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Chapter 1
Rich humans annoy me
 
“Mr. and Mrs. Willard, I am trying to understand this. You are both human, right?” I ask the people sitting in front of me. They are hoping to hire me, but are only succeeding in annoying me. 
“Of course, we are,” Mr. Willard replies. From the get go, my impression of the man wasn’t very high. He walked in as if he owned the place with his thousand-dollar suit and slicked back, probably dyed, black hair. His brown eyes hold no warmth and I can just picture him hawking fake miracle cures on a street corner.
“Your daughter, the one who is missing, is also human. The man, Harvey Smalls, who you believe took her is believed to be human as well,” I state picking up a mini slinky that I keep on my desk with my left hand and start toying with it to try to keep my hands busy. 
These two have been in my office for the last thirty minutes going over their story and things just aren’t adding up. I know the details on their missing twenty-year-old daughter. She has been missing now for three days and was seen leaving a high-end shopping center in the company of a man the authorities later identified as Mr. Smalls.
“We have already gone over all of this,” Mrs. Willard says sighing. She isn’t the only one tired with this conversation. Her bright blue eyes bore into me and I stare back until she finally looks away. 
Don’t humans know not to start a pissing contest with a paranorm?
“My company is called ParaNorm Inc.,” I say trying to remain calm. “I tend to only deal with paranorm cases. Why would two humans walk into Night Owl City, where the only reason humans usually visit is to donate a pint or two of O negative to the local vampires? Are your local authorities not looking into the case for you?”
“They are doing ‘everything they can’ is what we are told. Sadly, that isn’t good enough for us. Even if they catch the guy that took our little girl, we don’t think justice will be served. We are coming to you because you live outside the human laws and we are hoping that if you will not kill the cretin personally, that you will at least bring him back to us, so I can deal with the matter,” Mr. Willard says without a lick of emotion.
Things are starting to make sense. Why didn’t they lead out with the fact they wanted the guy drawn and quartered? That is something I can understand. Killing tends to excite me, especially now that I don’t officially do it solely as my way of life.
“We are willing to pay a quarter million, if you return our daughter to us and hand him over, dead or alive,” Mrs. Willard says with as much emotion as Mr. Willard. 
I don’t get the feeling that either of these two really cares that much about what their daughter has gone through. Usually, from what I have heard, mothers should be in tears when their daughters are kidnapped. I get the feeling that the woman across from me has had her tear ducts removed just to ensure she never ruins her makeup.
“Fine. If I bring him back to you that will be the cost. However, if I do not and only find your daughter, I still expect $50,000,” I explain. 
“What are the chances he will get away?” Mr. Willard asks.
“There are no chances he will get away from me, but I am not just handing him over with a big red bow plopped on his head. I don’t know the circumstances of this abduction, yet, and until I do he lives.”
“But we are hiring you to kill him or at least let us do it,” Mr. Willard interjects.
“See, that is the beauty of me running my own business, I do things my way. If you don’t like the way I run my business, the door is right over there,” I say gesturing towards the exit behind them. 
They share a glance between each other and I see Mrs. Willard nod her head almost imperceptibly to the human eye. Good thing I am not human or I would have missed it.
“Bring our daughter home,” Mr. Willard says very coldly. “If you deem it appropriate, please dispose of Mr. Smalls while you are at it.”
“Glad we could see eye to eye,” I reply taking out one of my contracts and filling in the important details. “If you would just sign on the dotted line, I can get to work.”
I push the paper across the desk and Mr. Willard quickly squiggles on it. Now, I just need to get them out of my office. Luckily, once he is done signing he escorts his wife out of my building as speedily as possible. Well, I didn’t enjoy their company either, I think to myself as I turn to my computer.
“So, who is going to make the travel arrangements?” Smitty, one of my vampire guards, asks from the waiting area where I imagine he is lounging casually across the furniture. 
“I don’t know exactly where we are going and until I do, no one can make plans,” I reply as I start searching the numerous databases I have access to for this Harvey Smalls character.
“A more important question would be which of your boyfriends is going to join you on the case?” Jake asks chuckling. Out of my two werewolf guards, Jake is the friendlier one, but I am starting to find him really annoying after two weeks.
“If it is up to me, I will be going alone. No one has tried to attack me in two weeks, so I think it is safe for me to run a little human mission on my own,” I tell him.
“Neither of the bosses is going to like that, especially after you slipped us last week. I heard Alex saying he was going to tie you up for a couple of days as punishment, since he can’t actually hurt you,” Jake states. Sadly, he isn’t joking. 
“Hey, it wasn’t my fault I wanted to test out my new wings and neither of my werewolf guards had the capability to join me in the air,” I say as I bring up my target’s information from the FBI database. 
It looks like they have been brought into the case, which may throw some curve balls in my way. I will have to work to fly under their radar, if they are out actively investigating. Their reports give me the address I need to start my search. It looks like a trip to D.C. is going to be needed.
Nothing in the report indicates that good ol’ Harvey is a menace to society. He has a good chunk of money in the bank and no previous arrests. That, on top of being human, means he isn’t going to be much of a match against me.
“You had found out that your wings grew in two days before the incident,” Jake reminds me. “You didn’t have to test them out in the middle of the day.”
“Says you. I still don’t have good night vision, so nocturnal flying has proven difficult. I wanted to see what I could do on my own without Sebastian guiding me.”
“And the fact that we found you stalking Collective agents should be overlooked?” Smitty asks. By the time they found me, it was night and all the guards were called in.
“If you guys were really worried, I am sure Alex or Sebastian could have found me quite easily. They claim to be all in tune with me,” I remind them. I have navigated to Harvey’s Facebook page to see if I can find anything interesting in his posts.
“Alex wasn’t in town, yet, and Sebastian couldn’t stop laughing that you got away from us. Neither of them proved to be very useful and when your guards are threatened with death if anything happens to you, you put us in a very difficult situation,” Jake says and I can feel him pouting.
Poor little babies had to run all over town looking for me and I spent most of the time sitting in a library reading Dracula. It wasn’t until almost dark that I witnessed a group of guys I remember from the Collective acting suspicious. 
Being myself, I decided to follow them and make sure they weren’t planning something stupid. There were three of them and I had plenty of knives and bullets to take them on. I trailed them for thirty minutes before Marcus, my other usual vampire guard, finally caught up to me waiting outside Sins, my vampire beau’s place of business. 
“Thinking about putting on a show?” he asked stepping out from his self-created shadows. “I think you will have a couple pissed off paranorm boyfriends, if you do.”
“I think they would get a kick out of it,” I replied. “Sadly, I was just tailing wary Collective kids that I thought might be up to no good. It seems they just didn’t want to get caught frequenting Sebastian’s money maker.”
“Have you verified that? They could be in there causing problems,” Marcus stated.
“I went in a little bit ago and verified they were just getting their rocks off with a couple female wolves. It wasn’t a very entertaining show, so I came back out here to wait.”
“Sorry to hear they bored you so. How about you call Jake or Jonas and let them know you are okay. They haven’t told Alex you are missing and if you don’t turn up soon, they are going to be forced to make the call. You know that won’t end up well for anyone.”
