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“I heard there were some bodies found. Non-human.” 
“Hello to you too, Noah,” Alfzin said. He didn’t even look up from his files. He shifted 

his burly frame as he made notes on the page he was studying. “Nice to see you up so early in the 
day.” 

Noah huffed and sat down in front of the desk. He leaned back, his arms crossed on his 
lean chest. “When I hear about non-human bodies being found, I make it a point to get my 
information fast. Now answer the question, Alfzin.” 

Alfzin sighed. “Yeah, some bodies were found. And yeah, they said the bodies weren’t 
human.” He glanced up. “You really should get a new hobby.” 

“Not a chance. You are the only one I’ve found in this town that doesn’t forget all the 
details of these cases within minutes.” Noah leaned forward. “Now where are the bodies?” 

“Look,” Alfzin lowered his voice. “The bodies were found in the park. An hour later, 
some government types come in and swiped everything. Bodies, evidence, papers. No one’s 
mentioned it since.” 

Noah shoved himself out of the chair and paced. “Typical. I must have just missed it too. 
Am I right?” 

“They’ve been gone for a half hour now.” 
Noah stopped and leaned his hands on the desk, his dark blue eyes holding Alfzin’s stare. 

“Tell me you have something still. Anything. A description of the bodies, a photo that wasn’t in 
the logs. Something.” 

“Sorry.” Alfzin shrugged. “To be honest, it’s kind of hazy, you know?” 
Noah blinked and then understanding lit his face. “Oh no, not you too, Alfzin. Think 

hard. You must remember something. I’d take even a vague description at this point.” 
“Well,” Alfzin frowned, “They were humanoid. But too tall and pale, you know? Their 

features were not human, though. More animal. Maybe deer-like? No antlers, though.” He stared 
at the top of his desk, before finally sighing. “I’m sorry. I must be imagining things. These long 
hours are probably just getting to me. 

“No,” Noah said. His eyes gleamed. “No, you weren’t imagining things. Thank you.” 
“Yeah, yeah.” Alfzin waved him away. “Now will you go find someone else to bug? I’m 

kinda busy.” 
Noah left, hope giving his steps a bounce. After all this time, I finally have the location. 
He stood on the steps of the building, the early morning breeze ruffling his short, brown 

hair as he lit a cigarette. The smoke danced on wind. 
All he had to do was locate the spot in the park where the creatures were found. Then he 

could re-open the gateway. All it took was patience and the proper spell. And all the gods knew 
that he had both. Over a hundred years of waiting and preparing for these creatures to return. He 
had cultivated friendships, created alliances. It didn’t matter who or what he’d made deals with. 
Once he walked through the gate, no deal would stop what he had planned. 

He jogged down the steps and to his grey pickup. 
The park was deserted when he pulled up. He shut off the rumbling engine and stepped 

out. The park was usually full of joggers and dog walkers, but today there was nobody. There 
was no crime tape up, so Noah walked confidently into the park. 

No sooner had he left sight of the road, when he was stopped by a man in a suit. 



“What business do you have here, sir?” 
Noah sized the man up, his mouth curling into a smile. “It’s a public park, friend. No 

business needed to visit.” He took another step forward. 
The man moved into his path. “The whole park is off limits. It’s a crime scene.” 
“A crime scene? Shouldn’t it be taped off then? Maybe some police to contain the 

scene?” 
“That’s none of your concern, sir. All you need to know is that this area is off limits. I am 

here to ensure it stays that way.” 
“Just you?” he asked. “There’s more than one way into this park. What’s to stop someone 

else from wandering in on another side of the park?” 
“I am all that is needed, sir. No one is entering this park until I have been instructed to 

leave.” 
Noah’s smile grew larger, his teeth showing. “Ah, so you are a low-level Guardian. Good 

enough to guard the entrance until it fully disappears. Just in case a random passerby tries to fall 
in. “ 

“I am just here to secure the scene, sir.” 
Noah chuckled. “But not good enough to know when you’re in trouble.” Without a 

warning, he swung a fist right into the man’s face, the silver knuckles on his hand glinting in the 
sun. The man collapsed on the ground with a grunt, started to rise and then fell back. Noah took 
out a cloth and wiped off the knuckles. “Special order, Guardian. Worth every penny, too.” 

He pulled a small, flat piece of rainbow colored crystal from his coat pocket. He placed a 
small black bead on the center of the crystal, held the crystal flat on his palm and took a deep 
breath. The crystal started to glow and the bead circled before settling towards the center of the 
park. With a satisfied sigh, Noah followed the direction. 

In the center of the park stood a gazebo that usually held bands during festivals. The 
black bead on the crystal pointed straight at the gazebo. With a grin, Noah replaced the tool. The 
rails and roof radiated a faint blue. 

This was it. Once he forced the gate open, he would step through to a world that had 
abandoned him. A world that would finally pay for his exile. 

He was going to burn the world of the fae to dust. And there was no one left who could 
stop him. 


