of the guy’s necks.” Sarah 

shot him a cold stare. “I attempted a spell to knock him out and 
stop him draining them all dry.”

“Did it work?” I leaned forward in my seat.
“In a way,” said Sarah. “The vampire dropped the guy he was 

feeding on and rushed me instead.”
“Did he feed on you?” Damien was also leaning forward on 

the couch and staring at Sarah.
“Absolutely not,” said Sarah. “I wasn’t going to let a 

bloodsucker drain me.”
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“What did you do?” I asked.
“I hit him with a more powerful spell. From the way the 

vampire reacted, I got the impression he wasn’t used to being 
attacked by a witch. I managed to knock him out and then ran 
away as quickly as I could. But it was a close call, and he did 
manage to get his fangs into my neck, but never managed to take 
a drink.” Sarah pulled down the side of her pink blouse, and I 
squinted at the tiny pale scars on her neck.

“What about the other people?” I asked. “The guys you 
helped?”

“One of the guys died, and another was in a serious condition 
for a while, but he came round. I think they kept him in some 
kind of safe house until all the vampire saliva was out of his 
wounds.”

Damien shook his head and leaned back. “Vampires are such 
trouble.”

I glanced at Sarah, and we shook our heads. Damien did feed 
on humans from time to time, but he was discreet about it. While 
he was around us he only ever drank from the bottled blood we 
kept in the fridge. As far as vampires went, he was a decent one.

I finished my rice and opened up the second bag of food, 
knowing that there would be something deliciously sweet and 
deep-fried inside. Just as I pulled out the greasy looking wax bag, I 
gave a big hiccup and Jacold’s anxiety flooded through me. It 
happened several more times before I got it under control.

Damien stared at me. “What’s wrong? All I can smell is your 
fear.”

I pushed the food away from me, my stomach beginning to 
grumble. “My gremlin is twitchy. Jacold won’t settle.”

“Why not?” asked Damien.
“I think his death wasn’t as simple as the autopsy suggests.”
“You think he was killed?” asked Sarah. “Is that what you 

were investigating today?”
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I nodded. “Maybe, but whatever is going on, he’s trying to tell 
me something. He led me to a warehouse today, and there were 
gremlins using it.”

“That’s not unusual,” said Sarah. “They must need storage the 
same as most businesses do.”

“It looked dodgy, blacked out windows and shifty looking 
workers. Some guy I spoke to told me to stay away from the 
warehouse.”

“Okay, so that is strange,” said Sarah.
“Jacold was also sending me feelings of panic when I was 

there. It’s as if he wanted to show me something was wrong but it 
scared him to do so.”

“And you think Jacold is trying to show you something is off? 
That maybe he was killed?” asked Damien.

“Could be. I borrowed a copy of the autopsy report and asked 
Colin Hicks to take a look at it. If there’s anything strange about 
the death, he will pick it up. The guy’s a genius when it comes to 
supernatural death.”

“That sounds legit.” Sarcasm laced Damien's voice. “Does 
Walter know you’re poking about in this gremlin’s death?”

“No, I don’t want to trouble him when he’s working.” I also 
knew he’d be less than impressed that I was putting myself at risk.

Damien pulled his phone out of his pocket as it buzzed. “I’m 
on my way,” he said after a few seconds of listening.

“Was that dad?” I asked.
He nodded as he returned the phone to his pocket. “I hate to 

eat and leave, but he wants me on this case.”
I wasn't surprised to hear that. “If you need any more backup 

make sure he calls me.”
Damien’s gaze roved over me. “I’m kind of digging the green 

look, but the face sweats and hand tremors might alarm the 
clients. Best you stay here.”

“Advice from an undead creature as to how not to alarm 
people. Might not be taking that any time soon,” I said.
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“Ignore me at your peril.” Damien grinned as he pulled a small 
packet out of his inside jacket pocket and threw it at me. “I got 
you these.”

I caught the packet and unwrapped it. Inside were three small 
throwing blades attached to a black wrist strap.

“I thought they might suit you,” said Damien. “Discreet yet 
effective.”

“Thanks.” I shook my head as he left the office. For all his 
vampire creepiness, Damien was always on the lookout for ways 
to keep me safe and make sure I could protect myself when he 
wasn’t around.

“Macie.” Sarah moved to stand in front of me as she 
continued to study my skin. “Damien’s right, you really don’t 
look well. Could it be the flu?”

I looked up at Sarah. “Maybe. I keep getting hot and cold. But 
it’s more than that. Jacold is stressed, that’s why I’m reacting like 
this.”

“Maybe have an early night?”
I shook my head and then wiped my hand across my face. 

“No, I’m going to visit Colin at the lab. He might have 
something useful for me, to help with Jacold.”

“You want me to come with you?” asked Sarah as she returned 
to her desk.

“No, stay here.” I stood up and took a couple of breaths. “I’ll 
be fine.” I pinged a message over to Colin and got an instant 
response, letting me know he was at the morgue.

I said goodbye to Sarah and went out to my Jeep, making the 
short journey over to the morgue. Maybe Colin’s review of the 
autopsy results would show up something useful, help me figure 
out what was wrong with Jacold, and stop me breaking out in 
cold sweats all the time.



Chapter 5

I parked outside the morgue, and five minutes later, was walking 
through the lab into Colin's workspace.

He looked up at me and smiled. “I've got lots to show you 
from the tests I ran.”

I was impressed at how quickly he'd done the work. “You 
figured out what the substance was in Jacold?”

“Yes, well, not exactly. It’s a variation on something I 
recognised. But this has been mutated or is a strain we’ve not 
categorised ourselves. That is to say, it’s most likely a 
supernatural discovery. It’s also been spliced with another 
ingredient, which makes recognising it harder.”

I held up my hands. “One explanation at a time.”
Colin grinned. “Sorry, just excited to have discovered 

something that may help you.”
I returned his smile, his enthusiasm was infectious. “Go on.”
“It is a variation of a fungus that causes hallucinations, 

psilocybin based. It’s a little different from your typical magic 
mushroom, but will have the same effect.”

“And you think it was cut with another drug?”
Colin nodded. “Something much more potent, and most 

likely what caused such a bad reaction with Jacold.”
I raised my eyebrows. “You mean the whole being dead 

reaction?”
“Yes! But, more than that. He was most likely suffering with 

withdrawal symptoms before he died. He may even have 
accidentally overdosed trying to get rid of these symptoms.” 

“What was added to the magic mushroom?”
“An opioid based drug.”
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“A vision giving mushroom and an addictive opioid. 
Definitely not wanted in the Gremlin community,” I said. “Nor 
in my system. Did it show up in my tests?”

“It did, but don't worry, it won't do you any lasting damage. 
However, that’s not all I found out.” Colin opened his laptop. 
“Jacold’s isn’t the only death that can’t be properly explained.”

“More deaths from drugs?”
“Kept quiet, but I’ve found ten other deaths that have autopsy 

results similar to Jacold’s.”
I reviewed the information Colin pulled up. Images of dead 

gremlins flicked across the screen. He opened an autopsy report.
“This details the same loss of muscle, and reports of mood 

swings prior to death,” he said.
“These deaths have been covered up?”
“Quite possibly. The autopsy reports took some digging to 

find,” said Colin. “I got a lead when reading through an online 
forum site gremlins use. Several postings had been made 
suggesting something strange was going on.”

“Gremlins don’t share much,” I said. “Could be they are trying 
to solve this issue themselves, rather than reveal they have a 
problem to other supernaturals. It would show them as weak.”

Colin nodded. “They are a proud species. Wouldn’t surprise 
me if they are trying to sort these deaths themselves.”

“If this drug is getting into the community, Jacold could have 
been using and overdosed. I’ve been feeling strange ever since I 
took on Jacold’s energy. Now I know why. I’m having drug 
withdrawals.”

“I’ve made some notes on Jacold’s case file,” said Colin. “I 
can’t be too obvious that I’ve been looking into someone else’s 
report, but it should get picked up and the results looked at in 
more detail. It could help kick-start an investigation.”

“Don’t get in trouble because I’ve asked you to snoop around 
for me.”

“It's no problem. Besides, I like snooping.”
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I grinned at Colin. So did I, which often got me into hot 
water. “Any idea how to stop getting the withdrawal symptoms?”

Colin adjusted his bow tie. “Easier to ride them out. Drink 
lots of fluid, rest and give it time.”

I groaned. “I don’t have time. Maybe if I transfer Jacold out of 
me the symptoms will go away.”

“That could work,” said Colin.
“Thanks for the help,” I said. 
“Anytime,” said Colin. “Let me know how you get on with 

your gremlin.”
I nodded and then left Colin to his work and headed back to 

the office. At least I had some proof that Jacold did not die 
naturally. Who was making this drug? And how had Jacold 
gotten involved? Perhaps he was the manufacturer. There were 
too many unanswered questions at the moment.

Sarah glanced up from her desk as I walked in. “How’s the 
flu?”

“Terrible.” I sounded like such a whiner. “It’s not actually the 
flu, though. Colin found a drug in Jacold’s results that suggest he 
may have died from an overdose.”

“You’re having drug withdrawal?”
“Yes, meet your new friend, the addict.” I slumped into my 

office chair.
Sarah stood up from her desk. “Is that why you still have green 

skin? A symptom of the drugs?”
“No, I think it’s Jacold messing with me.”
“I could try casting a spell. Maybe a color change spell, like the 

kind you can use to change the color of your hair temporarily.”
I nodded. “Give it a go.”
Sarah pushed her glasses up her nose and studied me carefully. 

“Let’s give it a try.” She took a couple of steps back and held her 
hands out towards me.

“Just don’t hurt me. I’m feeling fragile.”
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“I will be gentle,” said Sarah. “It will just feel really ticklish as 
the spell covers your body. You might want to remove as much of 
your clothing as possible, though. It may only affect the parts that 
are exposed.”

After a second of hesitation, I shed my black pants and black 
long sleeved top, deciding to keep my underwear on for 
modesty’s sake. “Ready when you are.”

Sarah closed her eyes and spread her arms wide. After a few 
seconds, a pale yellow fog descended upon me. My entire body 
started to itch as if I’d been covered in chilli powder. As it began 
to burn, I twitched around rapidly.

Sarah opened her eyes. “Hold as still as you can, or the spell 
won’t work.”

“I’m not sure it’s working now,” I said. “I don’t feel so good. 
My skin is burning.”

Sarah dropped her hands to her side.
“Any better?” I looked down at my skin. It was still green.
“Not exactly,” said Sarah. “You’re now more of a sickly green 

than a vivid green.”
I pulled my clothes back on. “Doesn’t matter. The color is 

growing on me.” I was just glad the itching had stopped. I spotted 
movement in the parking lot and walked over to the window.

An unknown car was outside. As I peered at the car, I noticed 
there was a woman in the driver’s seat. She looked up as I 
continued to stare, and then raised a hand and climbed out of the 
car.

I recognized the dark haired woman as she approached. It was 
Genevieve Andrew’s, dad’s favorite medium. I didn’t know her 
all that well, she was older than me, but she’d dropped into the 
office on several occasions when dad had needed help on a case. 
Unlike the majority of people who claimed to be psychic, she 
actually was, and her accuracy was so eerie I sometimes got goose 
bumps when I watched her work.
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I waved as she drew nearer and unlocked the main door. I saw 
confusion on her heart shaped face.

“Hi, Macie,” said Genevieve. “You have a different look from 
the last time I saw you.”

I shrugged. “Got a gremlin on board.”
A grin spread across Genevieve’s face. “No kidding.”
“I’ve been trying some magic with Sarah to change color, but 

it didn't work.” 
“To a gremlin, you are the perfect color.”
I smiled. “Guess so. Do you want to come in?”
“Actually, I do,” said Genevieve. “Your dad asked me to look 

into a client for him, and I’ve got some details. Is he around?”
“No, he was called away on a job. But come in, and I can take 

the details.”
“Thanks.” Genevieve followed me into the office and nodded 

a greeting to Sarah. “He said it was urgent, so I worked through 
the night to get everything I could.”

“It’s a new case?” I gestured to a seat by my desk and 
Genevieve sat down opposite me.

She crossed her long legs and leaned back. “I believe so. I don’t 
know how Walter does it. This is a dangerous vampire clan he 
will be working with.”

I looked down at my hands. “I’ve got a lot of learning to do 
before I’m half as good as him.”

“You’re doing fine,” said Genevieve. “Your dad always says 
good things about you.”

“I’ve done a lot of studying, but I need to get better at hosting 
the supernaturals,” I said. “Doubt dad would have allowed the 
green look if he’d been hosting a gremlin client.”

“Gremlins can be outrageous at times and they enjoy their 
fun.”

“You mean they like to party? I’ve not seen many out on the 
club scene,” I said.
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“They don’t tend to do our kind of clubs,” said Genevieve. 
“Far too tame. They have their own places they like to party in.”

“Are there any coming up?” A party would be the ideal place 
to hunt down this drug, and try to figure out who was supplying 
it.

“Gremlins throw great parties.” Genevieve leaned forward in 
her seat. “In fact, there’s one happening tonight. You need an 
invitation, but I can get you one. We could make a night of it if 
you like. I’ve not been out for a while.”

A swirl of warm energy wound through me. It seemed like 
Jacold thought a party was a great idea. “Okay, I’d be up for that.” 
And also up for some snooping around for this drug that was 
messing with me.

“I’ll get the details and send you the information,” said 
Genevieve.

“Can you get me two invites?” I looked over at Sarah. “Do you 
want to come along to the party?”

Sarah grinned. “Sounds great to me.”
“Shouldn’t be a problem,” said Genevieve. “We can make a 

girls night of it.”
“That sounds fun,” I said. “The Gremlins won’t mind us gate 

crashing?”
“No, they love female humans. We will be the belles of the 

ball. And especially with you hosting a gremlin’s energy. They are 
going to love you.” Genevieve stood up and handed me a beige 
file. “Here’s the information for Walter. Make sure he gets it as 
soon as possible.”

I nodded. “Will do.”
Genevieve walked over to the main door and we said our 

goodbyes.
“A Gremlin party,” mused Sarah. “I’ve never been to one. This 

could be interesting. I’ve read about the socialising in their 
community, and how important it is to enforce bonds and 
status.”
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I sat back at my desk. “Remember it is a party, not a research 
project.”