He was right, so I made the call and the grand search was called off. At some point, Alex was made aware of my time without guards and he immediately called all his business in Emerald Town to a close and flew into town. He never lets me have any fun and since being here, he has put a damper on all of my chances for a little amusement.
“It looks like I need to go over to Looneyville,” I tell the guys. Looneyville is my code word for D.C. That area is full of crazies and they all think they somehow run the country. “The kidnapee and the kidnapper are both from the area. I don’t imagine it will take me more than a couple days to track them down. I am really thinking the girl just ran away with the dude. The reports and videos don’t indicate any force on the guy’s part. His Facebook page actually has pictures of them together, so they probably just ran off to elope.”
I wish the reports told me if they actually purchased anything in the mall. It might give me a big clue on what the duo was planning.
“The masters will still want you guarded, even if it is an open and shut case,” Smitty informs me.
“Don’t call them ‘the masters’ it makes them think they have more power than they do,” I reply.
“Over us, they have all the power in the world, currently. Sebastian made Marcus and I take a blood oath to protect you. We skip out or let you get killed we forfeit our lives. I am pretty sure that means they have all the power,” Smitty says. “The mutts are no different. Alex isn’t known for his pleasant disposition and they have sworn their allegiance to him, so whatever he commands they do.” 
“I guess it is up to me to set them back a few pegs. Maybe I can get Alex to spar with me soon. I have really been working on my super speed and I think I am about ready to take him on. If I knock him on his ass a few times, he won’t be all high and mighty,” I say.
“No, he will be really pissed and probably take it out on us,” Jake states. “Oh and in case you forgot, he is going to be here in ten minutes for your date. Thankfully, I think the restaurant he is taking you to doesn’t require you to wear a dress because you don’t have time to change.”
“First, he would be stupid to try to take me to a classy place, or any place that doesn’t allow me to walk in with a sword across my back. I don’t do class and he knows that. Second, if I needed to, I can change in four minutes flat to be ready for any occasion,” I respond as I start printing out all the significant information for the case.
“That last point is probably a good thing,” Smitty says. “He is walking to the door now and he looks to be in a suit.”



Chapter 2
Always bet on black
 
“Come on. It won’t be that bad,” Alex says as he tries to convince me to put on a dress he bought for me.
He seems to forget who I am and the fact that we are currently in my office that just happens to have a wall filled with medieval weaponry. It wouldn’t take anything to pull down a mace and bash him in the head.
“I don’t do dresses,” I tell him with an aggravated glare.
“Really? Sebastian has pictures of you in way more revealing dresses than what I picked out for you. Mine is even black, so it matches your usual attire,” he replies.
“I was in disguise in those pictures and you know it. I do not willingly walk around wearing a dress. Not now, not ever. If you planned something that requires me to wear one, we should probably just cancel the whole evening because I can already tell I won’t like it.”
“If I didn’t know better, I would think you are trying to weasel out of getting to know me better. I thought we agreed it was for the best that we get to know each other before January. You don’t seem to be putting forth the right amount of effort,” he says with a smile on his face. 
He obviously thinks the fact that I will be forced to have sex with him in a few months means I will play nice. He must have missed the memo declaring me the most stubborn person in the world.
“No dress,” I say continuing my glaring. “You want to go on a date, fine. I will go out with you, but if you expect me to wear anything other than my normal outfit, you are in for a rude awakening.”
“Are you really going to let Sebastian win this bet?” he asks.
His insistence on the dress is starting to make more sense. Why he would bet against Sebby is a mystery. Sebastian and I have been together for three years and, even though we only saw each other forty or fifty times in those three years, he knows most everything there is to know about me.
“What were the terms and prizes?” I ask.
“I just have to get you in the dress and take a picture proving I talked you into it. If I do that, I get to spend the night tonight. Otherwise, he does,” he replies.
“And I don’t get a say on who is sleeping over?” I query. “I would have to say that it is my choice.” I am surprised Sebastian didn’t insert a clause that Alex couldn’t mention said bet to me. Sebby is well aware of how I would feel about the subject, which is pissed.
“Everything is your choice when you are dealing with just Sebastian. Throw me in the mix and, well, things may not always go your way,” he states shrugging his shoulders.
“How bad do you want to spend the night? It would be your first time and you have to know going in that there will be clothes on at all times.”
“I am well aware that the night would be spent actually sleeping, but it would be nice to be in the same bed instead of a floor down thinking of you in that big bed all by yourself,” he says with a smile.
“Since I am feeling generous, hand me the dress. I am guessing the terms didn’t indicate I had to leave the building wearing it, or you would have been plain dumb to accept. You just need a quick picture and I can give you that.”
He hands over the dress and I begin the motions of taking my weapons off. First, the machete running up my spine and then my gun holster. I put the weapons on my desk and then stand to take my shirt off and throw it onto my chair.
“Would you like me to step out of the room?” Alex asks staring at my naked torso.
“You have seen most of it, if not all of it, before, so I didn’t think there would be an issue. It isn’t like there is a whole lot going on in way of boobs,” I reply waving my arm towards and around my chest area.
“Believe me, there is more than enough there to sink my teeth into. Do you know how connected me and Sebastian are through you? Do you think he just went stiff, too?”
“I think I have to be in an aroused state for you guys to feel what the other is feeling, so hopefully not,” I say removing my boots and sliding my pants down.
I pick up the dress and get a good look at it for the first time. I guess it is cute. It is black and that scores some points. The material is silky and stretchy, probably some kind of spandex type stuff to stick to my skin. 
I pull it on over my head and slowly straighten it out. It hits me about mid-thigh and I raise my eyes to frown at Alex. There is not enough money in the world to bribe me into wearing this thing out in public without being undercover. 
“Who picked it out?” I ask. 
“Sebastian did. I said it had to be black, though. I figured that is the only way I could get you in it. He thought the length and material would be enough of a deterrent for you.”
“Hurry up and take a picture. I had better not find it posted anywhere on the Internet tomorrow. I will be super pissed and any good work you have done to make our relationship more comfortable will go up in smoke,” I say trying to pull the hem of the dress closer to my knees.
With his phone, he snaps a few pictures and messes around with it probably sending the dang things to Sebastian. I should have made sure Sebastian got the same warning about posting the pictures, but I am hoping he knows better. Then again, he did make this stupid bet.
I go through the process of removing the dress and putting back on my comfortable clothing. I have already started thinking about ways to get back at Sebby for this travesty. The fact that Alex is the one spending the night tonight will be a good start.
“So, you ready for the date now?” Alex asks putting away the phone. He seems way too happy. He might need some punishment as well, but that is for a later.
“Sure, where are we going?” I ask walking around the desk to join him.
“I was thinking a boxing match followed by a late dinner at a steakhouse Jonas recommended.”
“You really know how to treat a girl, don’t you?” I ask. If I was choosing what we are doing, I probably couldn’t have picked better. Start off with blood and carnage from the fight and move on to a juicy, still practically mooing, steak; it really is an ideal evening.
“Well, I imagined you didn’t want to go to the theater and I knew unless there was a chance of blood being drawn you would end up bored,” he says laughing and then taking my hand. “Guys, I am giving you the night off,” he says to Jake and Smitty as we walk past them. “I won’t let her leave my side and would like to have a little alone time.”
“Thanks boss,” Jake says. “Not to question your judgment, but are you sure that is a good idea? She doesn’t usually like to be tethered and has been known to wander off.”
“I will behave for the night,” I say. I am all for not having two extra people following me around. It still annoys the Hell out of me every time I see their shadows cast over mine. 
I have killed probably more men than any of them, and yet they still think it is necessary to follow me around like a little baby. It’s pathetic I tell you, pathetic.
Alex leads me out to a classic black Chevy Camaro. If I had to guess, it is a ’69. It is in gorgeous condition with some, rarely seen these days, white wall tires.
“We kicking it old school tonight?” I ask as he leads me to the passenger door and opens it for me.
“One of the many things you don’t know about me is that I am somewhat of a car collector. The ’69 Camaro is one of my favorites, so I thought I would share it with you,” he says shutting the door after making sure my knees were out of the way.
“What’s it got under the hood?” I ask knowing he can hear me as he makes his way around the vehicle.
“It’s a stock 302 V8,” he replies getting in and quickly starting the engine. “You know anything about cars?”
“Not really. I just know the ones I like. It is mainly a cosmetic thing to me. Classic muscle tends to be very appealing.” I make a little purring noise in my throat.
“Good to know. I will have to show you around my garage when everything gets delivered,” he tells me as he drives away from my building. “So, before we get to the match and are unable to have a decent conversation, let’s play twenty questions.”
“You do know I hate that game, right?” I ask.
“It won’t be too bad, some of these I could even figure out myself. What is your favorite color?” he questions.
“Black,” I reply. It doesn’t take a rocket scientist to figure that one out. “What is yours?”
“Red. Favorite weapon?” he asks.
“Depends on the situation and the person it is being used against. For all around effectiveness I would probably pick my flamethrower. I don’t use it often, but if I am looking to kill something, it tends to be the best option. Burn them to a crisp and then take off the head. For close hand-to-hand, I have a couple daggers I really like. I call them Helen and Clytemnestra. I have another set named after their brothers, but I prefer the girls,” I explain.
“You have named your daggers after people in Greek mythology. Interesting. What is your favorite food?”
“Rare beef. Cut doesn’t matter, too much,” I answer. “What exactly do you do?” 
“I imagine you mean as an occupation and not what I do for the resistance. These days I do nothing. I am independently wealthy and am devoting all my time and resources to bringing the Collective down,” he replies. “I go into ‘work’ every day, but it is mostly just strategy meetings and sharing of the most recent intel.”
Great. One of my little ‘mates’ runs an army and the other runs a sex house. Fate picked me a couple winners.
“I thought you were staying in Emerald Town to tie up business issues, before moving to be closer to me,” I say curious.
“Business in the sense that I was working to rearrange the troops and make sure people under our protection were being cared for in my absence,” he explains.
“How old are you?” I ask. 
“Fifty-five,” he replies glancing over to gauge my reaction.
Already knowing werewolves can live to be a couple centuries old, it doesn’t really surprise me that he is over twice my age. It’s nothing compared to Sebby’s and my age difference.
“You are just a baby,” I say jokingly as I pinch his cheek.
“I can assure you there is nothing ‘baby’ about me,” he says smirking. 
He pulls into a packed parking lot and drives to the front of the arena. Stopping at the entrance, he puts the car in park and gets out. A valet opens my door and holds out his hand to help me exit the Camaro. 
“No touching,” Alex says making it to my side, batting the valet’s hand away from mine.
I ignore them both and step out of the car. In the last few weeks, I have learned just how childish boys can be.
“So, do you have a list of which menfolk are allowed to touch because I spar with the guards and Sebastian all the time. There is a lot of touching that goes on then,” I say as he grabs my hand and leads me towards the entrance. 
“Yes, there is a list and it is very short. Both Sebastian and I agreed on it when all of this started. We want your physical contact with others kept to a minimum.”
At the door, he hands over a couple tickets and the ticket taker points to a sign that says “No weapons on the premises for the match”.
“That better not apply to me,” I say glaring at the guy. “I didn’t even bring my full arsenal.”
“He must be new,” Alex says trying to soothe me. “Since your other boyfriend owns the arena, I am sure you will be allowed in armed.”
“Hey, I am just doing what I am told. The boss says no weapons allowed tonight and I am here to enforce it,” the man says. I would love to see him try to “enforce” anything with me.
The man is really a vampire, and a relatively new one at that. I have been cultivating a new skill where I can sense the energy levels off other vampires and that helps me gauge how old they are. It is kind of nifty and very helpful.
“Which boss are you reporting to tonight?” I ask.
“Marcus Turner is running the fights,” he replies.
“Good. I am very close with Marcus, would you mind calling him and telling him Nyx is outside and would like to have a chat with him,” I say grinning.
“Wait, you are Slaughter? No need to make the call you can go right in. You should have identified yourself sooner. If I would have known, there never would have been a question of you getting in armed. I am hoping to be put on your protection detail one of these days, but I am still going through training,” he says clearing the way and opening the door for us.
“Keep up the good work, I guess,” I say as Alex drags me inside. He would probably be an easy guard to get away from, so I am semi-serious about my comment. If I was worried about my life, though, I would make sure that guy was not on the short list of people sent to protect me.
 



Chapter 3
There’s no need to fear
 
I haven’t ever been inside this arena before. Wait, that isn’t right, I did chase a mark from a concert a couple years ago. For obvious reasons, I didn’t really take the time to check the place out back then. 
My initial reaction to the inside of the building is, bright. They could really stand to tone down the overhead lights. I don’t know if I am just light sensitive, but the rays are giving me a bit of a headache.
There are merchant booths lining the side of the long walkway that seems to be the only way to go. I see food stands promoting the freshest cuts of meat. It looks like you can sign up to have the choicest cuts delivered to your house daily. 
That might be something worth looking into. It’s one less trip to the store I would need to make, granted I don’t remember the last time I actually went grocery shopping, since my meals are usually provided, but it is food for thought. 
There are also a lot of weaponry stands that draw my eyes. I thought the guy at the door said no weapons, so how does he justify the sight before me? Someone has some explaining to do. 
“People can purchase items, but they don't take possession until later,” Alex states seeing the questions in my gaze. “I doubt anyone has anything you don’t already own, so let's get to our seats.”
He attempts to drag me away from a booth and I allow it. We head further down the hall to the open doorways into the arena proper. I try to glance into the openings, but there are too many people milling around for me to get a good look. About halfway down the long tunnel, he turns and pushes through the crowd to get to our seats.
We end up front and center. To be any closer we would have to actually be in the ring. We are looking at an elevated platform that supports a black chain linked cage. There is currently a scantily dressed woman walking around the ring with a digital clock counting down the time until the fight.
The crowd is joyous already, crying for the blood sport to commence. I have been involved in a lot of fights, but I have never been to an actual event like this. I have heard they can get pretty vicious.
“So, what are the terms?” I ask Alex. I figure he knows all the details, since he brought me here.
“No weapons, shifts allowed, tap out,” he replies. 