“It can be both,” said Sarah.
She was right, I was planning to do my own research when we 

were there. My attention was drawn to the file Genevieve had 
given me. None of what we did at Heir Hunters was off-limits, 
but I knew dad liked to keep me away from the most dangerous 
cases, and this definitely sounded like one. I flipped open the file 
and read through the first page.

The paperwork detailed a powerful vampire who was due to 
inherit some powers from a recently deceased relative. Dad 
wasn’t hosting any supernaturals at the moment, and I really 
didn’t like the sound of this one.

“What did Genevieve leave you?” asked Sarah. “Is it new 
client information?”

“I wish it wasn't. Looks like dad’s got a tricky customer to deal 
with.” The file detailed murders and powerful manipulation 
abilities.

“It’s a vampire isn’t it?”
“You know about this?” I looked over at Sarah.
She nodded. “He’s had me researching a clan for the last 

couple of days. Lots of illegal bloodletting and the murder of 
countless humans on their hands. Sadly, nothing that can be 
proven. Arnie is not happy that your dad might have to take on 
this ability, and wants it stamped out before it is passed on.”

“Arnie knows about this too?” I felt left out.
Sarah must have noticed my expression. “Don’t take it 

personally. You know what your dad is like.”
My gaze drifted to the ceiling. I hoped dad was okay. It 

worried me that he might make a mistake one day. I couldn't 
imagine the world without dad in it. “Tell me more about this 
vampire client.”
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Sarah's smile faded. “He asked me not to let you get involved. 
He knew you wouldn’t like it. It’s why he’s working the case with 
Damien. Walter doesn’t want to risk you getting hurt.”

I shook my head, frustration running through me. “He’s got 
to give me more responsibility. How am I ever going to stand a 
chance of running this place if he keeps on protecting me? 
Vampires get staked or beheaded all the time, and I need to know 
how to control them, and how to look after one when I host 
them.”

“And you will,” said Sarah. “Your dad is just starting you with 
the smaller stuff. As you found out with Jacold, even the less 
powerful supernaturals can be difficult to manage.”

“It’s not the gremlin that’s the problem, it’s the way he died.” 
I rubbed a clammy hand over my face. “I don’t like it that dad 
leaves me out.”

“He doesn’t do it to be mean,” said Sarah.
“I know, he does it because he wants to keep me safe from this 

crazy world. But he can’t. I can’t be hidden from all the 
supernatural weirdness that he deals with. I was even partly raised 
by a vampire, he knows that I’m okay with being around 
supernaturals.”

“You’re already taking on more wills,” said Sarah. “You’ll be 
running this place full time before you know it.”

“I just want to make sure dad is safe, that’s all. Well, as safe as 
he can be in this line of work.” Working at Heir Hunters was 
difficult and dangerous at times. But it’s what we did, it’s what 
the Thackerys’ had always done. It was our own weird ability, 
and one I still didn’t fully understand, but my family had 
embraced it, and immersed themselves in the supernatural 
community hundreds of years ago.

“He will be,” said Sarah.
I dropped my gaze to my hands and studied my green tinted 

skin. It really was kind of beautiful.
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Sarah shuffled some papers and cleared her throat. “So, what 
do you think we should wear to this party? From my own 
research, I don’t think gremlins wear very much. I’m not sure I’d 
be able to pull off the naked look!”

I shrugged. “Something short?” I tried to get back my initial 
excitement at the thought of going to a party and digging out 
information on this drug.

“Macie, come take a look at this.” Sarah gestured me over to 
her computer screen. “Gremlins like holding parties 
underground.”

I walked to her desk and peered over Sarah's shoulder. There 
were several grainy looking pictures of caves filled with Gremlins, 
flashing lights and what looked like green smoke.

“Looks like we’ll need hiking boots and a hard hat if we're 
going underground,” I said.

Sarah grinned. “Maybe stilettos won’t be such a good idea.” 
She loved her stilettos, no matter how impractical they were, and 
tried to wear them everywhere.

“Where did these pictures come from?”
“Old CCTV footage someone posted online. I’m sure there’s 

more if you want me to look.”
My cell phone buzzed with a message and I pulled it out of my 

pocket. “It’s from Genevieve. We’ve got invites for the party. 
She’s picking us up at ten.”

“Great, these parties do look wild,” said Sarah. “This should 
be fun.”

A shivery sensation slid over me. I ignored it, I didn’t have 
time to be sick. “Okay, finish up here and then we can sort out 
what we’re doing tonight.” I needed to spend some time with my 
inner gremlin. 

I left Sarah to the paperwork and headed into the basement. It 
served as a training room for both physical skills and mental 
abilities. Down here, I could safely practice releasing some of the 
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supernatural power I held within me, testing the boundaries to 
see what I could hold, and how much I could utilise for myself.

Meditation played a big part in controlling a supernatural 
energy. I sat on a padded mat on the floor, the lights low, took a 
deep breath and shut my eyes.

I took ten minutes to slow my heart rate and breathing, 
letting my thoughts empty. A calm sank through me and my 
muscles relaxed.

Several memories of Jacold’s appeared in my mind. I saw other 
gremlins, scenes of what looked like a party, and Jacold arguing 
with someone. The images floated in and out of my thoughts, 
and I allowed them. You never pushed too hard with an energy 
or it could breakdown before it had been transferred.

An image of Jacold shouting and grabbing hold of someone 
span through my mind. A few minutes later a wave of sickness 
ran through me and I felt my legs shaking. Could this be the 
moment of Jacold’s death?

I took a deep breath. “Jacold, if you have anything to tell me 
about how you died, just let me know. It’s safe here, I’m not 
going to harm you.”

I waited for a few minutes but got no response. Supernaturals 
didn’t always reply. Some of them couldn’t while some simply 
weren’t interested in having a conversation with what was 
essentially their mode of transport. Some supernaturals could be 
supremely arrogant.

Dropping down the barriers I kept in my mind, I asked the 
question again. This time, I got several vivid flashes of a 
warehouse. It was warm and steamy and I got a whiff of decay.

“Does this have something to do with your death?” From the 
notes in the autopsy report, Jacold had died at home. His body 
found in a bedroom.

I got no response and rubbed my fingers across my forehead, a 
dull ache pounding behind my eyebrows. Trying to communicate 
with a supernatural energy was tiring.
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I stretched out my legs. Despite being in a cool basement, I 
was still sweating. Not a good look for a night out.

“If there’s anything you want to tell me, don’t be afraid to,” I 
said as I slowly got to my feet. “If someone harmed you, I can 
make sure they pay for their crime.” All I got in response was 
another waft of decay.

I gently raised the barriers in my mind so that Jacold's energy 
would remain contained, and rolled my shoulders. Maybe our 
outing tonight would provide more answers.



Chapter 6

“We need to get some food and then get ready for tonight,” said 
Sarah as she shut down her computer.

I’d been helping her in the office for the last few hours, but 
my thoughts were distracted by Jacold and dad’s whereabouts. 
“Sure. Let’s go and see if there’s anything in my wardrobe that we 
can wear.”

Sarah eagerly followed me up the stairs to my bedroom, and 
we spent the next fifteen minutes rifling through the closet. 
Everything would be too big for Sarah, she was tiny, but I had a 
variety of belts if she needed to cinch anything in.

My headache had slowly gotten worse throughout the day and 
now sat behind my eyes, throbbing along with my heartbeat. “I’m 
just going to check the bathroom for any headache pills. Be back 
in a minute.”

“I’ll try these on while you’re gone.” Sarah gestured to the pile 
of clothes on my bed.

I gently shut the bathroom door behind me and leaned 
against it. I hoped I wasn’t getting a migraine. I hadn’t had one 
for years, ever since I’d laid off the dark chocolate and expressos.

I ran cool water into the sink and splashed my face several 
times, before taking a few deep breaths.

My eyes blinked open. Had I just been asleep? I looked 
around and was still in the bathroom. The lights on and the 
faucet still running. My headache was gone, which was a good 
thing. But the fact that I’d lost time was definitely not a positive.

I looked at my reflection in the mirror and my mouth fell 
open. “You sneaky little...”
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I heard hurried footsteps along the landing. “Everything okay 
in there?” asked Sarah.

I yanked the door open and pointed at my head. “Everything 
is definitely not okay.”

Sarah’s eyes widened. “You dyed your hair.”
“No, this was not me.” I looked into the bathroom sink and 

saw a line of green dye around it. “How did that happen?”
I watched as Sarah struggled to suppress a smile. “Is Jacold 

playing up again?”
I stared at my reflection. It wasn’t terrible, but it would have 

been nice if Jacold had asked to dye my hair, not knocked me out 
and made me do it. This gremlin was trying my patience. I felt 
sick, was overheating, had the shakes, and now had green hair.

“I didn’t know you had any green hair dye,” said Sarah.
I paused and then sighed. “I got a pack of weird colored dyes 

for Halloween last year. They were in the cupboard under the 
sink. Jacold must have discovered them.”

“You could always wear a hat,” said Sarah.
“You are no help.” I shut the door in Sarah’s face and then 

turned on the shower, hoping I’d be able to wash away the green.
Twenty minutes of hair washing and it was still green. It hung 

around my face in lanky looking damp knots.
I trudged back to my bedroom and slumped on the edge of 

the bed, watching Sarah as she twisted in front of me in one of 
my favorite black dresses.

She stopped turning and came to stand in front of me. “You 
look really trendy with green hair.”

“At least he didn’t get me to shave it all off.” I dialed through 
an order for dinner and then picked out my own little black 
number to wear, despite wanting nothing more than to hide 
under my duvet and hope I felt better in the morning.

I hovered over what shoes to wear, and then spotted the red 
cowboy boots dad had bought me. I’d not worn them out before, 
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they were so beautiful I was almost scared to get them dirty. 
Perhaps tonight was the night I needed to give them a try.

I found some black knee socks to wear, to avoid getting any 
blisters, and then carefully pulled the boots on. They were an 
excellent fit. I paused by the mirror. The boots looked amazing 
and distracted the eye from my hair. Although I did look a little 
bit like a Christmas Elf.

Sarah swiftly pinned up my hair as I put on some makeup. I 
was going for the usual smoky, dark eyed look, but found myself 
with a green eye pencil in my hand. Well, why not? My eyes may 
as well match my hair.

Looking like a movie extra from a Halloween horror movie, I 
hurried downstairs with Sarah just as our Thai food order 
arrived. We both sat on the couch and ate. The food made me 
feel better, and my hands had stopped shaking enough for me to 
make a couple of margaritas. We sipped them as we waited for 
Genevieve to pick us up.

“That green hair is really beginning to grow on me,” said 
Sarah. “It does look good.”

“It’s not staying,” I said. “But I don’t mind it.”
“And I love the boots,” said Sarah.
I lifted up one leg and admired them. “They are pretty great. 

Present from dad.”
We’d just finished our second margaritas, my head already 

beginning to feel a little woozy, when the buzzer went. It was 
Genevieve.

I unlocked the door as we pulled on jackets and grabbed 
purses.

Genevieve blinked at me a couple of times. “You look...”
“I know! What can I say, I decided to go all in tonight.”
Genevieve laughed. “Yes, that’s exactly what I was thinking.” 

She wore a fitted red dress and flat black shoes. She had a black 
shawl draped over her shoulders and carried a small black clutch. 
Genevieve’s dark curly hair was half pinned up on her head, with 
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a few loose tendrils hanging around her cheekbones. She looked 
gorgeous.

“Let’s go,” said Sarah.
The three of us climbed into Genevieve’s smart black sedan, 

and she keyed in some satnav coordinates, before leaving the 
parking lot.

“These directions won’t get as all the way,” she said. 
“Gremlins don’t reveal their locations that easily. But it will get 
us in the general area and we can walk the rest of the way.”

“Have you ever been to a Gremlin party before?” I asked her.
“Several. I offer my services to all supernaturals. Gremlins are 

generous with their gifts when you serve them well. Parties are 
one such gift.” Genevieve drove onto the main highway and we 
traveled for about ten miles before she turned off.

“Why underground?” asked Sarah. “Do they do things they 
shouldn’t at these parties?”

Genevieve grinned. “Most likely, but it’s nothing dangerous or 
stupid. Mostly involves too much drink, food, and fun. They like 
to keep their gatherings exclusive. You’re lucky to get an invite to 
these gigs.”

I looked out the window of the car and rested my warm 
forehead against the glass. We were already getting away from 
civilization, woods crowding in on us and only the occasional 
house tucked back from the roadside.

“I didn’t even know we had caves around here,” said Sarah. “I 
checked a map before we left and couldn’t see any marked 
nearby.”

“That is most likely deliberate,” said Genevieve. “Make the 
place hard to find and only the truly committed party animals 
make the effort.” She pulled the car to the side of the road. “This 
is where we get out. We walk the rest of the way, but it’s not far.”

The three of us climbed out and walked along a short gravel 
pathway that dipped down into a wooded area. The night was 
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warm, and a light breeze played across my skin as we approached 
the trees.

“We need to go through these trees,” said Genevieve. “The 
cave entrance should be directly ahead, and then we go 
underground.”

Reaching an opening in the rock face that loomed above us, 
we paused for a few seconds and looked at it.

“I’m not getting a sense that anyone else is here,” said Sarah. 
“Are you sure this is the right place?”

“Wait until you pass through the cave entrance,” said 
Genevieve. “Things will look a little different.”

The second my feet stepped across the entrance it was as 
though someone had transported me to an alternative universe. 
Maybe they had. Magic was definitely involved in whatever had 
just happened.

Sarah let out a gasp. “Is this for real?”
I looked around. The cave walls had been transformed into 

screens showing images of gremlins dancing, laughing and having 
fun. The air warmed up around us as we slowly walked past the 
images. The scent of something sweet and vanilla tinged filled my 
nose.

“The entrance is just ahead,” said Genevieve. “Come on, we 
don’t want to keep them waiting.” She danced ahead of us a few 
steps, immersing herself in the sounds and colors, the images 
playing off her skin as she moved past them.

“You ready?” I turned and looked at Sarah.
She nodded, her eyes a little too wide, and we linked arms and 

followed Genevieve along the corridor.
We were met by two gremlins, their hands clasped in front 

and a serious expression on their faces. One of them extended a 
hand and Genevieve passed him three invitations.

The gremlin looked over at the three of us and then gave a 
single nod, before handing the invitations back to Genevieve. 
“Enjoy your evening, ladies.”
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He stepped to one side and opened one arm, permitting us 
entrance into the cave.

As we stepped across the entrance, music flooded over me, a 
deep pounding drum rhythm that made the floor under my feet 
reverberate. The room was full of gremlins, and as I looked 
around, I realised how beautiful they were. Pale brown skin 
danced with color, some had a yellow tinge, and a few were even a 
dark brown, almost mahogany, in places. The swirl of 
appreciation in my stomach made me realize that Jacold also 
thought so.

“Don’t get any ideas, my friend,” I muttered to him. “I am not 
going to be making out with any of your gremlin friend’s 
tonight.”

A faint laugh echoed through my head.
“You have to try their drink.” Genevieve led us over to a squat 

bar on one side of the room. “They make this concoction with a 
moss that they grow specifically in Gremlin hamlets. It will blow 
your mind.”

“Is that a good thing?” I accepted a small wooden mug from 
her.

“Honestly, it’s the most amazing thing I have ever tasted. You 
will also not have a hangover tomorrow,” said Genevieve.

“That I can handle.” I sniffed the contents of the wooden 
mug. It didn’t smell of much, maybe a slightly sweet undertone. I 
couldn’t work out what color the drink was.

“It’s not like Fae food is it?” asked Sarah. “We’re not going to 
fall under some Gremlin thrall because we drank some of their 
alcohol?”

“No, they aren’t like that,” said Genevieve. “They have their 
naughty side, but they don’t have any ambitions to trap people 
and make them servants. They’re happier serving others. I 
regularly utilize some of their clean-up crews we have around the 
area. They’re very good.”



GREMLIN SWAYED 45

I took a tentative sip of my drink. It was sweet, like 
strawberries. I took another sip. “It’s lovely,” I said to Sarah.

She also took a sip of drink and then smiled. “It tastes like 
something I used to drink as a child, but with fewer bubbles.”

Genevieve grinned at us. “Told you it was good. We’d better 
go introduce ourselves to the host.”

“Who’s arranged this party?” I asked.
“Marong Ritold,” said Genevieve. “King of all Gremlin 

parties.”
I knew the name. Marong had been in charge of the Gremlins 

for about ten years, and by all accounts was a strong, fair leader.
We made our way around the edge of the cave. The dance 

floor was already packed with gremlins. I noticed other 
supernaturals also there; a few vampires, a couple of witches and I 
thought I spotted a troll in the back corner, but I wasn’t sure. 
They were extremely elusive and tended to keep out of sight. I’d 
be surprised if I saw one at a party.

Similar to the walkway at the main party entrance, the walls 
flashed with brightly colored images and lights. The images 
showed gremlins in action, having fun, enjoying life and seeming 
to do what they loved to do. Party.

“There’s Marong.” Genevieve raised a hand at a gremlin who 
stood near another bar on the opposite side of the cave. He wore 
a black kimono-style robe, tied at the waist, his feet bare. His skin 
was a dark, mottled green and he had a shock of dark hair spiked 
up on his head. Marong turned towards us as we approached, and 
smiled broadly at Genevieve.

“So lovely to see you here, Genevieve,” said Marong. “You so 
rarely come to one of my little gatherings.”

“I brought my guests to come and say hello.” Genevieve 
embraced Marong and then stepped back. “This is Macie 
Thackery and Sarah Greenburg.”
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Marong’s gaze swept over us. He smiled when he took in the 
color of my hair and skin. “Ah, yes. You are the human hosting 
Jacold.”

“What makes you think that?” I asked, spreading my arms so 
he could fully appreciate my greenness.

Marong laughed, the sound deep and mellow. “He could be a 
little playful when alive. I imagine that has not changed simply 
because he has departed.”

“Well, he encouraged me to come here tonight, so you could 
be right,” I said to Marong. “It looks like quite a party you have 
here.”

“Thank you,” said Marong. “Gremlins follow the work hard 
play hard motto. Tonight will be no different. You are all 
welcome here. Enjoy yourselves. But, just to let you know, that 
what goes on in the caves stays in the caves.” He winked at me 
and raised his glass.

I wondered what exactly went on at these parties that needed 
to stay so secret. Could Marong know about the drugs? I didn’t 
have long to think about it.

“Come on.” Genevieve grabbed hold of me and Sarah and 
moved us towards the dancefloor.

“I might need a few more drinks before I’m ready for that.” I 
watched the dancers writhing backwards and forwards with a 
rhythm I could never copy.

A gremlin with a white blond mohawk grabbed me around 
the waist and twirled me onto the dance floor. “Come on, 
beautiful, let me show you how a gremlin does things.”

I was about to protest but then saw Genevieve and Sarah had 
already gotten themselves gremlin partners. So, I decided to relax, 
grinned at my new dance partner, and let him lead me in a bizarre 
and complicated routine around the dancefloor. I probably 
tripped over my feet more often than normal, but I had to admit 
it was a lot of fun. It also took my mind off the shaky feelings that 
intermittently ran through my body.
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Despite the fun I was having, Jacold was restless, and kept 
flashing me more unpleasant decay smells.

“I’m Larry,” said my dance partner as he shimmied around 
me.

I focused my attention back on him. “That’s an unusual 
gremlin name.”

“Believe me, my real name is something even I struggle to 
pronounce at times. Larry is just easier.”

“Works for me. I’m Macie.”
“First gremlin party?” Larry’s fingers brushed over my arms, 

and my skin prickled.
“Is it that obvious?”
Larry grinned. “I don’t recognise you from any of our other 

parties.”
“A friend invited me,” I said. “I’m looking forward to 

experiencing all things Gremlin.”
Larry paused for a second, his gaze running over me. “Is that 

so?”
I laughed. “Well, maybe not everything.”
“You like to party?” His hands stroked my arm again, this 

time, more firmly. My flesh itched and then heated up where 
Larry touched me.

I moved out of his grip, startled by the sensations. “Who 
doesn’t?”

Larry grabbed hold of my hand. “Come with me, I’ve got 
something you might like.”

We threaded through the dancefloor to the back of the cave, 
and through a low door, cut through the rock. I checked to see 
where Genevieve and Sarah were, but they looked safe enough on 
the dance floor.

“Where are we going?” I asked.
“You say you like to party,” said Larry. “I’ve got something 

you are going to love.”
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Two gremlins stood outside the entrance of the room. “It’s 
fine, she won’t be a problem,” said Larry to them, as they gave me 
the once over.

We stepped into a small, dark room. There were a few candles 
dotted about, a couple of couches and some multi-colored rugs 
on the floor.

Despite going into a room with a virtual stranger, I felt 
ridiculously calm, as if this wasn't the first time I'd done it.

Three glazed eyed gremlins sat in the room, relaxing against 
the rough stone walls.

“From the shakes you had on the dance floor, this could be 
just what you need.” Larry gestured to one of the couches and 
then passed me a bowl.

I slowly sat down. “I wasn’t shaking.”
Larry shrugged. “I only had to touch your skin to know what 

you needed. We don’t judge. Everyone gets their kicks where they 
can. I knew you were already into this.”

I looked into the bowl Larry had passed me. There were small 
balls of what looked like dried herbs inside.

“Try it,” said Larry as he took a ball out and popped it into his 
mouth. “This stuff is incredible.”

My stomach tightened and I felt Jacold’s panic flare up. No, it 
wasn’t panic, it was desire. A sense of urgency filled me as I 
struggled to contain him.

“Everything okay?” asked Larry as he sank down next to me 
on the couch.

“I’m just...not feeling too good.” I squeezed my eyes shut, as 
my hand inched towards the bowl. This was madness, I didn’t do 
drugs.

“What’s in that bowl will make you feel better,” said Larry.
My teeth stuck to the inside of my mouth. Jacold was filling 

me with conflicting thoughts, and I fought against them.
“Your skin is glowing green,” said Larry. He laughed. “I can’t 

decide if you really are glowing or it's the happy ball I just took.”
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My hand was raised to my mouth, a ball of herbs by my lips. 
“Did you know Jacold Broomwick?”

Larry’s head moved up from his chest. “Sure, poor guy.”
“Was he sick before he died?” The ball of herbs rested on my 

tongue.
“Don’t think so,” said Larry. “From what I’ve heard, he 

seemed to lose interest in life, go from wired to exhausted in 
seconds.”

“His behavior changed just before he died?” The ball of herbs 
dissolved on my tongue, and for a few seconds my mouth went 
numb.

“Yeah, I guess it did. Usually, he was always there with a joke, 
ready to try to drink you under the table and have his way with as 
many pretty girls as he could.” Larry winked at me. “He would 
definitely have liked you.”

“I think he does like me,” I said, looking down at my green 
skin.

“You knew Jacold?”
I laughed as my body grew warm and the lights started 

spinning. “I do.” I couldn’t keep my thoughts together. The 
shakes had finally stopped. For the first time since I’d taken on 
Jacold’s energy, I felt good.

“He was a great guy,” said Larry.
“You came here together? To take these...herbs?”
“No, he wasn’t into all this,” said Larry.
I struggled to connect the thoughts in my head. “No big fights 

recently?”
“No, maybe with his brother, but they were basically sound. 

Siblings always fight.”
“It’s so odd.” I couldn’t work out if I was saying this about 

Jacold’s death or whatever I’d put in my mouth.
Larry nodded. “He was one of the unlucky ones.”
“Guess so,” I said. My eyes rolled back in my head. 



Chapter 7

My head snapped up. The room was quiet, the candles still alight. 
The gremlins were still in there, Larry on his side in one corner of 
the room. I checked my purse and clothing. All intact and where 
they should be.

I stood up, feeling a little unsteady, but my head was clear and 
the sweats were gone. I looked inside the bowl Larry had given 
me, but there were no strange herb balls left. I stalked out of the 
room, brushing past the gremlins who guarded the exit.

I found the bathroom and splashed water onto my face. My 
makeup was smudged, my mascara giving me panda eyes. My 
green hair was now stuck to my skin, making it look even darker. 
I pulled it off my face and tried to get most of it pinned back up.

Sarah hurried in behind me. “Wondered what happened to 
you. You vanished from the dance floor. The gremlin I’m 
dancing with is an amazing mover. Although he’s a bit handsy.”

I raised my eyebrows and glanced around to make sure we 
were alone. “Mine just drugged me.”

Sarah opened her mouth and then snapped it shut. “You’re 
kidding?”

“No. And from the way Jacold reacted, it wasn’t the first time 
he’d used. Our client is an addict.”

“How are you feeling?” Sarah looked me over. “It doesn’t 
seem to have done you any harm.”

I turned back to my own reflection and peered harder at my 
skin. “I actually feel great.”

“Are you sparkling?” Sarah grabbed hold of my arm. “It looks 
like you have tiny green sparkly particles lodged into your skin. 
What exactly did you take?”
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I dropped my arm and shook my head. “No clue, but it has 
made Jacold calm and happy. We need to find out what’s going 
on with this drug.”

“It’s not in their culture to use drugs,” said Sarah. “Gremlins 
smoke a plant similar to tobacco. And then there’s the alcohol, 
but I’ve never come across an actual drug they manufacture.”

“Maybe our party host could help me out with this puzzle.” I 
followed Sarah back along the passageway into the main dance 
hall.

"Be careful, Macie," warned Sarah. "Don't go upsetting our 
host."

Before I could reply, she was hoisted off her feet and back 
onto the dance floor.

I wasn't planning on upsetting anyone, but I was curious 
about what Marong might know. I grabbed a drink and walked 
over to him. “This is quite a party.”

“Thank you. I am always happy to have beautiful women 
attend parties,” said Marong. “You have made lovely additions to 
this evening, and Genevieve is always welcome here.”

I nodded and sipped my drink.
“And how is Jacold enjoying himself?” asked Marong. “He 

always did enjoy these gatherings when he was alive. Is he able to 
sense where he is?”

“He is, and I think he’s having a great time.” I held out my 
hand and watched the sparkle run across my skin. “All sorts of 
tricks are happening it would seem.”

Marong let out a deep laugh. “Yes, he was a decent gremlin. I 
know he is missed.”

I looked over at Marong who was surveying the crowd in 
front of us as if checking everyone was enjoying themselves. “Do 
you mind me asking how well you knew him?”

Marong smiled, his gaze remaining forward. “He worked for 
one of the clean-up companies I own. I never heard anything 
particularly bad about him.”
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“But you heard some things that weren’t totally positive?”
Marong turned to face me, his yellow eyes narrowing as he 

studied me. “We tend not to share information with outsiders. 
Especially not when it is in regards to someone we have lost.”

I took a deep breath. “What about the drugs?”
Marong frowned. “Explain.”
“Jacold seems to be a user of something that has been giving 

me interesting symptoms.”
Marong's eyebrows shot up. “You feel what the supernatural 

you are hosting does?”
“Hosting a supernatural energy can reveal a lot about a client.” 

I glanced to the back of the cave. “You allow drugs at these 
parties?”

“No, drugs are forbidden. They cause too much trouble.”
“Jacold thinks otherwise.” 
Marong raised himself up to his full height. “You are 

suggesting something deeply troubling. I need proof.”
I looked to the back of the cave again. Could Marong really 

not know what was going on at his own party? There were 
hundreds of guests here, it was possible.

Marong placed a hand on my arm. “What do you know?”
“It’s more what Jacold has experienced since I’ve been hosting 

him. He’s not well. As if he’s withdrawing from something 
addictive.”

He leaned in close. “What I am about to disclose must remain 
between us.”

I nodded. “I won’t tell anyone.”
“I have had some disturbing reports of a substance filtering 

through our community.”
“What are the effects of this substance?”
“It is new, so I am not entirely sure. But I have seen 

individuals with aches, sweats, and changes in behavior. I must 
admit, this is concerning. We are a hardy species, not prone to 
illness or disease. When something like this occurs, it makes me 
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fearful that someone is deliberately targeting us, trying to weaken 
our community.”