It isn't a death match then. I imagine the opponent that taps out is probably knocking on death’s door. A loss in this division knocks you down to the bottom rung of the ladder and you have to fight your way back up. Most of that journey is paved with death matches. I like fighting a whole lot, but the whole to the death element has always left me queasy. 
The countdown clock is ticking off its last second and a male werewolf joins the ring girl. He has a microphone in his hand, so I am guessing he is the ring announcer for this evening.
The lights in the arena dim and spotlights start circling the room.
“Ladies and gentleman, thank you for joining us this evening. Night Owl City Hall is proud to present tonight's match between Joe 'The Hulk' Murray and Trevor 'The Wolfman' Amonte,” he shouts to the crowd.
One of the contestant’s entrance music kicks on and the people get on their feet. I stand too, thinking about how these guys need to find themselves more original nicknames.
It looks like The Wolfman is the one making his way to the ring. Judging by the look of him, you wouldn't think he was in the right place. Alex looks more built. That might not be a good reference point because Alex is pretty large, but this contestant is way too small by my standards. Wolfman is only wearing a pair of orange trunks as he bobs and weaves his way to the ring. I can see some definition in his abs and arms, but he doesn't project a lot of strength.
A different entrance theme immediately starts and a giant of a man enters the arena. Now this is more like it. Hulk is wearing green shorts covering his tree trunk thick thighs. His biceps don't look much smaller and he has to be seven feet tall. 
If I stood next to him, I would probably look like a child's doll. Definitely not someone I want to meet up with in a back alley.
As the music dies down the announcer picks up the microphone again. “The rules are simple. We will have three five-minute rounds. No weapons are allowed, but you can shift. We go until tap out or the end of the third round where we will go to a judges’ decision.
“On that note, please allow me to introduce our judges for the night,” the spotlights move to highlight a man in the audience. “First, we have Riley Mullins.” The man stands to wave at the crowd. I wonder how these judges are picked. The guy seems kind of random. “Our second judge is Trent Hughes.” Stand and wave repeated. “And our final judge is relatively new to the city, so I want everyone to give him a warm welcome. Put your hands together for Alex Monroe.”
More standing and waving happens while I sit next to him with my jaw hovering around the floor. Totally not cool. I am so not thrilled about having the spotlight this close to me.
The cheers finally wind down and Alex retakes his seat. He reaches for my hand and gives it a little squeeze.
“Surprise,” he says. That's it, surprise? This kind of information is something I tend to like beforehand.
“I don't think I am happy with you right now.”
“That's nothing new. Watch the fight, so you can help me pick a winner, if they last the full time,” he instructs. 
Looking at the two contestants, I don't think it is going to be much of a challenge, but I settle in to watch. It's nice that these front row seat chairs are well padded. The seats we passed coming in were mostly bleachers. I would probably be more irritated if I was sitting on the cold medal.
“Round 1,” the little ring girl screams, interrupting my thoughts.
The opponents start circling each other trying to take measure. Hulk doesn't move around too well, while Wolfman is hopping and bouncing around as if he is part rabbit. I still think size is going to rule the match.
They finally get close enough to touch and the little guy tries throwing some punches. It looks like they are running into a concrete wall. Hulk just stands there grinning, showing everyone what little effect they are having on him.
Eventually, he gets bored and picks Wolfman up. He then throws him across the ring. Wolfman hits the cage hard and falls to the ground, but he isn't down long. He springs back up and goes after the giant again. 
He picks up his pace and starts darting around Hulk giving body shots when he can, while trying to stay out of the bigger man's grasp. He keeps it up for the rest of the round, not letting another hit touch him.
I have to give it to him, his strategy is interesting, but he doesn't seem to be doing much damage. I think the judging is scored on the most violence or blood drawn for this type of thing and skating around giving jabs here and there is not going to go over well with the judges.
“What do you think, so far?” Alex asks during the wait for the second round.
“It isn't as violent as I was expecting. It actually seems pretty mild.”
“I think they are still trying to size each other up. The Wolfman is a relatively new fighter, so The Hulk probably doesn't have a full dossier on his moves.”
“I would call his move the bunny hop. He doesn't seem to hold still for a second.”
“Would you, if you were in the ring with the giant?” he asks.
“Not if I wanted to make it out alive.” The bell for round two sounds and I turn my attention back to the ring.
Things start out the same as the last round ended. Hulk is trying to move around more, working to catch the smaller man. Frustrated with failing his task, he finally gives up and changes to his wolf form. 
He is a dark brown wolf with some scattered silver streaks. Humanoid size and wolf size do not always manifest evenly. Alex has the largest wolf that I have seen. I expected Hulk may be bigger because of his massive size, but he is quite a bit smaller. He isn't a runt or anything, just smaller.
He starts lunging at Wolfman, who is still in human form for the moment. Wolfman does some fancy flips to keep Hulk at bay. This only works to aggravate him more. After one of Wolfman's flips, Hulk takes to the air and leaps to the corner the humanoid is standing in. 
With his opponent in the air, Wolfman sees his opening and shifts into his silver wolf form while leaping to meet Hulk in the middle. As wolves, they are almost even on their size, so the previous advantage Hulk once held is gone. 
They meet with The Wolfman's jaw clamping around Hulk's jugular. He locks his jaw in place and The Hulk is stuck wiggling on the ground trying to get free. It isn't a hold you really want to rip away from an opponent because chances are your throat will go, too. 
A torn out throat wouldn’t kill any of us, but it would sideline him for a least a week while it knitted itself back together. I have seen the injury happen before during my time with the Collective, so I am pretty familiar with it.
After some last tries to break free, The Hulk finally gives up and taps his paw on the mat. Wolfman releases and stands back allowing doctors to come in and work on Hulk. The injury shouldn't be too serious and both men will live to see another day.
The biggest lesson of the day for me is to not bet against the underdog. Small and mighty can win over big and slow. Being small and mighty myself, I never should have doubted it.
 



Chapter 4
My spidey senses are tingling
 
“That was awesome. Did you see how seamlessly Wolfman shifted into his wolf and went right for the jugular?” I ask Alex excitedly as we leave the arena. Of course, he saw it. He was sitting right next to me.
“I still can’t believe this was your first fight. As much as you like violence, I am surprised you haven’t joined the women’s division,” he replies grabbing my hand while we wait for the car to be brought around.
“Good idea. I wonder who I need to contact to get in on the action,” I say looking around the crowd.
“I shouldn’t have said anything. You do know you won’t be allowed to fight. You have enough threats against you. No need to add more. Those women on the circuit are nothing nice. They have been known to leave a lot of permanent scars.”
I wave my hand in his general direction. “That isn’t a problem for me. I have trained with men ten times bigger than me my whole life. Even the toughest female, would be a joke for me to fight. Maybe I should look into joining the men’s league.”
“There is no way that is going to happen. I will restrain you every way I can,” he insists.
Too bad I feel his threat is a joke. As it is, I am just trying to get a rise out of him. I don’t have time in my busy schedule to grapple around with sweaty men, or women.
The Camaro appears in front of us and as Alex goes to open the door for me, I stop him. All of a sudden, an immense sense of wrongness washes over me. It makes no sense, but I don’t want to get in the car. Something is different about it. 
“Wait. Something isn’t right. Don’t touch the car and get everyone back from it,” I say dropping to the ground and looking under the Camaro as I hear Alex directing people away.
“Get to the arena, now,” I hear him yell. I am guessing he made a phone call.
Under the car, I see a red light blinking and a timer that says 00:05:27 and is counting down. Looks like it is attached to a couple bricks of C4. I haven’t worked with explosives, so I cannot really be sure what I am looking at.
“How much do you like your car, Alex?” I ask standing back up.
“It is one of my favorites. Why?” he responds.
“Because in about five minutes you won’t be able to recognize it. I am not a bomb expert, but I don’t think there will be much left to it when this thing goes off,” I tell him.
“Thankfully, Jonas is a bomb expert and he is on his way. It shouldn’t take them more than a minute to get here and maybe we can save her.”
Sure enough, thirty seconds later Sebastian arrives followed by Smitty, Jonas, and Jake. 
“And you thought you guys were getting the night off,” I say to the guards as Sebby walks over and wraps his arms around me.
“Getting into trouble I see,” he whispers into my ear.
“Me? Never. Someone just doesn’t like true American muscle cars and is taking their hate out on this beautiful piece of machinery,” I reply like I am actually speaking sense.
“Jonas, would you mind taking a look? Do we have people scouring the area? I imagine the person that planted the bomb wanted to watch the show, so they shouldn’t be far,” Alex states.
“Yes, there are at least thirty of our people looking for anyone out of place or just in general suspicious,” Sebastian reports.
Jonas takes a look under the car and takes out a multi-tool. He starts fiddling around with something and I really hope he knows what he is doing. I go to take a step back, just to add some distance, but Sebastian is still behind me. 
“It’s a decoy,” Jonas says carrying out the “bomb”. “The wires aren’t connected to the explosive.”
“Why would someone plant a fake bomb and how in the world did I sense something wasn’t right?” I ask.
“Shit,” Jonas says under his breath. “Thirty minutes ago our prisoner woke up. We brought most of our people out here for this threat. I imagine security for him is currently low. Do you think someone is trying to get to him?”
“Hey, I was supposed to be told the second he woke up. That little pipsqueak has some questions to answer and, hopefully, this time Sebastian won’t snap his neck before he tells me everything he knows,” I say and immediately stretch out my wings.
I haven’t really figured out the science of where the wings go when I am not using them. They aren’t there all the time and I don’t have any ridges that seem to hold them. The wings, by the way, are not black like the other vampires I have seen. They match my wolf and are shimmering shades of gold. 
I bend my knees and take off into the air. I have to get to our holding area and make sure the captive is still there. Within seconds, I feel Sebby and Smitty pull up beside me.
“Alex is going to be pissed you just took off like that,” Sebastian taunts.
“Alex spends his days pissed, so it won’t be anything new for him,” I return. “Plus, it looks like he gets to sleep in my bed tonight. I am sure that will negate any hard feelings.”
“He told you I picked out the dress, didn’t he?” he asks as I start to make my descent close to our jail. The jail happens to be in the lower levels of my apartment building. It comes in handy.
“Why would you think that?” I reply.
“That’s the only way you would have put it on,” he says. “I didn’t, by the way, pick out the dress. It’s not fair that he is allowed to lie to you and I cannot. Of course, when you guys become fully mated his options for deceiving will be limited.”
“Really?” I ask landing on the ground. “What exactly will change to cause that?” 
I am still working on learning what it means to be a vampire or a werewolf. The guys have helped explain some things, but I still have a lot to figure out.
“At that point, you will be able to read each other’s thoughts. So, if you think he may be lying, you can just take a look-see in his brain and find out,” he informs me.
I spin around to face him. “You are joking about that part, right? I know I don’t pick up emotions and stuff as strongly as you two do, but that guy is horny twenty-four seven. There is no way I want to know what he is actually thinking. I will have to give myself daily brain washes to get all the crud out.”
He smiles at me and opens the door. “After you, love. Since you don’t get the emotions, maybe the mind reading part won’t happen either.”
I still have problems remembering that Sebby cannot lie to me, so he must be telling the truth about the dang mind reading. Stupid werewolf genes.
We make our way to the elevator for this facility. Once inside, I press the secure level and we descend three floors. When the doors open, we are met with a destruction area. The guards’ station has been demolished. The video terminals are smashed and thrown towards the opposite wall. There are papers everywhere and there are three guards shaking their heads as if coming out of a fog.
“What did you guys do, play vampire Twister?” I ask walking into the area.
The guards look up and then at each other nervously. “No, ma’am,” one of them says.
“Just tell me the prisoner is still here and alive,” I say. “Once I know that information, we can discuss what exactly happened.”
“The door is still secure, so I believe he is still there. We were knocked out for a little while, though,” the same guard replies.
“How many were there?” Sebastian asks.
“Just the one. Sorry, but he was wearing a mask, so we couldn’t get a lock on him. He came in and immediately shot us with tranquilizers. The thing is, his scent was familiar, so none of us thought to arm ourselves for a fight,” another of the guards claims. 
“So, it was an inside job,” I say. My father told me recently that I couldn’t trust anyone but Sebastian and Alex. He seemed to know there was at least one traitor in our midst.
“Had to have been. It was a wolf and none of us mingle with the furries, so for all of us to know the scent, it must have been someone from here,” the last guard says.
“I take it the security codes were changed like I requested?” Sebastian asks.
“Yes, sir. As soon as he woke up, we changed them to the new system where it changes every ten minutes to your preset code combinations. Whoever tried to get to him wasn’t aware of the change,” the first guard says.
“Excellent,” Sebastian says dragging me over to the door.
He enters in a long series of numbers. How he has them all memorized, I have no clue. When he finishes, a green light flashes and the door pops open. 
“Right this way, love,” he says guiding me into a long corridor with jail cells on each side. 
We keep walking until we reach the end of the hall. There, he starts entering codes into a keypad. 
“Remind me never to piss you off enough to lock me up down here,” I say as he finishes and we make our way through the second door. 
“I have much nicer facilities to keep you locked in, but trust me, they are just as secure.”
This hallway is lined on each side by five doors. He picks the middle door on the left-hand side and inserts his finger into a scanner of some sort. For a second, I smell iron and realize it just scanned his blood.
“So, who all has clearance to go this far?” I ask.
“Technically, only I have all the new codes at this moment. Only you, Alex and I would actually get by this scanner, if someone were smart enough to crack the codes. As you can see, Smitty didn’t even come with us down the hall.”
I look back and see we are alone. The door opens after Sebastian’s blood is analyzed and we walk through to find a man, or werewolf, lying on the cot in the room.
He looks up and sees us standing in the doorway. “Good, you are alive. I would have been an even bigger dead man, if you didn’t make it.”
“The bullet that hit me wasn’t from your gun, so as far as that goes you would be safe anyway,” I tell him.
“How much time has passed? I have a feeling it hasn’t been just a few hours. I woke up with a really stiff neck and I am not sure why,” he says.
“It’s been a couple weeks. The neck issue was Sebastian here being a jerk. He didn’t like the fact that I was shot and you were the closest target for him to take out his aggression. I am sure he is extremely sorry for spinning your head around,” I tell the prisoner.