I thought back to the discovery Colin had made. “You have 
had gremlins die because of this drug?"

Marong paused. "I cannot confirm that, but we have had some 
unexpected deaths recently."

"Someone could be manufacturing a drug to destroy 
Gremlins?” It wasn't impossible, but it would need resources and 
a secure site to create the drugs. A site just like the warehouse 
Jacold had led me to recently.

Marong looked around the cave before focusing back on me. 
“I have obtained a tiny sample and had it tested.”

“And what did it show you?”
“The drug has a man-made element to it,” said Marong.
I twisted my fingers around a loose strand of my hair. Sadly, I 

wasn’t shocked by this. Since the supernatural unveiling a decade 
ago, humans were slowly gaining acceptance that supernaturals 
should be a part of any community. There was still a number, 
however, who wanted to hunt down every supernatural and wipe 
them out. It was not much of a stretch of the imagination to 
discover that humans were creating drugs to control or kill off 
supernaturals.

“I’m not sure that fits with my own experience.” The herbs 
Larry had given me seemed natural looking, although I couldn’t 
be certain what they’d been cut with.

Marong's gaze ran over me and his top lip curled up. “You 
have tried this drug?”

I nodded. “You have guests using.”
Marong’s eyes widened. “Who is the supplier?”
“I didn’t recognise the others in the room, but I was taken 

there by my dance partner, Larry.”
Marong’s eyes narrowed. “Larry? The gremlin with the blond 

Mohican?”
“That’s the one.”
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Marong frowned. “He is not welcome at these parties.”
“Because of the drugs?”
“Because he was sacked from my company months ago. He is 

not reliable.”
“You might like to improve door security, then,” I said. “He 

gave me some sort of herb ball. It definitely made Jacold feel 
better.”

Marong hesitated. “No, Larry isn’t smart enough to be 
involved in something like that. He would need money, 
resources, and other people to work with. You must be 
mistaken.”

I shook my head, I knew what I’d experienced. “Have you 
reported this to the police? If it is a human interfering with your 
community they can put them behind bars.”

“Macie, it is our community. Therefore, it is our problem to 
deal with. While we do collaborate with your human police force, 
the final decision on justice and retribution will ultimately be 
ours.”

“We need more proof before you go hunting down a scape 
goat,” I said. “I agree, if this is happening then we need to stop it. 
But don’t go attacking people until you know for sure.”

“Trust me, we are not a species that goes out and attacks 
without good reason.” Marong’s hand tightened on my arm. 
“Find me more proof, I need to know what is happening.”

“I don't work for you.”
Marong sucked in air, his fingers relaxed on my arm. “You are 

right. My apologies. I would appreciate it if you could make some 
discreet enquiries, and see if you can find out anything else about 
this substance. I cannot allow it to remain available if it is so 
harmful.”

I nodded. I could do that. “I'll see what I can find out.” I 
rubbed my fingers across my forehead. Who would want to 
introduce a dangerous drug to the Gremlins? Man-made or 
Gremlin-made, I needed to find out.



Chapter 8

I rolled over, pushing my tangled hair out of my face. I sat up 
slowly, my head pounding. I was home, laying on top of my bed, 
still dressed in last night’s clothing.

I attempted to smooth my hair down as I recalled the party. 
After speaking to Marong, I’d done several circuits of the cave, 
trying to find Larry. When that hadn’t succeeded, I’d spent the 
rest of the night talking to other gremlins, trying to get any useful 
information about the new drug. I’d found out nothing new, 
although a number of gremlins showed concern about Jacold’s 
death and wished him well.

Talking involved drinking, and I’d had way too much. We’d 
stayed until dawn, and I’d pretty much passed out when I’d 
gotten back to my room.

I peeled my dress off, wrapped myself in a robe and shuffled 
along to the bathroom. One long shower later and I finally felt a 
little more normal. 

There was no change in my appearance, but the green was 
cool. I rubbed myself dry, grabbed a hairdryer and attempted to 
make a hairstyle out of my newly green locks.

“Are you awake?” a weak sounding Sarah called up the stairs.
“In the bathroom.” I vaguely remembered Sarah crashing on 

the couch down in the office when we got back from the party.
A few minutes later, she appeared in the doorway. “I don’t feel 

too good.” Sarah's hair was a scruffy mess around her head, 
lipstick smudged and shoes missing.

“You’re not the only one. Too much Gremlin booze.”
“I overdid the dancing.” Sarah lifted one foot off the ground. 

“I lost my shoes.”
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“So much for Gremlin alcohol not giving you a hangover.”
“The magic in the cave may also have gotten to us,” said Sarah. 

“They’re powerful little critters.” She placed her foot down and 
steadied herself against the doorframe.

I pulled my hair into a rough ponytail. The style would have 
to wait. “Is Jacold’s brother coming in today?”

“He’ll be here at noon.”
“Great. I can pass on Jacold’s power today.” I went downstairs 

with Sarah and we shuffled towards the kitchen like a pair of old 
ladies. “I need a large mug of tea before I do anything.”

“Me too.” Sarah sat at the kitchen table. “I’d like to know 
what we had to drink last night. It feels toxic today.”

“I blame Genevieve.” I filled the kettle and switched it on. 
“She told us it was harmless.”

“Maybe we’re just not used to it,” said Sarah. “It didn’t seem 
to bother her.”

I made the tea and handed Sarah a mug. “Marong revealed 
there is something nasty doing the rounds. He thinks humans are 
involved.”

Sarah wrapped her hands around the mug. “What do you 
think?”

“Could be, but I need more information before I go pointing 
the finger at anyone. Whatever was in that drug I had last night 
has helped Jacold. He's now completely chilled out.”

“Well, that will help you when you do the transfer,” said 
Sarah.

I nodded. “Any news from dad?”
“Nothing on the machine or by email,” said Sarah. “I always 

take his silence as good news. He only calls in an emergency. 
Besides, Walter has Damien with him, and he’ll help him out if 
he gets into any trouble.”

I sipped my tea, the caffeine slowly melting away some of the 
fuzziness in my mind. Dad's silence bothered me.
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“I’ve got the paperwork ready for Jacold’s power transfer. It’s 
in the office,” said Sarah.

I took another drink of tea, finally feeling a little more able to 
face the day. “I'll go take a look.”

“I'm just going to freshen up if that's okay?” Sarah looked 
down at the borrowed dress she wore.

“Sure, take your time.”
Half an hour later, we were settled at our desks, and Sarah 

handed me the forms to be signed by Tham Broomwick once 
he’d received and accepted, his brother’s powers.

I placed the paperwork on my desk, ready for Tham’s visit and 
leaned back in my seat. If I closed my eyes, I might be able to 
sleep in this chair.

“There was a message from Arnie on the answering machine 
about a missing werewolf,” said Sarah. “I’ve checked the files, and 
he has a will with us. If he turns up dead we’ll need to handle him 
next. The power needs transferring no later than five days from 
death.”

I opened my eyes and shrank into my seat. A badly behaving 
gremlin I could just about handle, but I’d never taken on a 
werewolf’s powers. Even dad struggled with those. “Let’s hope 
he’s still alive. Dad’s got enough to deal with.”

“I know what you mean,” said Sarah. “He needs a full-time 
partner.” She raised her eyebrows and looked at me.

“I am trying.  And I can do simple power transfers.” I pointed 
to myself. “Gremlin on board remember?”

“I know,” said Sarah. “And I also know that Walter keeps you 
a bit more shielded than he should. We both worry about him, 
though. I think we’d like to see him safe and give up the job 
completely.”

“We know that’s never going to happen. Heir hunting is in 
his blood, and therefore, I guess it’s in mine as well.”
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Sarah nodded. “Well, since that's the case, you’ve got just over 
two hours until Tham arrives. Get something to eat so you have 
enough energy to do the power transfer easily.”

I grinned at her. “Yes, mom.”
“I’m not mothering you, but I know how dodgy your abilities 

get if you’re on a sugar low. I always nag Walter about eating 
enough so he doesn't burn out after doing a power transfer. Since 
he's not here, I'll have to nag you instead.”

“We’ve got some cereal in the cupboard. I could manage that.”
Sarah’s eyes brightened. “Is there any spare?”
I shook my head and laughed. “I’ll see what I can scrounge up 

for you. There might be some stale bread I can toast.”
“You are so mean,” muttered Sarah as I walked into the 

kitchen.
I filled two bowls almost to the top with granola and covered 

them in milk. I’d never short change Sarah.
I returned to the office and we sat and munched our way 

through the granola. I definitely felt better after eating and 
worked with Sarah for the next hour to prioritise case files for 
when dad returned.

Promptly at noon, the office intercom buzzed, and I checked 
who it was on the external cameras, before opening the door. A 
thick set gremlin stood in front of me. “I am here to receive my 
brother’s last request.”

“You must be Tham,” I said. “I’m Macie Thackery.” Jacold's 
energy instantly flowed through me. He must recognise his 
brother.

“Yes. Thank you for seeing me so swiftly,” said Tham. We 
shook hands, and I spotted an unusual tattoo on his right hand. 
It looked like a small spear with three black circles over the top.

“Not a problem.” I noticed Tham’s lips quirking as he took in 
my green appearance.

“Apparently, green is a very on color trend,” said Tham as he 
gestured to my green skin.
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“My inner fashion guru agrees.” I stepped to one side. “Come 
in.” I opened the door wider and let Tham inside. He wore a long 
black jacket, black pants, and boots. He paused and surveyed the 
office space.

Jacold's energy still flowed through me; he was panicked.
Sarah stood up and introduced herself to Tham. “Can I get 

you anything to drink?”
“No, thank you.” Tham sat in the chair I offered him and I 

returned to my own behind the desk, while Sarah continued with 
her work.

“Are you aware of what we do at Heir Hunters?” I asked 
Tham.

“Yes, I know what you do,” said Tham. “Your assistant 
outlined the details when we spoke on the phone.” He glanced 
over at Sarah. “I understand it is fairly simple. You need to make 
physical contact with me, and then I get my brother’s abilities.”

“Essentially that’s it. Jacold permitted me to host his abilities 
temporarily so that I may transfer them to you.”

Tham’s head dropped. “It is such a tragedy that he died so 
young. Our line of the family is particularly long-lived within the 
Gremlin community. We are proud of that fact.”

“It is always sad to lose a loved one.”
Tham looked up. “Yes, he was a good guy.”
“Before we go any further, I need to do a standard ID check, 

to confirm your identity. Then we can proceed with carrying out 
your brother’s request.”

Tham nodded and handed over a photo ID.
“You mentioned your family is particularly long-lived. Do you 

think your brother’s death was unusual?” I asked as I returned 
Tham’s ID.

“Most certainly.” Tham shifted in his seat.
I leaned forward, curious to know if Tham had any 

knowledge about the drugs that may have been involved in his 
brother’s death. “When I host a supernatural, I sometimes sense 
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their emotions. Your brother has not been settled in his time 
with me.”

Tham's lip curled up a fraction. “Most likely he finds being 
hosted by a human female strange.”

I ignored the comment. “His illness appears to have remained 
with him. It felt almost as if he were having symptoms of 
withdrawal. Do you know if he was taking any medication?”

“No.” Tham's bright yellow eyes regarded me carefully. “You 
seem to have some doubt. Is there something you know?”

My stomach gave a worrying lurch and I felt my upper lip 
break out in a sweat. “I was concerned about my client. I am sure 
you would want to know if his death was at all suspect.”

Tham frowned. “Suspect? What are you suggesting?”
I noticed Sarah glaring at me. I knew I was treading a fine line. 

“I don’t believe I’m suggesting anything for definite. But your 
brother appeared unwell. Maybe he used some kind of 
stimulant?”

Tham raised his hands. “Stimulants? No, that definitely 
wasn’t Jacold. He was clean living, even used to go to the gym, 
which is something we teased him about mercilessly.”

I shuffled the papers in front of me, trying to ignore the 
fluttering panic in my chest Jacold was creating. “It may simply 
be that your brother was really unfortunate and died young. It 
happens in all communities, even human ones.”

“Yes, you are an extremely fragile species.” Tham gave a 
dismissive wave of his hand. “Shall we proceed?”

“Of course.” I handed over some paperwork. After reading 
through it, Tham signed it without comment and handed it back 
to me. 

“Now what?” he asked.
“I make contact with you and evoke my heir hunting ability,” 

I said. “It won’t hurt, it may feel warm or tingly, but you 
shouldn’t be in any pain. If you feel anything strange, let me 
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know, and we can stop the power transfer and investigate the 
problem.”

“That sounds simple enough,” said Tham. “My brother was 
not the strongest of gremlins, but I will appreciate any enhanced 
abilities he can give me through this transfer.”

“Were you close?” From the way Tham was acting, he didn’t 
seem that cut up about losing Jacold.

“He was my younger brother.” Tham dipped his head down 
again. “I miss him.”

It wasn’t quite the tearful goodbye I sometimes experienced 
when passing on an ability, but maybe Gremlins held back their 
grief. “I am sorry for your loss. But take comfort that your 
brother is giving you something he valued, in the hope that it 
might make your life better.”

Tham raised his head and nodded. “You are right, of course, 
and I do deeply appreciate what he has done for me. It is kind of 
him to remember me like this.”

I moved around to the other side of the desk and sat next to 
Tham. “If you’re happy to, we can do the power transfer here. 
Or, if you would like some privacy, we do have a separate room.”

Tham glanced at Sarah. “No, if nothing dramatic is to happen, 
I’m happy to undertake the transfer here.”

I held out my hands to Tham and gently took hold of his. 
“Are you ready?” I didn’t feel ready, my stomach was doing 
somersaults. This was not just because of my late night. Jacold 
was acting up.

Tham nodded and sat up straighter.
I took a deep breath and let down the barriers holding back 

Jacold. “By the powers vested in me by Heir Hunters, I bequeath 
you Jacold Broomwick’s abilities.”

I waited for the familiar tickle of warm energy to trace along 
my arms. Nothing happened.