“Why does a vampire care if a wolf gets shot? I was sent to try and get you away from your guards,” he says. I have a feeling getting him to talk won’t really be that hard if he is already providing information without any prompting.
“Sebastian is my boyfriend,” I say. We still haven’t come up with better terminology for our relationship. “Enough about me, why don’t you tell me who sent you?”
He pauses before speaking and looks to be thinking about something really hard. “I know Jonas, the wolf I tried to shoot. He is with Alexander Monroe and whatever cell of resistance they are trying to mount. Does that mean you are part of the force against the Collective?”
“I don’t know that it is wise for me to just give that information over,” I tell him. This is supposed to be a case of me getting all the answers, not show and tell with Lucy. I would think it was pretty obvious we are part of the resistance, since I know the Collective doesn’t have holding cells this nice.
“The reason I ask is that if you are, I would be willing to join. After you left the Collective, for all of the like two days before I was sent after you, things had been a bit chaotic. There are tons of rumors floating around about you and how maybe you had the right idea to leave,” he explains. “As you can see, I am not a very strong wolf. That has always made living in the Collective difficult for me. I was shocked when I was told they were giving me an assignment. Now, I figure they thought you would just catch and kill me.”
“The Collective sucks, but I don’t know that we can just bring you right into the fold. We have to be very careful about who gets close to us. We could maybe offer you some training, so you aren’t stuck in here all the time, but I think it will be a while before we can trust you,” I say.
“That’s understandable. I was sent by Frank, in case you were wondering. The objective was to get rid of the guards, as I have been saying. I don’t know if they had someone else that was going to get to you or not. I was just told to shoot the guards. I am actually a pretty good shot when my target isn’t pushed out of the way,” he claims.
It doesn’t surprise me that my Collective father was the one to send the troops out to get me. He is pretty high up in the food chain. I guess I am just glad to hear it wasn’t Tommy. Of course, that creep wouldn’t send someone else to do his dirty work.
“I guess we should officially introduce ourselves. As you know I am Nyx,” I say holding out my hand.
“And I am Sam,” he says taking my hand and giving it a shake.
Sebastian asks a few more questions, but it is quickly apparent this guy is bottom of the totem pole green. Any theories on why he was sent, other than the Collective wants me back, are not made available. It is kind of a letdown, but not a big surprise.
Next time we get a Collective agent in our grasp, we are going to have to find a higher up target. I have a few in mind that will shed all sorts of light on the situation. Maybe I will bring them up later and see if the boys will let me go on a little mission. I doubt they will, but I can at least try.
 



Chapter 5
Conversations you never want to have
 
“I’m hungry,” I say as me and Sebastian exit the holding area. He makes sure to lock everything back up. With his level of security, I am pretty sure leaving one door open still would make it impossible to get in, but better safe than sorry.
“Alex should be here by now. You should be able to finish your date,” Sebastian replies.
“It was a really great date too,” I say elbowing him in the side. “How come we haven’t ever gone on a date?”
“You mean you don’t consider all those great meetings we had at Sins dates? You know, neither of us is big on crowded places. Our quiet nights at home are more our speed. Plus, if we go out, there is the potential that I have to share you with others.”
“Very true. The fights were fun tonight, though. We will have to go together sometime,” I reply as we make it to the guard area and find Alex, Smitty, Jonas, and Jake standing with the jail guards.
“Did you find out any new information?” Alex asks immediately coming to my side and putting some space between me and Sebby. 
I give him a quick glare for the gesture. “Not really. He was sent by the Collective like we all assumed. He was to get rid of the guards and he thought someone else might try to take me, if he accomplished that task.”
“Didn’t figure someone at his level would have been given accurate information,” Jonas says.
“He wants to join the cause,” I say watching the startled expressions come over their faces. “I told him we can start giving him some better training, but we aren’t just going to open our doors to someone who was taking orders from the darkside.”
“Since we are mostly all here, would now be a good time to bring up your trip?” Smitty asks moving the conversation on to a new topic.
“Trip?” Sebastian and Alex inquire simultaneously. 
“It’s a new case. I need to go to D.C. for a couple days to track down a girl and her supposed kidnapper,” I explain.
“What variety is the kidnapper?” Alex asks.
“One you don’t need to worry about. He is human,” I answer.
“A human was able to kidnap a paranorm and she hasn’t gotten away yet?” Alex queries continuing on his information quest.
“She’s human, too,” I say with a grin.
“So, the dad wants him killed.” Sebastian states not even questioning the reason for the contract.
“And we have a winner,” I say making ding ding noises like a bell. “Yes, that is his hope, but I haven’t promised to turn him over or kill him personally. I think they just ran off together and daddy doesn’t like her choice of boyfriend. Not really a killing offense, if you ask me.”
“I don’t know. When we have kids, our girls better choose someone I approve of. If not, I may not have the guy killed, but I will make sure he isn’t able to ever have children,” Alex says thinking now would be a good time to hold hands.
I look over at him with a look that could create an iceberg. “There are so many things wrong with that statement and I bet it wasn’t even fifty words. First, I am not planning to have any children. How do you think they would survive in the lifestyle I live? I know I won’t be just doing assassin calls, but I still kill people. Not only that, I have a lot of enemies and my children would be in constant danger. Secondly, if we had children, I imagine they would have that pesky trait that turns them furry, meaning they would have a mate. If they found him and you didn’t like him, there ain’t shit you can do to stop them from being together.”
“Hence the fact that I would probably not kill the guy. I would just make it impossible for them to ever have children. Wouldn’t want a jackass being able to create new tiny versions of himself,” Alex replies ignoring the part of the statement about not having children to begin with.
“Whatever,” I say rolling my eyes. “I am hungry. Can we still go out to get something to eat?”
“Of course. I called the restaurant on our way over here and told them to hold the reservations. You know you are really crabby when you are hungry,” he says drawing me out of the room to the elevator.
“She’s crabby all the time,” Jake says putting in his two cents. “Do you want any guards for the rest of the night?”
“I would like Jonas with us. If Sebastian wants to send one of his, I will allow it. We weren’t in any danger tonight, but the threat seems to always be present,” Alex replies. 
Jonas and Smitty follow us. I guess Sebby must have given a silent signal to follow. During the elevator ride, I ponder why I even thought to look for a threat with the Camaro. I have to guess there was a smell that triggered something, since that is my most keen sense. I just don’t remember anything specific and it is going to really bother me until I figure it out.
I clear my mind of everything as I am led to the waiting Camaro. Might as well try to enjoy the rest of my date. Sebby made a good point about me being a private person and normally being out around people makes me a little edgy, but when I have the choice to get to know Alex in public, where I don’t have to worry that much about him trying to get my clothes off, I am going to take that option.
The ride to the restaurant ends up being silent. If I was concerned about Alex’s welfare, I would check his forehead for fever, but sadly I really don’t care that much. The quiet gives my mind time to think about how my life is shifting.
After spending the past couple weeks with the guy, Alex seems cool and all, as long as you define that word by being a total ass, but my heart doesn’t pitter patter at the thought of him. Truthfully, my heart doesn’t really do that for Sebastian either; our relationship is more grown-up than that.