I tried again, taking a few seconds to relax.
“Is there a problem?” asked Tham.
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I gave a small nod. “It would seem Jacold is reluctant to leave.”
“Is this usual? Maybe your ability is not working.”
I gritted my teeth. “My ability is fine. Jacold doesn’t want to 

leave.”
“Macie, can I assist?” asked Sarah. She stood up from her desk 

and approached me, a look of concern on her face.
I raised one hand and waved her away. “Our client has 

decided to stay, for now.” A supernatural could not remain 
within me for a long period of time, but from the pulses of fear 
Jacold kept shooting through me, I realised he no longer wanted 
to transfer his abilities to his brother. I wasn’t going to force him, 
it would hurt me and damage what was left of Jacold.

I dropped my hold on Tham’s hand. “I am sorry, but the 
transfer will need to be rescheduled.”

“Is this a joke?” Tham frowned. “I want my brother’s 
abilities.”

“Maybe you are right and it is my ability that is unstable.” I 
returned to my seat behind the desk. “We will need to reschedule 
for some time next week. I need time to recover.”

“Recover from what?” snapped Tham.
“I’ve had the flu recently, which could be affecting my 

abilities.” It was almost the truth, I'd definitely been having flu-
like symptoms thanks to Jacold.

Tham sighed. “If I had known you were unwell, I would not 
have wasted my time visiting your office.”

“I am sorry for that. I thought I would be able to complete the 
transfer. Please, see Sarah and she will arrange for a time that is 
convenient for you to return. Or, I could visit you if that would 
be easier.”

Tham grumbled as he stomped over to Sarah’s desk, before 
leaving the office, shooting me a cold glare as he did so.

I really needed to work on my client skills, but Tham had 
unnerved me and I was glad I’d not been able to give over the 
powers to him.
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I sat back in my seat, the feelings of panic receding as Jacold 
calmed down.

“What just happened?” asked Sarah.
“Jacold didn’t want to transfer to his brother.”
“But it’s in his will. It was his last request. Why has he 

changed his mind?”
I ran a hand through my hair. “I don’t know. Maybe he fell 

out with Tham just before he died.”
“What were you digging for?” asked Sarah. “Sounded to me 

like you wanted something out of Tham?”
“Not certain what I was hoping to get. I wondered if Tham 

might know about those strange symptoms Jacold had.”
“Do you think Tham was involved in Jacold’s death?”
“No, well, I’ve got nothing to prove that.” I sighed. “Did 

Tham seem a little... shifty to you?”
“He didn’t seem too sad about losing a brother. Maybe he was 

hiding something from you?”
“From the way Jacold just reacted, it seems likely Tham wasn't 

being completely honest. But why? What might Jacold have done 
to make his own brother want to kill him?”

We both looked up as the buzzer on the office door 
announced a visitor.

“We’re not expecting a client?” I asked Sarah as I stood up and 
checked the cameras.

Sarah did a brief check of her online calendar. “We have no 
one booked in.”
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I bounced on my toes as I recognized the person outside. 
“Don’t worry, I know who it is.”  I hurried to the door and 
unlocked it.

My boyfriend, Jamie, stood outside, a grin on his face.
I flung my arms around him. “I didn’t know you were in 

town.” He looked great in a pristine white shirt, black jacket and 
fitted dark jeans. His blond hair was pushed off his face, and he 
had just a hint of stubble.

Jamie extricated himself from my hug and took a couple of 
steps back, his smile fading. “Hate to break this to you, gorgeous, 
but did you know you’re green?” His gaze ran over me.

I blushed. In my haste to greet him, I’d completely forgotten 
about my current change of color. “Just a side-effect of my latest 
job.” I grabbed hold of Jamie's hand and we walked back into the 
office. "What brings you here?"

“I had some meetings nearby and thought I’d surprise you.” 
He continued to peer at my green hair and skin.

Sarah waved at Jamie. “I’ll just go and see to something in the 
kitchen.” She discreetly sidled out of the office, leaving us alone.

I pulled him over to the couch, and we sat down. “You should 
have said you were going to be around. I could have taken time 
off work, and we could have gone out somewhere.”

“That’s very sweet of you, but I can’t stop.” His gaze 
continued to run over me. “I’m really not sure about this green 
thing.”

“You’ll get used to it soon enough.”
“I’d better not have to,” Jamie said. “Remember I’ve got an 

important business dinner in two weeks’ time, and wanted you 
on my arm so I could show you off to everybody.”

I tried the best I could to mask my grimace. Office functions 
were never my idea of a good time, and I really didn’t fancy being 
shown off as anyone’s trophy. I’d never had trophy wife listed on 
my top ten things to achieve. But I’d agreed to attend to keep 
Jamie happy.
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“You are definitely going to be back to an ordinary color by 
then?” he asked.

“I’m sure it will change back soon.”
“You don’t know when you’re going to get back to normal?”
“For some supernaturals green is normal,” I said.
“Yes, but you’re not one of them.” Jamie tilted his head to one 

side.
“I’m starting to like it.” I felt my irritation rising.
“If you stay this color, I’m definitely not taking you to the 

dinner.”
That seemed like one more reason to remain green, not 

having to attend his stupid work’s function, and play the dutiful 
girlfriend in front of a bunch of stuffed shirts.

I took a deep breath and tried to relax. “I’ll get the Gremlin 
magic removed. Just need to close the case.”

Jamie grumbled and sat back on the couch, his arms resting 
along the back. “Well, so long as you get yourself sorted out in 
time for the dinner.”

I sighed and rested back on his arm. Jamie always had a streak 
of arrogance. But ever since he’d gotten his new job supporting 
the district attorney, it had shot up tenfold and was sometimes 
on the wrong side, making him callous and cold. We needed to 
spend more time together. I could shake him out of his latest 
round of arrogance and bring him back to the fun loving guy I’d 
met two years ago, who had shared a joke about the dry humping 
behavior of werewolves.

“How’s business going?” Jamie twirled a strand of my green 
hair around one finger before dropping it.

“Crazy busy as always,” I said. “Dad is away at the moment on 
a tricky case with Damien.”

“Still not staked the vampire?” said Jamie. “Is he still leering 
after you?”

I laughed. “No more than usual. I can handle Damien.”
“He’d like to handle you.”
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“That’s gross,” I said, well aware that the two of them had 
never gotten along. “Do you want to go somewhere and grab a 
tea?”

“No, I need to get going to my next business meeting. I was 
going to take you out for some food this evening.” His gaze ran 
over me again. “But maybe we should save that for another time.”

“No way! You’ve come all this way. You can’t drop in for five 
minutes and then leave. Ignore the color of my skin, other people 
will. Let’s go out tonight.”

“I don’t know. It’s kind of nasty.”
“I’m nasty!”
Jamie shrugged. “If you can get your skin sorted by tonight, 

maybe I can take you out.”
I sat forward. “Don’t do me any favors.”
Jamie chuckled and squeezed my knee. “I have to get a few 

pictures of this to put up online. My buddies back home won’t 
believe what I’m currently dating.”

I shoved his phone down. “I’m not a what. And what do you 
mean by currently dating?”

“Come on, babe, I’m joking with you. They never believe 
what business you really do. These pictures will provide them 
with some proof.” Jamie grinned. “My girlfriend is super freaky.”

I jumped off the couch. “You’re unbelievable. You come all 
this way without telling me you’re in town. You don’t want to 
spend any time together, and then you make fun of me because of 
the work I do, and take pictures so that you can ridicule me in 
front of your new buddies.” 

“Relax, it’s just a bit of fun.”
I glowered at him. “You’ve changed.”
“I’m just adapting to my new situation.” Jamie lowered his 

phone. “If you came and spent more time with me you’d see how 
much fun it is out there. Maybe then you’d realise going green for 
a job really isn’t worth it.”
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I sank back on to the couch. We hadn’t been spending much 
time together, and although we talked on the phone, it wasn’t the 
same thing. Maybe I did need to do less work around here and go 
and visit Jamie more often.

“We could always go away on holiday together.” We’d never 
done that, not in any official way if you discounted the occasional 
dirty weekend.

“We could do.” Jamie scratched his head. “Although getting 
time off work could be tricky. You need to be seen putting in the 
hours if there’s any hope of promotion.”

I nodded, knowing how difficult it could be to drop things 
when you were busy. I was the same. “We’ve not talked much 
about moving in together. Before you left, we were looking at 
apartments to rent.”

“No, we’ve definitely not done that lately.” Jamie’s voice went 
up an octave.

“It is something you’d still like to do?”
He ran a hand through his blond hair. “Maybe, but I’m in a 

tiny apartment right now, and will be until I get my next 
promotion. And you know that property is ridiculously 
expensive.”

“I don’t mind if the apartment is small,” I said. “It’s just the 
two of us after all.”

“But I entertain a lot,” said Jamie. “And besides, you have this 
place. You’d never leave your old man to all the supernatural 
death.”

I chewed on my bottom lip. He was right about that. I’d have 
a really hard time leaving dad to run Heir Hunters on his own.

This was getting awkward, and I could feel my anger rising. So 
far, I was the one making suggestions as to how we could see 
more of each other and Jamie was avoiding all the options.

I decided to give it one last shot. “Why don’t you go to your 
business meeting and we can meet up later here? We could 
always get a takeout and hang out together like we used to.”
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Jamie sighed and stood up. “Maybe. I’ll give you a call and let 
you know how things have gone in the meeting. I’ve got to get 
home before midnight, so it would have to be an early dinner.”

“Try to get back if you can.” I walked Jamie to the main door 
and unlocked it. If we were to make this long-distance 
relationship work, we needed to try harder.

“Babe, you know I’ll do my best.” He kissed my cheek, before 
walking over to his flash looking two-seater soft top and sliding 
in. Jamie raised a hand as he drove out of the parking lot, leaving 
me standing in the dust his wheels had kicked up.

It was only as I locked the office door and walked back to my 
desk, that I realized Jamie hadn’t properly kissed me. The whole 
time we had been talking, he’d made no attempt to be romantic. 
The kiss on the cheek had been more like something a brother 
would give me. I felt a headache begin behind my eyes. This 
relationship needed some serious work before it went critical.



Chapter 10

Jamie didn’t come back that evening. Despite calling him a 
couple of times, I got no response. And as I watched the clock 
tick towards midnight, I knew I wouldn’t be seeing him again any 
time soon.

I looked down at my green skin and cursed. Had it really been 
this that had tipped him over the edge? Was he so fickle that the 
fact I looked a little different meant that he had now gone off 
me? If that was so, then I was glad Jamie hadn’t come back for 
dinner. He was behaving like an ass hat.

At midnight, I’d given up all attempts to try to work and gone 
to bed. Jamie would need to do a lot of explaining before I was 
happy to see him again. The fact that his life was changing and 
mine wasn’t, definitely put a spoke in our relationship, but I 
hadn’t realized it was so seriously out of whack until today. He 
was moving on and I wasn’t. This needed resolving and quickly.

The next morning, Sarah arrived early, carrying two fruit 
smoothies.

“Do you want to talk about it?” She handed me a smoothie. 
Sarah had left early yesterday for a doctor’s appointment, and we 
hadn’t had time to discuss my unfortunate encounter with my 
idiot boyfriend.

I slurped up some smoothie. “Jamie is getting bored of me.”
Sarah sat at her desk. “There is nothing boring about you.”
I gave her a summary of my conversation with Jamie.
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“I don’t know Jamie all that well, but he sounds out of order 
to me,” said Sarah.

I twisted my mouth. “He’s different, I’m probably different 
too. I used to love the whole scene that he followed, the parties 
and the fancy clubs. It seemed like fun at the time.”

“And now?” asked Sarah.
I sighed and leaned back in my seat. Since Jamie had left, I’d 

gotten more involved in Heir Hunters and moved away from the 
party scene we used to frequent. It had definitely made me grow 
up, seeing just how complicated the work could be, and the risks 
dad took. 

“Now, I think he’s the one that needs to change,” I said. “He’s 
so obsessed with having the latest gadgets and moving up the 
corporate ladder. He never used to be like that. Jamie has always 
been ambitious, but this is different. This is all he seems to care 
about now. Even more than me. Definitely more than our 
relationship.”

“Maybe he was just in shock because of, well, you know the 
color of your skin and hair,” said Sarah.

“Oh, he was definitely in shock all right,” I said. “He even 
decided I wasn’t good enough to take out with him.”

Sarah frowned. “That’s definitely not nice. Has he called you 
to say sorry? Maybe he was having a bad day and took it out on 
you.”

I shrank back into my seat. “No, and I’ve left messages asking 
what happened last night. I’m not going to try any more, it’s 
making me look needy and pathetic.”

“You are neither of those things.” Sarah looked over at me and 
adjusted her glasses. “He just seems to...”

“Go on, what does he seem to do to me?” I pulled myself 
upright.

“Well, he just seems to have this knack of making you think 
you’re not good enough. He can be a jerk.”
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I finished my smoothie, wishing it was a doughnut. “I do find 
myself getting so frustrated when I’m around him. He doesn’t 
always bring the best out in me.”

“Has it always been like that?” asked Sarah.
“No, only recently it’s become an issue.” I held a green hand 

out in front of me and inspected it. “He would have found my 
green skin and hair amusing when we first got together. In fact, 
he found the whole Heir Hunters gig exciting and was always 
asking me about cases and supernaturals. He’s got a cousin who’s 
a minor witch. Jamie always used to brag about it and said we’d 
have to meet some time. He seemed cool about the whole 
supernatural thing, but maybe now his interests are changing, 
and werewolves and ghouls don’t fit quite so well with our 
future.”

“Maybe you could get your skin color shifted and then visit 
Jamie?" 

I shrugged. "We tried your magic and it didn't alter the way I 
look."

"How about Marong? You seemed to get on well last night. 
Maybe he can assist you. It’s Gremlin magic at work, so it might 
be a little of their abilities you need to help you out.”

“That’s not a bad idea. But it’s too late to see Jamie now. He’s 
already driven back to his tiny apartment to be with his tiny 
brained friends and his tiny, dumb sports car.” I dropped my 
hand down. “Maybe I should just leave him alone.”

“You’ve been together awhile,” said Sarah. “Are you ready to 
let it go because of a small fight?”

I let out a groan. “Maybe he’s got someone else. Some 
sophisticated woman who wears pencil skirts and is as career 
hungry as him.”