When we arrive at Cattleman’s, I climb out of the car, much to Alex’s chagrin. He tries to be courteous and I have been trying to thwart every attempt.
“One of these days you will let me open the door,” he says coming up next to me and taking my hand.
“I am pretty sure world peace will happen before that, so I wouldn’t be holding my breath,” I reply with a dazzling smile. I can feel our shadows falling in step behind us.
“I am surprised the Collective allowed you to be so stubborn. I thought they preferred the people in their group to be more like sheep and just follow orders.” He holds two fingers from his left hand up to the greeter indicating how many people would be sitting at the table.
“With the shit I put up with while I was in the Collective, you are lucky I have the cheerful disposition you are witnessing today.”
He glances down at me with a look almost like sorrow as we are led to our table. Great. I really didn’t want him to start feeling sorry for me. 
As I sit down, I grab my menu and start studying it like there will be a pop quiz any second. When the person that greeted us leaves, I decide to change the subject and get our minds focused on something other than a pity party for me.
“So, we have all been playing happy family for a couple weeks, I am curious to hear how you think this will all work out?” I ask as I see that Jonas and Smitty have taken a table not far from us. What good little guards they are.
“In what regards are you wondering? Day-to-day life or how me and Sebastian plan to take turns screwing you until you forget your name?”
I take a second to glower at him before responding. “I will let you decide which part of your question I was referring to.”
“Okay. Well personally, I was thinking I could have Monday, Wednesday and Friday and Sebastian could take Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday. We would give you Sundays off. I don’t know about Sebastian’s specific plans, but on my days, I plan to keep you tied up in bed the majority of the time. I guess bathroom breaks would need to be required, but I think that will be the only time I let you up,” he replies with a smile I am sure would light a fire in most women. In my case, it makes me want to light him on fire. He has known me long enough to know that those comments aren't going to fly.
“Really? Because I was thinking you and I would only be sleeping together once a year. I still don’t believe I am going to go into this heat and feel compelled to actually let you touch me in a way that currently disgusts me,” I tell him as our waiter walks up and immediately turns as white as a ghost hearing my comment.
“I can come back later,” he stutters out.
“You are a werewolf, right?” I ask looking up at the waiter with a grin.
“Y..yes,” he answers.
“I sense you aren’t mated and it sounds like come January I may need a fuck buddy. Would you be up for auditioning for the role?”
I really didn’t think he could lose any more of his coloring. Poor guy. I am starting to feel bad, but I guess it is better that he is passive compared to Alex because I can imagine a guy with a little more testosterone would have actually considered my offer, causing Alex to probably kill him.
“I think that is enough, Nyx,” Alex states giving me a charming smile. “We will take two very rare steaks, John.” He grabs my menu from me and hands it over with his.
John quickly scurries away from the table, leaving me and Alex watching each other intently. I wonder if we will be seeing those steaks tonight or if John's fear of Alex will cause us to go hungry.
“That was a little unnecessary, don’t you think?” Alex asks calmly.
“And you don’t think tying me to a bed three days a week literally becoming your sex slave wouldn’t be a little overkill?” I counter. “Not only that, but you say something like that here, where everyone can hear it even if they are across the room.”
“I could have said a whole lot more, gone into way more detail of what I plan to do with you once I get you in that bed. How I was going to take my nine inches of very thick…”
“That is enough,” I scream at him in a whisper. I know it doesn't make sense to scream in a whisper, but I somehow achieved it. “You will not talk to me like that. I am sorry I got us started on this subject, but we need to get off of it now if you plan to keep that specific appendage attached to your body.”
“So, tell me about this upcoming trip. How long do you plan to be gone?” he asks immediately changing the topic.
I know he is just doing it to amuse me. My threat actually bounced right off of him. I swear nothing ever fazes the guy. He may just be made out of stone.
“I thought you didn’t want to talk about my dick. If you really want to continue the conversation, I think your bedroom would be a better setting. I can show you just how made out of stone it is.”
“What the fuck was that?” I ask. I had been staring at Alex, so I know his lips didn’t just move, but that sure as Hell was his cocky voice I was hearing.
“I am sure at some point it has been mentioned that with enough contact, mates can become telepathic. Evidently, two weeks is a good time. I have been trying for a while and I do believe that is the first time I have gotten through that thick skull of yours.” Oh yeah. It has been mentioned, all of about two minutes ago by Sebastian. Why do they never tell me these things early enough that I can make some preparations?  
“So, you can just go around picking up my thoughts as you please now?” This has to be the worse night of my life. I think this might even beat getting carved up by Tommy.
“You need to take that back. You will not compare me to that son of a bitch,” Alex replies to my unspoken thoughts, allowing a bit of his cool to slip. 
“You need to figure out a way not to read my mind and I will then consider taking it back.”
“It only works when I concentrate on it, so it isn’t like I hear everything. If you try, you could probably pick up mine,” he answers.
“No way in hell do I want to know what is going on in your brain. If you won’t be courteous enough to keep out, at least don’t reply. Especially, if those replies include mentioning your granite dick. That is information I really did not want to know about.”
“You sure you don’t want to take a peek? I have some really good replies to what you just said and I doubt you want me to say them out loud.”
There really is only one answer to that and since I see Waiter John on his way with our food, I smile and kindly give Alex the one finger salute.
The rest of dinner passes without conversation. Chances are he is listening in, but other than ideas on how to kill him and prayers I never really have to have sex with him, he is probably coming up empty on interesting facts.
After I take my last bite, he throws some money on the table not even waiting for the bill.
“Just think, you helped me win a bet that is allowing me to spend the night. I imagine you are finding that very disturbing about now,” he says leading me out into the parking lot.
“Not at all. I am thinking you will at some point fall asleep allowing me to get to the castrating. I have come to the conclusion if a mate doesn’t have the equipment to actually ‘mate’, then we won’t run into any problems come January.”
That statement draws him to a halt. I take a couple steps and turn around to face him. He is staring down at his crotch. After a moment, he looks up at me with his usual grin.
“I am sure once you actually see it, you will have trouble damaging the work of art it really is. In fact, why don’t we hurry to your place, so you can take a look at it? I am imagining you falling to your knees to worship after just one glance.”
With that, he steps forward, grabs my hand, and hurries us to the car. I think any future dates I go on are going to have to only include a violent diversion. Anything that actually involves conversation is out.
In the car, I crank up the radio and jam to some head banging music, not only to keep the talking to a minimum, but it also keeps my mind from wandering.
 



Chapter 6
An evenly matched fight is boring
 
I have come to realize that anytime Alex and I are in a room together I end up really pissed. His sleazy personality still hasn’t won me over. He gets little flashes of niceness that make me think he could win me over, but the big brain tends to get overruled by the little brain a little too often. I wonder if he overheard my pun about him being little. It was a really good one.
By the time, we get back to our place we have both had a chance to calm down. I am even thinking he may be allowed to keep his man bits for another night. He will probably open his mouth and blow my generosity out of the water, but for now, everything is good.
“So, are you thinking of heading right to bed, or can I interest you in a workout?” he asks holding the door for me.
Even in my mellow state, battle has its appeal. “You are talking a vertical, hand-to-hand combat type of workout, not the horizontal mambo type of workout, right?”