Sarah looked down at her own pencil skirt. “Give Jamie a day 
to get settled and then call him and fix a proper date. Just you 
and him and no excess baggage.”
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“You’re right.” As I finally dragged my thoughts away from 
Jamie, the idea of visiting Marong was a decent one. It would give 
me a chance to talk to him about the drug problem, and maybe 
help me figure out how to fix whatever was wrong with Jacold so 
that I could pass him on safely. 

Sarah turned to her computer screen. “I’d better get cracking 
on these case files or our dead clients might come back and haunt 
us.”

“Could you check Jacold’s will to see who is next in line for 
his abilities?” I asked. If he was dead set against giving over his 
power to Tham, I’d need someone else to gift them to.

“Okay. But do you really think he’s not going to pass them to 
his brother?”

“It doesn't seem likely, and I don’t want to force the transfer if 
Jacold really doesn’t want to do it." I stood up and pulled on my 
new cowboy boots. "I’m going to spend some time communing 
with my inner gremlin and see if I can figure out what he really 
wants to do."

“Sure thing, boss,” said Sarah. "I'll get the file ready for you."
I was only the boss until dad got back, then he was welcome to 

take control again. Being in charge of Heir Hunters was 
exhausting, especially when hosting a supernatural with a habit.

“One other thing. Could you have a look at some CCTV 
footage for me?” I asked.

Sarah pushed her glasses up her nose. “Who am I hacking?”
“The party footage. I spotted cameras around the cave when 

we were in there, and have a hunch about the drugs being used.” 
Sarah had all the illegal tools needed to get me what I wanted.

Sarah swivelled back to face me. “Do you know what you’re 
doing?”

“Not usually, but I want to check this out. If I’m wrong, no 
one needs to know we snooped in on the party footage, and I’ll 
just have to keep on searching for the reason Jacold keeps being 
so freaked out on me.”
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“You’ll figure it out,” said Sarah.
I wish I had her faith. “I’m going to GRE Enterprises. Marong 

should be there during the day.”
“Want me to call ahead so that Marong knows you’re 

coming?”
“That would be great.” I spotted the new blades Damien had 

recently given me on the edge of my desk and decided to test the 
straps out for comfort. Always good to be prepared.

Once attached, I held my wrist out to Sarah. “What do you 
think?”

She glanced over her shoulder. “Lovely. Just don’t go killing 
any clients, we have a bottom line to think about.”

I laughed as I unlocked the front door. “Send me through the 
footage once you’ve got it.”

“Will do,” said Sarah.
I stopped off at the local store, brought a soda and sandwich 

and sat in Elmwood Park, waiting for the CCTV footage to 
come through. I wanted to check it before my meeting with 
Marong. I had a hunch that Tham was involved with the drugs at 
the party, but I needed to be able to link him to it before I started 
making any accusations in front of Marong.

I sat back, enjoying the warm summer heat. The park was 
quiet, most people stuck inside at their desks at this time of day.

“Got anything you’d like to tell me, Jacold?” I muttered, 
slowing down my breath and filtering out the distant sounds of 
passing vehicles.

My stomach tightened. “No need to be afraid, I’m here to 
help if I can. You don’t want your abilities to go to your brother 
anymore?”

I felt a wave of energy flash through me and took that to mean 
yes. Sometimes, if the supernaturals were powerful enough, I 
could have two-way conversations with them. Jacold was not one 
of those, so I’d have to do this based on feelings and reactions to 
my questioning.
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“I won’t force the power into your brother if he was involved 
with your death,” I said.

I felt my racing heart slow down. Good sign.
“I’m thinking your brother killed you,” I said. “Can you show 

me how?”
I got a scent of decay and a few flashed images of a cave.
“You were at a party?”
Another flash of the cave.
I rubbed the back of my neck. “Did your brother drug you?”
Another wave of Jacold’s energy ran through me, and I knew I 

was getting close.
“We found the drug in your system,” I said. “Was it an 

accident?”
Yes.
A single word, but it confirmed that Jacold hadn’t been 

murdered. Most likely an overdose from the drugs.
“Tham was involved, though? Did he give you the drugs?”
No.
“Then what’s his connection?” I muttered more to myself 

than Jacold.
My phone vibrated. It was a message from Sarah. The CCTV 

footage was available.
I opened it up and scrolled through some of the footage. I 

spotted the time when I’d entered the cave with Sarah and 
Genevieve, and me disappearing off for drug induced fun with 
Larry. I kept looking for any sign of Tham in the crowd. Could 
he be dealing and gave his brother a bad batch?

Even as I thought this, I got another pulse of energy from 
Jacold. I knew I hadn’t quite got it, but I was close.

Then, I spotted Tham. He’d been at the party, standing by 
one of the bars, doing regular meets and greets with a lot of the 
party goers. From the way he was behaving in this footage, I 
definitely had enough proof to speak to Marong.
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I walked back to my Jeep. It was time to confront my 
gremlins.



Chapter 11

I drove eight miles to GRE Enterprises, located on an out-of-
town enterprise park. The business looked like it owned most of 
the park, its green and orange logo splashed around the site, with 
a few other independent services running alongside. There was a 
printing company, a garage, and a delivery firm.

I parked up in a space near the entrance and walked through 
into the main reception. It was a wide, open space with floor-to-
ceiling glass windows, several large comfortable looking dark 
colored couches and a circular reception desk. Behind which sat a 
smart looking receptionist wearing a dark gray suit, pale green tie 
with a white shirt. As I grew nearer he smiled at me.

“Welcome to GRE Enterprises,” the receptionist said. “How 
may I help you?”

I stroked a hand down my green hair. “I’m here to see Marong 
Ritold. I’m Macie Thackery.”

“Do you have an appointment?”
“My assistant called ahead.”
He checked the diary on his computer. “Marong knows to 

expect you.”
“Where’s his office?”
“He’s in a meeting. I’ll call through to his office and let them 

know you have arrived.”
“Thanks.” I looked over all the free goodies that were in the 

reception area. There were pens, key rings, even a lip balm with 
the company’s logo on it. I took a sample of all of them. You 
could never have too many free pens.
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The receptionist put the phone down. “Marong asked if you 
could wait for him. He shouldn’t be more than ten minutes. Do 
take a seat.” He gestured to one of the comfy looking couches.

“Okay, thanks.” I walked over to the couch and sat down.
A moment later the sliding doors opened and I spotted a 

gremlin I knew. It was Tham, Jacold’s brother.
He nodded at the receptionist who raised a hand at him. His 

gaze met mine and he raised his eyebrows before walking over.
“Macie.” He sat down opposite me in one of the padded 

chairs. “Do you have an appointment with someone here?”
“I’m meeting with Marong.”
A look of concern crossed Tham’s face. “Why would you be 

meeting him?”
“We had a small business matter to clear up.” My heart sped 

up as Jacold fed me a series of conflicted emotions. He was happy 
and angry to see his brother again.

“About what?”
“Do you expect me to share my business secrets with you?” I 

smiled at Tham, but could see he was worried.
“Are you making his will?”
“If I was, I wouldn’t be able to give you any details.” I sat 

forward, my interest piqued.
“Is this a cleaning contract you’re discussing? I head up that 

side of things and can help you if it is.”
I narrowed my eyes as I studied Tham. He definitely seemed 

nervous. I spotted sweat on his top lip. “No, it’s not a cleaning 
matter.”

“He’s a busy gremlin, you might not be able to see him today.”
“No, it’s not a problem. He’s coming out to meet me shortly. 

How about you, why are you here?”
Tham shrugged. “I’m involved with GRE Enterprises. I look 

after the contracts for cleaning supplies. It’s not hugely exciting, 
but the money is good, and we are always in demand given the 
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amount of supernaturals that end up getting themselves in a 
mess.”

“Yes, they definitely keep me busy too.” I decided to push 
Tham. “I was at Marong’s party the other night. I didn’t see you 
there.”

“No, I wasn’t really in the mood for celebrating, having just 
lost my brother.”

I looked down at my hands. Tham had just lied. “Of course, 
sorry, that was thoughtless of me.”

“No matter,” said Tham.
The elevator door pinged and the doors slid open. I turned to 

look and Marong stepped out. He was dressed in a fitted dark 
suit, white shirt, and black tie. I was surprised to find him so 
formally attired. Gremlins weren’t known for their love of 
clothing and, when in each other’s company, invariably walked 
around with nothing on.

We both stood as Marong spotted us and walked over.
“Macie, it’s a nice surprise to have you here.” Marong lifted 

my hand and kissed the back of it. “Your assistant said you 
needed my help.”

I scrubbed a hand down my arm. “Yes, among other things, 
we’ve got skin color to talk about.”

He smiled as he released my hand. “Of course, I will be happy 
to help you with that little matter.” He turned to Tham. “You’re 
early for our meeting.”

“I was in the area, got finished on a job faster than I’d 
anticipated,” said Tham. “Thought I’d drop by on the off chance 
you were done early yourself.”

Marong shrugged and turned away from us. “You can wait 
here until I’m finished with Macie.”

“Actually, if it’s okay, it might be good to have Tham in the 
meeting as well,” I said. It was risky making accusations about 
Tham whilst he was with us, but I didn’t want him fleeing if he 
figured out what I was here for.
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“Why do you want me in your meeting?” Tham’s voice 
pitched higher.

“You might be able to help me with something I’ve been 
trying to work out.” I glanced at Marong. “It might help with the 
problem we were talking about at the party.” I didn’t want to give 
too much away.

Marong turned and raised an eyebrow at me. “Very well. 
Follow me up to my office.”

Tham muttered under his breath, but after a second of 
hesitation, he followed Marong, who led the way back to the 
elevator. We climbed three stories before the doors opened to a 
plush office. A desk took up most of the side of one room, carved 
from an almost black looking wood. Piled on top of that were 
reams of paper, a large computer monitor, laptop, and phone. 
The walls were colored a mossy green with accents of red, with 
pillows and throws on the chairs around the room.

“Please, take a seat.” Marong settled behind his desk and 
leaned back. “Macie, what is this information you have that we 
both need to hear.”

I glanced at them. Time to reveal what I knew and hope I was 
right. “The morgue ran some additional tests on Jacold’s body.”

“I did not authorise that,” protested Tham.
“No, but they were concerned about an unidentified 

substance found, and wanted to make sure your brother was not 
killed.”

“Surely you would want to know if that was the case.” Marong 
stared at Tham.

Tham frowned. “Of course. It would have been nice to have 
been kept informed, though.”

“The results indicated a trace of psilocybin,” I said. “It’s a 
mutated strain, which is why the initial tests did not pick it up.”

“Which is?” asked Marong.
“Essentially magic mushrooms.”
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Marong stared at me. “We use a species of agrocybe 
mushroom in some rituals, but that is only available to our Seers. 
No other gremlin has access to these. It is forbidden.”

“It would seem they do now.”
Marong shook his head. “Not possible.”
“The tests also suggested the hallucinogen had been mixed 

with a more addictive opium type drug, to make it addictive to 
those who use it.”

“This is ridiculous,” said Tham. “Marong, why is this human 
being allowed to spread these rumors?”

Marong raised a hand. “I requested that Macie made some 
discreet enquiries into certain issues that have been concerning 
me.”

Tham frowned. “You asked me to do the same thing.”
“Yes, and what did you discover?” asked Marong.
Tham glanced in my direction. “It’s confidential in nature.”
Marong spread his arms wide. “I trust Macie.”
Tham shifted in his seat.
“Go on,” said Marong. “I will be interested to see if your 

findings fit with Macie’s.”
Tham glanced at me again. “I was on a cleaning job, the 

delivery driver had let us down so I took the supplies out to the 
crew. We were over at a warehouse on Fleetwood Lane. 
Rundown area, not much going on other than illegal activities.”

“And you discovered drugs there?” asked Marong.
“No drugs, but there were signs of manufacturing at the 

warehouse.” 
“What signs?” asked Marong.
“Grinding kits, distillers, little bags for powder and pills. A 

wet room to grow the mold.”
“That fits with the evidence of magic mushrooms,” I said.
“You know a lot about this drug,” said Marong, his focus 

remaining on Tham. “Have you ever tried it?”
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“Drugs aren’t my thing,” said Tham. “But I know a 
manufacturing site when I see one. I’ve watched enough CSI to 
know what I witnessed.”

I raised my eyebrows. Tham’s knowledge of a drug lab seemed 
too accurate to be gleaned from watching a few shows on TV. 
Plus, from the evidence on the CCTV footage, drugs were 
definitely his thing. “This doesn’t seem right.”

“I agree.” Marong leaned forward in his seat. “Tell me more 
about what you know of these drugs, Macie.”

I looked over at Tham. “Your supplier, maybe even the 
individual creating this drug, works for you, Marong.”

Tham’s eyes widened and he leaned back as if attempting to 
put more distance between him and Marong. “The drugs have 
nothing to do with me if that’s what you’re about to say.”

“It would make more sense for an insider within your 
community to spread the drugs around. Other gremlins would be 
more likely to trust them,” I said.

“I’m not certain I agree with you,” said Marong. "This is not 
the behavior of our species. We do not addict each other with 
substances."

Tham nodded swiftly. “Gremlins aren’t making this drug.”
“Are you completely certain of that?” I asked.
Tham shrugged but his shoulders remained hunched. “I’m 

only telling you what I heard and saw. I don’t know anything 
more.”

Marong looked at me. “Have you anything further to add? So 
far, I only have your word that the substance is coming from 
inside our community.”

Tham jumped up from his seat. “We can’t have an outsider 
continue to poke about in our affairs.”

“But we have nothing to hide,” said Marong. “Do we?”
“That’s not the point. We are a private community and do 

not want all our secrets exposed to a human.”



82 K.E. O'Connor

“You should be kinder towards Macie,” said Marong. “After 
all, she is helping your brother.”

“I am grateful for that.” Tham shot me a glare. “But it’s still 
not right.”

“I do have something else. May I borrow your computer?” I 
asked Marong, sliding my phone from my pocket and hooking it 
up to the laptop.

“I cannot allow this.” Tham slammed a hand on Marong’s 
desk. “It is an insult to our community, having a human accuse us 
of creating drugs to sell to each other.”

Waves of fear flooded through me as Jacold seemed to sense 
his brother's anger. I pushed down his concerns and sent him 
comforting thoughts. I knew I was close to revealing the truth.

“The Gremlin community will not be offended once I explain 
the issue to them,” said Marong. “If it is true, and we do have an 
insider deliberately causing problems, they will be only too happy 
to learn of it, whoever has discovered the information.”

“They will not believe her,” said Tham.
“Perhaps they will when they’ve seen whatever Macie wants to 

show us.” Marong turned his attention to the laptop. “Are you 
ready?”

I nodded and started the video footage. “This was taken at the 
recent cave party you hosted. I obtained the CCTV footage.”

“You stole this?” asked Marong.
“I was doing research for you, as you requested.” 
“You film your own parties?” Tham leaned forward and 

looked at the screen. “Do people who go to the parties know 
about this?”

“Of course not,” said Marong. “I wouldn’t be able to catch 
people misbehaving if they knew they were being watched.”

I looked over at Tham and saw how tightly he clenched his 
jaw. I turned my attention to the laptop screen.

“Pay particular attention to the bar at the back of the cave,” I 
said.
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“When was this recorded?” demanded Tham.
“Two nights ago,” I said, zooming in on the back of the bar. 

There was a gremlin serving from behind the bar and a crowd 
waiting to be served. There was also someone wearing a long 
sleeved dark top. This stood out because most of the other 
partygoers were in very little clothing, some wore nothing at all.

“Who am I observing?” asked Marong.
I pointed at the screen. “The person in the dark clothing.”
“Let me see that.” Tham pulled the laptop over towards him.
Marong placed a hand over Tham’s arm and squeezed. “Allow 

me to see the footage.”
Tham glared at Marong but then let go and shoved the laptop 

back. “You won’t see anything.” From his worried expression, he 
realised Marong was going to see far too much.

I concentrated on the gremlin in the dark-colored top. Several 
other gremlins came up to them for only a few seconds before 
leaving. There wasn’t a clear view of who was hiding in the dark 
top, their back to the camera, but from their height, it was most 
likely male and gremlin, given the thick set of the shoulders. I 
glanced over at Tham.

“What?” he glared at me.
“I was just comparing sizes.” I turned my attention back to the 

screen.
“Don’t think you’re going to implicate me in any of this,” said 

Tham. “It was most likely that vampire freak that you hang out 
with who is involved with this. Or even your business. You’re in 
the perfect position to get to vulnerable supernaturals and turn 
them into drug addicts.”

“Tham,” said Marong. “Now you are just being ridiculous.”
Tham huffed and hunched back into his seat.
“It looks like someone is dealing drugs to other gremlins,” said 

Marong. “The gremlin in the dark top by the bar. No one stays 
with him for long.”

“Keep watching,” I said.
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Marong nodded and continued to stare at the screen. The 
gremlin at the bar finally turned away, keeping his head down as 
he moved through the crowd of dancing gremlins.

“Do you see the dark mark on the gremlin’s right-hand?” I 
asked. 

Marong nodded and his gaze shifted to Tham. “I know who 
this is.”

So did I. “Show me your right hand,” I said to Tham.
Tham glared at me and then at the laptop. “That doesn’t 

mean anything. Tattoos in our culture are not unusual.”
“I agree,” I said. “Which is why I enlarged the image.” I 

brought up a larger image of the tattoo on my phone. “Show us 
your hand, Tham.”

“This has nothing to do with me,” snarled Tham.
“Don’t make me force you,” said Marong.
Tham growled and launched himself over the desk. He 

grabbed Marong by the throat and threw him backwards onto 
the floor.



Chapter 12

I leapt out of the way as they barreled back across the desk and 
hit the polished wooden floor, making the boards under my feet 
shudder with their impact.

The pair fought viciously, snapping and snarling at each other, 
teeth getting dangerously close to flesh and nails scoring along 
skin.

I spotted the flash of metal as Tham leaned over Marong, a 
blade in his right hand.

I jumped forward, grabbed Tham’s shoulders and rolled him 
away, narrowly avoiding being stabbed in the stomach as Tham 
turned in mid-air and slashed out at me.

I hopped back and crashed into a chair. Tham was on me 
instantly, slicing at the air in front of my face.

“You should not interfere in Gremlin business. This has 
nothing to do with you.” He raised the blade over his head.

I twisted my weight under him and knocked Tham off 
balance. The blade dug into the floor an inch from my left ear. I 
kicked him in the stomach with both feet and rolled away.

“You got yourself into this mess.” I jumped into a crouched 
position. “Why would you want to cause such harm to 
Gremlins?”

“It was a money making venture,” said Tham. “No one was 
meant to get hurt.”

“But your brother did,” I said. “And it sounds like others are 
being hurt as well.”

“They needed better control over how much they used." A 
flash of sorrow passed across Tham's face. "And my brother, well, 
he was an unfortunate mistake. But it was his fault. He insisted 
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on trying it. Jacold always wanted to do anything I did.” He 
adjusted his grip on the knife, his gaze moving from me to 
Marong.

I glanced over at Marong who was on the floor, blood seeping 
from a wound on his temple.

“Stay out of the way,” said Tham. “With the old man out of 
action, I can carry on and grow the business. No one needs to 
know what happened. I just need to adjust the formula and it will 
be safe for all to use.”

“You don’t know that,” I said. “You can’t go around addicting 
gremlins and expect to get away with it.”

“I’ll cut you in on the profits if that’s what you’re after.”
I clenched my fists. “Definitely not.”
“It’s far more profitable than running that dumb cleaning 

company,” said Tham. “I’m an entrepreneur.”
“You’re an idiot and you’re killing your own kind,” I said.
Tham snarled and ran at me, the blade raised above his head.
I ducked and blocked his attempt at stabbing me, grabbed his 

wrist and twisted hard. The blade didn’t fall to the ground, but 
Tham yelled and struggled in my grip. I forced his arm behind his 
back, squeezing hard, knowing the pain it would cause.

“You know what you’re doing is wrong,” I said, as Tham 
struggled in my grip. I drew on some of Jacold's energy to help 
make me stronger. Gremlins were physically strong and I 
appreciated having one on board.

“Stay out of our business,” said Tham.
“Your boss made this my business.” I looked over at Marong 

again and really hoped he was still alive. "Don't let more innocent 
Gremlins be harmed simply because you want to make money. 
Do it for your brother. I know he doesn't want you to keep doing 
this." 

Tham stopped struggling. “Fine. But I’m not alone in this. I 
will take everyone else down with me.”
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“That’s good,” I said. “We need to get these drugs out of your 
community so they can’t do others any harm.”

I adjusted my grip on Tham’s arm and he launched his weight 
backwards against me. We fell to the ground and he flipped to his 
feet and span across the room. For a second, I was impressed by 
his Yoda-like fighting moves.

“You aren’t going to take me,” said Tham.
“You’re not getting out of here,” I said. “As soon as security 

know what’s going on you will never get away. Give yourself up 
and it will be easier for you.” I eased a short throwing blade out of 
the wristband I wore. The band held three blades. They wouldn’t 
kill, but they’d cause a nasty sting upon impact.

Tham crouched down and growled at me, his eyes going to 
the blade.

“You really don’t want to do this,” I said. “You made a 
mistake and you let your brother down. He is scared of you, I can 
feel it.”

Tham hesitated. “My brother senses me?”
“Yes, that’s why the transfer didn’t work today. Jacold is angry 

with you for what happened. I bet he wants it to stop, for you to 
stop. He no longer wants to gift you his abilities because of what 
you have done.”

“Lies!” Tham jumped towards me but was still in mid-air as 
my first blade hit his left shoulder. He fell to the ground with a 
grunt and glared at me. “You will pay for that.”

My second blade went into his right shoulder and Tham fell 
backwards onto the wooden floor.

I drew the third blade and moved to stand over him. “Give 
yourself up.”

Tham’s breathing was labored as he scowled at me. He 
attempted to pull the blade out of his right shoulder, but hissed 
and slumped back, both blades still in place.

I raised the third blade above my head. I wouldn’t kill him 
unless I absolutely had to. But he wasn’t making this easy.
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A knock sounded on the office door and it opened. The 
gremlin in front of me stared in silence for several beats. I 
recognised him, he worked closely with dad and was an expert in 
supernatural clean-up operations.

“Macie?” Tarik Ember stepped swiftly into the room and shut 
the door behind him. “This was not what I was expecting to see 
at my meeting with Marong.” His gaze went to Marong who 
remained unconscious on the floor.

I stepped away from Tham and lowered the blade. “Tarik, 
things have gotten a little out of control.”

“So it would seem,” said Tarik, his almond shaped green eyes 
scanning the room. “What is happening here?”

I glanced at Tham. “He was about to confess to his 
involvement with a drug ring in your community.”

Tham hissed, blood seeping out of the wounds in his 
shoulders as he stayed on the floor, his eyes full of anger and pain.

“Is this true?” Tarik glared at Tham.
“It's lies,” spat Tham. “The human attacked Marong and then 

overpowered me.”
Tarik raised his eyebrows. “Why would Macie do that?”
“She is crazy.”
“How does a weak human woman subdue two gremlins?” 

asked Tarik.
I opened my mouth to protest, but Tarik held a hand up.
“Like I said, she's crazy,” said Tham.
“I have evidence to show Tham was dealing drugs at Marong's 

recent party,” I said.
Tham glowered at me. “You have no right to interfere.”
Tarik looked down at Tham and shook his head. “Sadly, it 

does not surprise me to hear about this. Tham Broomwick has 
always been a little more interested in making a fast buck, rather 
than putting in the hard work and growing a business. He has 
lost a number of contracts recently because of his shoddy supplies 
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and late deliveries. Marong has been auditing his operations with 
a view to removing Tham from the business.”

That comment made Tham growl but he didn’t move.
Tarik hurried over to Marong and checked his pulse. “At least 

he didn’t kill the boss.” 
“He had a good try.” I placed my last blade back in my 

wristband, pulled some magic ties from my back pocket, and 
secured Tham’s hands behind his back.

He moaned in pain as I tightened them, but I refused to be 
gentle with him. Tham deserved it after what he’d done.

Tarik stood up. “Well, our community owes you thanks, 
Macie. If you had not been here to intervene between this 
dispute, we may well be looking for a new leader, and we have not 
had someone as stable and reliable as Marong for decades.”

“He’s a decent gremlin,” I said.
Tarik inclined his head. “I will pass on your kind words.”
“I’d better call the police,” I said.
“Who are you contacting?” asked Tarik, a look of concern 

crossing his face. "Our dealings with your police are sometimes 
not enjoyable."

“Arnie Hawkins,” I pulled out my phone and dialed his 
number. “Do you know him?” I understood Tarik's concern, not 
all officers of the law played fair when it came to working with 
supernaturals.

“Yes,” said Tarik. “He is a reliable officer and fair when it 
comes to supernaturals.”

I nodded. It was the reason dad worked so closely with him. 
“Hi Arnie, it’s Macie Thackery.”

There was a pause for a second. “Something wrong with 
Walter?”

“No, well not as far as I know. He’s out on a case right now. 
I’ve got a bit of a problem and could do with your help.”

“A problem?”
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“As you know, I took on Jacold Broomwick’s powers, and, 
well, a situation has developed.”

“Explain.”
“I’m at GRE Enterprises headquarters. Their boss, Marong 

Ritold, has had a falling out with one of his employees and I 
stepped in and...helped.”

Another pause. “Anybody dead?”
“No one’s dead,” I said. “But there’s a few injuries that need 

looking at.”
“Are you okay, kid?”
I'd have a bruise where I’d crashed into the chair, but other 

than that I was fine. “I’m okay, but you might like to bring some 
paramedics. There are some knife wounds and a possible 
concussion.”

“Will do.” Arnie shut off the phone without saying goodbye.
I stuffed my phone back into my pocket and looked over at 

Tarik.” I hope your meeting wasn’t important.”
He looked over at me and smiled. “It’s nothing that won’t 

wait.”
“Well, that’s good news at least. I imagine Marong may be out 

of action for some time with that nasty looking head wound.”
“We are a tough species. He will be back behind his desk 

before the end of the week.” Tarik’s gaze ran over me. “You look 
like you’ve had quite an introduction to our world.”

“The green color you mean? Yes, it wasn’t quite what I had 
been anticipating when I took on a gremlin. But I kind of like it.”

Tarik walked over to me and held out his hands. “Do you 
want to remain green?”

“Maybe not.”
“Let me see if I can help you.”
“Just don’t turn me blue.” I took hold of Tarik’s hand, my 

fingers tracing along some of the calluses on his palm. A cool 
sensation began in my toes and spread slowly through my body.

“How is that?” asked Tarik.
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I looked down and saw the skin on my arms slowly return to 
its normal color.

After a moment, Tarik dropped his hold and stepped back. 
“You are your lovely self again. Although I cannot do anything 
about the color of your hair. Magic has not done that.”

“Thanks for that. The hair I can live with.”
“It was the least I could do,” said Tarik, his gaze moving over 

me again. “When we were connected, I sensed another presence. 
You have a familiar energy about you.”

“I am currently working with a gremlin client. It’s how I 
became involved in this matter. You most likely know him.” My 
eyes went to Tham.

Tarik looked at Tham and then back at me, knowing not to 
press for information that was confidential. But I think he 
understood who I hosted.

I could already hear the faint howl of police sirens growing 
closer. “Arnie will help you remove the drug issue in your 
community if you will allow him to.”

“It will be something for Marong to lead on. But we may 
consider police involvement if it will mean we can remove the 
drugs swiftly. I suspect that Marong will conduct his own 
investigation and deal out the appropriate punishment.” Tarik's 
gaze hardened as it settled on Tham.

I nodded, not feeling hopeful that Tham would get out of 
that investigation in one piece.

“I will call down to security and have someone wait with 
Tham and Marong until the police arrive,” said Tarik.

I glanced around the room, noticing the pool of blood 
developing around Marong. Tham must have made contact with 
his blade after all. I hurried to his side, gently checked his 
wounds, and realised they were more serious than I’d first 
thought. The paramedics had better hurry or he’d bleed out.
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Tarik finished his call and gestured to the door. “Walk with 
me to the main reception. You can meet with your police friend 
and give him details of what happened.”

I disconnected my phone from Marong's computer, definitely 
wanted to keep hold of the CCTV evidence, and then followed 
Tarik.

As he opened the door, two security guards approached, 
wearing black uniforms.

“Marong is in here,” said Tarik. “He is injured. Dress his 
wounds.”

“Yes, sir,” the guards said together and then slipped into the 
office.

Tarik pressed the elevator button and the door pinged open. 
We rode swiftly down to the ground floor. I spotted Arnie in the 
reception area and raised a hand to him.

“Where’s the action?” he asked me as he drew near.
“Third floor in Marong’s office,” I said. “Internal security is 

already up there keeping an eye on the victim and the attacker.”
“And you’re sure you’re not hurt?”
“I'm fine,” I said. My heart was beating a little too fast, and 

Jacold was still unsettled, but other than that I'd come out 
unscathed.

“Okay, get yourself home for now, but I’ll need a statement 
from you tomorrow. We’ll be interviewing the victim and 
attacker first.”

“Marong is out for the count right now, so you may need to 
wait a little while for that,” I said to Arnie.

“I still want your statement tomorrow,” he said.
“No problem. And maybe get an order in to view the CCTV 

footage from Marong's recent party. It will help with some 
answers to this case.” 

Arnie raised his eyebrows. “Do I want to ask how you got to 
see the footage?”

I scuffed my boot along the floor. “Maybe not.”
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He shook his head and hurried away with four other police 
officers. Two of them took the stairs and Arnie and the other 
officers went into the elevator.

Tarik touched my arm. “Thank you for your help, Macie. 
Take care of yourself. This community can be a tricky one to deal 
with at times.”

I nodded, he was definitely right about that. “Thanks, Tarik.” 
I rolled my shoulders a couple of times, before walking outside. I 
stood for a moment, letting the breeze cool my hot skin. I sucked 
in a lungful of air, removing the final traces of metallic scent from 
my nostrils.

“How are you doing, Jacold?” I muttered. Although spooked 
as the fight happened, he hadn't reacted as badly as I thought he 
might.

A swirl of warmth ran through me.
“I take it you're okay with what happened to your brother?”
A stillness settled inside me. I took that as a good sign.
“Let's find out what to do with you.” I walked over to my 

Jeep, climbed in and locked the door. My hands trembled as I 
pushed the key into the ignition. I shook them out a few times. 
Adrenaline could do strange things to you. I pulled away from 
the office and returned home.



Chapter 13

I stretched my arms over my head and leaned back in my seat, 
feet up on the desk. It had been three days since the attack on 
Marong, and the discovery that Tham had been heading up the 
manufacture of the drugs.

Since then, I’d given my statement to Arnie, and everything 
I’d said had been corroborated by Marong. He had regained 
consciousness the day after being battered by Tham. Tham was 
behind bars, and the Gremlins and police were arguing as to who 
had jurisdiction over the punishment. That was a fight I 
definitely wasn’t getting into.

The office intercom buzzed and I hopped up to answer it.
A short, pale green gremlin stood in front of me. She smiled 

tentatively and extended a hand. “Are you Macie?”
“Yes, you must be Brilda.” I shook her hand and ushered her 

into the office.
Brilda nodded as she sat in the seat I offered her. “I was 

surprised to get your call. As I said on the phone, I had no idea 
uncle Jacold planned to leave me anything.”

I sat next to Brilda. “Yes, he named you as an inheritor in his 
will.” Sarah had discovered that Jacold had named his niece, 
Tham's daughter, as next in line to receive his abilities if his 
brother could not take them.

Brilda handed over the paperwork I had sent her, and some 
identification. “It was so sad what happened to him. And there 
are rumors my dad was involved somehow.”

I checked the paperwork and ID and handed them back. “I 
believe so.” I needed to be careful about what I said, not wanting 
to reveal too much to Brilda when the investigation was ongoing.
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“We aren't all that close,” said Brilda. “Dad isn't all that into 
his parental responsibilities, but it's still a shock.” Her large green 
eyes blinked at me.

“Were you close to Jacold?”
Brilda smiled. “Uncle Jacold was lovely. A bit of a goofball, 

but always kind and making people laugh.”
“Well, he wanted you to have his abilities, so you can keep a 

piece of him with you.”
Tears shone in Brilda's eyes. “I would be honored to have his 

abilities.”
“Do you have any questions before I complete the transfer?”
“No, it was explained clearly to me,” said Brilda. “I'm ready.”
I gently took hold of her hands. Jacold flashed me images of 

Brilda growing up. He was clearly fond of her, and I was glad his 
abilities were going to someone who seemed to care for him and 
would respect what was being transferred.

“By the powers vested in me from Heir Hunters, I gift you 
Jacold Broomwick's abilities.” The warm pulse of energy flowed 
smoothly from me to Brilda. After a moment, I released my grip 
and sat back.

“Is that it?” asked Brilda, looking down at her hands.
“All done,” I said. “Your uncle was happy to join you.”
Brilda smiled. “I will take great care of him.”
“Any problems, contact me in the next seven days, but I have a 

feeling the two of you are going to be fine,” I said.
We said our goodbyes and I showed Brilda out of the office.
Sarah had been in the kitchen, leaving me to complete the 

transfer with Brilda privately. She walked in as I locked the office 
door. “The Broomwick case is closed?”

“Yes, finally closed. Jacold is gone.” I returned to my desk and 
sat down. “No more gremlins.”

“For now,” Sarah grinned at me.
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I nodded. There would always be another supernatural 
waiting for a host. Maybe the next one would be more 
straightforward.

Sarah sat down. “I was thinking about our recent party night. 
Maybe we could make it a more regular thing?”

“More cave parties?” My head instantly ached at the thought. 
“Maybe in a month or two.” I traced my fingers along a strand of 
my still green hair. I was tempted to dye it black but really wasn’t 
certain the Goth look would suit me.

“If not there, maybe we could try another club. How about 
Corpse? I know it’s a vampire hangout, but I hear the drinks are 
good and the music is lively.”

I wrinkled my nose. “I’ve not heard great things about that 
place. It’s supposed to be a place to hang out if you’re human and 
want to get turned into a vampire. Plus, I’ve heard some pretty 
shady things about the owner, Carlos.”

“What shady things?”
“Rumors about humans disappearing.” The more I thought 

about it, the more the place sounded like a nightmare. “I know 
this isn’t so racy, but maybe we could do a movie night instead?”

“I love movies,” said Sarah. “I never go any more. Always feel 
like such a loser sitting on my own in a movie theater.”

“We can take it in turns to pick what to watch. I’m not much 
of a horror fan myself. Given what we do in day-to-day life, seeing 
it on the big screen is too much of an overload.”

“I like a bit of horror, but happy to sit through anything,” said 
Sarah. “So long as there’s lots of popcorn and candy involved, you 
can count me in.”

My cell phone pinged with a message. I was surprised to see it 
was from Jamie. He hadn’t been in touch since his visit almost a 
week ago.

I grinned. He was apologising, and apparently green was his 
favorite color after all.

“Good news?” asked Sarah.
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I looked up from my message. “It’s from Jamie. Finally trying 
to make amends.”

“He’d be an idiot to let you go,” said Sarah. “Green hair or 
not.”

I nodded but decided not to respond to his message straight 
away. I was having mixed feelings about our relationship. I 
needed someone by my side who got all the supernatural 
weirdness and didn’t write it off as freaky. After all, it was a huge 
part of my life.

“What should I do about my green hair?” I asked Sarah. 
“Maybe I could go for a crop.”

“Maybe try a hat or a scarf if you want to hide it,” said Sarah. 
“I like it, though. You could try pink next time.”

“Not really planning on there being a next time.” My stomach 
grumbled, I always got hungry after completing a transfer of 
energies. Plus, it was almost dinnertime. As I pondered whether 
to get takeout or attempt to cook something, the office door 
opened and dad walked in, closely followed by Damien.

I jumped up from my seat. “I didn’t know you would be back 
tonight.” I gave dad a quick hug. “How did the case go?”

“Our client’s energy is on board,” said dad. Large bags sat 
under his eyes and it looked like he hadn’t shaved for days.

“Welcome back, Walter,” said Sarah. “How is your sorcerer 
client?”

I flicked her an irritated look. Sarah knew more about what 
dad did than me. “Sorcerer? I thought you were after a vampire?”

“The vampire case is complete,” said dad. “This is a new case. 
I’m currently looking after Sebastian Sainsbury.”

That name rang a bell. Sorcerers, in general, were 
unpredictable, powerful, and dangerous to host for long. “Isn’t 
Sebastian on the wrong side of sanity?”

“An appropriate description,” said dad. “He is strong too. 
Even in death, he continues to try to use dangerous magic 
through me.”
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“Should you even be hosting him?” I asked as we walked 
through the office.

Damien sat on the couch and ran his hands through his dark 
hair several times. “I’ve been saying that ever since your dad took 
on Sebastian, but he won’t listen.”

Dad raised a hand to stop Damien. “The discussion is over. 
He is a client and deserves to be treated fairly. So far, we are 
having a few control issues, but other than that, he has not done 
anything malevolent to me or to anybody else. Stop talking about 
this.”

An uneasy tension seeped through the room as Damien and 
dad glared at each other. Damien finally blinked and looked 
away.

Sarah hurried over to her desk and returned with a piece of 
paper. “I have all the information on the inheritor; where to find 
him, contact details and daily schedule. You will be able to pass 
over Sebastian’s power quickly.”

“Very good.” Dad sat in his desk chair, gaze going to the 
ceiling. “I need to spend a little time getting to know Sebastian, 
to make sure I have complete control of him.”

“Can I get you anything to help?” I asked.
“Some peace and quiet would be lovely,” murmured dad. His 

gaze met mine and he gave an apologetic shrug. “How has the 
gremlin case been treating you?”

“All resolved,” I said.
“And Macie only stabbed one gremlin,” said Sarah. 
I looked over at her and shook my head. “It wasn’t as bad as it 

sounds. Arnie helped out and it’s all under control.”
“Macie.” Dad breathed out my name. “Jacold Broomwick was 

supposed to be a simple case.” His gaze went to my hair but he 
didn’t make any comment.

“And it would have been, except that his death was not 
natural, and his brother was involved in a drug ring. Jacold got 
himself mixed up in it and died of an overdose. If it hadn’t been 
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for that complication there would have been no problems. 
Definitely no stabbings.”

“I shall look forward to speaking with Arnie and finding out 
more about this,” said dad.

A thread of irritation ran through me but I shoved it down. 
Dad must have had a long few days. “Perhaps you should get 
some rest. We can handle things here.”

“Clearly that is not true,” said dad. He looked at me again and 
grimaced. “I must apologise, it would seem that Sebastian has 
little regard for our work, despite the handsome fee he has paid 
us to undertake his final request.”

“Perhaps rest isn’t such a bad idea, boss,” said Damien. “You 
barely slept yesterday.”

“I am well aware of what I did,” snapped dad. He stood up 
and walked towards the stairs that led to the bedrooms.

“I can keep you company if you like,” I said to him.
Dad turned to me. His eyes sparked an eerie red color before 

his expression blanked.
Without realising it, I’d taken several steps away from him. 

“Or, maybe you need some time alone.” I felt a hand on my 
shoulder and realised Damien was standing next to me.

“Yes, time alone is preferred.” Dad turned and left the office.
“Don’t take offence,” muttered Damien. “He’s been like that 

since he took on Sebastian. That sorcerer is one creepy 
supernatural.”

I nodded, trying to ignore the tightness in my chest. Dad was 
struggling, and I hated to see that. Maybe it really was time I 
stopped holding back and took on more responsibility. One day, 
I’d be the only heir hunter around to host the creepy sorcerers, 
and I needed to know how to do it and survive.

“How about I order in some food?” said Sarah. “I’ll even get 
Damien some blood.”

“Are you feeling quite well?” Damien turned to Sarah. “I 
don’t think you’ve ever offered to get me a meal before.”
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“Stop being cute, bloodsucker, or I’ll order in fake blood.” 
Sarah looked over at me. “What will it be?”

“Thai would be good.” I moved to my desk and sat down.
Sarah nodded and perused the Thai menu she kept in her 

desk drawer, even though I knew exactly what she’d be ordering.
I looked back at the stairs and hoped dad was going to be 

okay. There was little I could do to help him right now, but I was 
learning, and my skills were getting better. Soon I’d be able to 
take on the worst of the vampires, sorcerers and witches in this 
bizarre community.

Damien sat opposite me and leaned his elbows on the desk. 
“He’ll be fine.”

“I know, we’ve got his back.”
“We’ve got each other’s backs,” said Damien. “The sorcerer is 

mean and twisted, but your dad is talented. He’ll survive 
anything this supernatural world throws at him.”

I nodded, hoping that was true.
“Speaking of throwing,” said Damien. “Did you get to try 

your new blades?”
“Unfortunately, I did. Tham Broomwick ended up with two 

of them in his shoulders. Should be getting them back from 
Arnie once they’ve been checked for evidence.”

Damien smiled. “That's a story I need to know more about.”
“Another time.”
“And?” asked Damien.
“And what?”
“Did the blades work?”
“They’re effective. I'm still alive and the bad guy is behind 

bars.”
Damien grinned. “I knew you’d like them. See what I mean. 

We look out for each other.”
I smiled at him. It was true. Heir Hunters could be a 

dangerous and chaotic place to work, and you needed to be a 
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certain kind of crazy to work here, but we definitely looked out 
for each other.

My desk phone rang. “Why do they always call around dinner 
time?”

“Supernaturals just love causing you problems.” Damien 
grabbed my hand and kissed the back of it.

I shook my head and picked up the phone. “Heir Hunters, 
how may I help?” I listened to the caller for a minute, jotting 
down notes as they spoke. “I’ll get right on that.”

“Another supernatural died?” asked Sarah.
I nodded, as I placed the phone down. “It’s a witch. A 

powerful one at that.”
“We can handle it,” said Sarah.
Damien grinned as he sat down on the couch. “It’s what we 

do.”
I read through my notes. Yes, this is what we did at Heir 

Hunters, and as I got more involved with the business, this was 
going to be my life from now on. I just had to make sure I was 
ready.
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