He glances over at me as he hits the button for the elevator. “After hearing I am currently allowed to keep my favorite appendage for another day, I thought it best we work out my sexual frustrations another way, unless of course you are hungry for your other boyfriend. That usually takes care of my needs.”
“Sorry, bud, but I am probably good another couple of days on that front. As for the grunge match, I am all for getting sweaty,” I say giving him a little wink. 
He laughs, which should probably be illegal. His personality annoys the Hell out of me, but sadly his body does speak to me and the way he looks with a smile and just a glint of naughtiness in his eyes could raise a three-century dead nun from the grave.
“Ah, but what would she do with me when she found me? Would she just be a bunch of bones, or would her hips have filled in so I have something to get my hands around? Do you think maybe since she is dead, that it would be a way for me to get around the fact that I cannot have sex with another woman?” he asks and I can see the possibilities flash in his eyes.
“You are sick. You would seriously contemplate having sex with a dead person?” I experience a full body shiver just thinking about it. 
“Nah, you know I just like to rile you up. You are the only girl for me, dead or alive, my little Nyxie Poo,” he says wrapping his arm around my shoulders and leading me into my apartment.
“That is not an approved nickname. I am going to change into my workout clothes. Why don’t you scamper off and do the same?” I say as I extract myself from his arm and hurry towards my sleeping area. 
“I had some clothes left here for me, so I think we are going to the same place,” he states as he catches up.
Wasting no time, he removes his shirt and goes for his belt. For the first time in my life, I am too shocked to do anything more than stare as his pants hit the ground to reveal a pair of navy blue boxer shorts. Judging by the outline that I am seeing, wolfman is well endowed. I guess his nine inches remark earlier probably wasn’t too far off.
I allow my eyes to meander up his torso pausing to fully appreciate his abs of steel. Hot damn. He is a romance novel come to life, and not one of those fluffy kinds either. We are talking the smuttiest of smutty here. He is from the kind that is nothing but hot, wild sex on every imaginable surface. No backstory needed, straight to the good parts.
“It’s good to know when the time comes you won’t be suffering from lack of visual stimulation,” he says drawing my eyes to meet his. In them, I see that he was just trying to gauge my reaction. I do believe he is determining the mission a success.
“From what I have seen it is rare for a paranorm not to be able to light a fire in the opposite sex. Plus, from what you have said, it sounds like when the time comes I won’t be worried about anything other than satisfaction,” I reply turning from him to open my hidden closet door. 
“It still does a man good to know his mate doesn’t find his appearance lacking.”
“Yeah, because I am so sure you doubted how great your body looks.” I have been introduced to his ego many times, so I know he thinks highly of himself.
I quickly grab some tight sweats and a tank top and change in the closet, not wanting to give him the same show, even though he already saw the top bits earlier tonight. I am secure in my body, scars and all, but I don’t want to give him any ideas with a bed five feet away.
Walking back into the sleeping area proper, I find him waiting in a pair of shorts. Yup, that’s it. Usually my workout partners start with a top. By the time I am through with them, it tends to be shreds, but at least they attempt for some modesty.
“I am in the mood to feel your claws on my bare skin tonight,” he states simply.
“Fine. It’s your body. If you don’t mind looking like a waffle iron imprinted on you, I am not going to try to stop you.”
“I’ll heal. Let’s get out of here, our adoring fans are waiting.”
One of the bad things about living with a bunch of extraordinary beings is a lack of privacy. I imagine everyone within the building has heard what has been going on tonight and are lined up waiting for the “king”, I use the term loosely, to take the little princess on. I hope they aren’t too disappointed when I kick his ass.
When we arrive at the gym, I see the sides have already been drawn, vampires, including Sebastian, on the left and werewolves to the right. It looks like there are twenty or so men in each faction. I know even with the lines drawn, most are rooting for Alex. Me and him haven’t really gone at it full tilt, yet, but officially the big scary master type vamps have been the only ones that could beat me. 
“So nice of everyone to come out for this lesson,” Alex says drawing in cheers.
I roll my eyes and start my stretches. I have to be really good and limber. Wouldn’t want to pull a muscle. Alex just struts over to his friends and gives me my space to get in the zone. Smart little puppy.
“I thought we determined that there was nothing little about me earlier.” I hear him think at me. I decide to ignore him and focus more on how to use this newfound skill of his to my advantage. 
After cracking my neck a few times, I call it good. “So, we going straight hand-to-hand or do you want to throw weapons into the mix?”
“No weapons. Everyone here knows you are most proficient with them. I want to see how you defend yourself without them.”
“Good by me. I hope you ate your Wheaties.”
He smiles and says, “No worries there, sweetie. I had a couple Porterhouses with a side of bacon for breakfast.”
Mmm. Bacon. I could really go for some right now, but things that are more important are pressing.
We face off against each other, immediately the spectators fade away in my mind. Not wanting to dance around too much, I jump in the air and flip to land on the other side of Alex. He anticipates the move and has already turned around to face me. As I come at him with a roundhouse, he blocks and attempts a punch to my chest. I dodge and the fight has officially commenced. 
We exchange blocked shots for five solid minutes. Not one punch has landed on either side. We are very well matched and it is different to not be either totally dominating or getting my ass handed to me. Jonas is the only other wolf that has given me even an inkling of a challenge. 
I have no doubt we could keep at this for a while, but not even landing a punch is kind of boring. The fact that he is probably reading my mind leaves most surprise attacks out. 
Feeling the need to play dirty I continue fighting, but focus on a picture of him standing before me in his boxers, with the image still burned in my mind it isn’t difficult. I then proceed to add myself to the image. Of course, imaginary Nyx is a very bad girl and leans over to further inspect those glorious abs with her tongue. 
With that picture primary in my mind, I vault over him again and front kick him square in the back. 
“That is cheating, my little devil,” he says jumping back up from the floor.
“A girl has to use everything in her tool belt when facing off against a big, strong man like you,” I reply with a wink. 
We are back to blocking each other and after enduring the boredom for another twenty minutes, I spread my wings and take to flight. A couple passes around the gym and I descend next to Sebastian. 
“Hey, lover boy,” I say wrapping one of my wings around his shoulders like it is an arm. “Enjoy the show?”
“I have to say it was a little dull. I was really hoping you would kick his ass.”
“You and me both. Too bad he has figured out how to read my mind. I only got a hit in after thinking dirty thoughts. He has been thinking with the little brain all night, so I knew I could use it to my advantage.”
“That’s my girl,” he says turning to place a chaste kiss on my lips. “I am sorry you have to spend the night with him. I know better than to bet on you, but every blue moon I do something stupid.”
“I am already over it. He knows to be on his best behavior or he will wake up one brain short. I will be leaving tomorrow for D.C., possibly during the day. Do you foresee any issues?” I ask as I relax my wings back into their invisible home.
“I am sure the humans will be annoying, but it doesn’t have a large population of paranorms so you shouldn’t have a hard time. I will send Smitty when he wakes up for the day and you should take both mutts, at least until he arrives.”
“I figured that would be a requirement. It is just humans, though, and I wish you guys would give me some breathing room.”
“Sorry, Babe,” Alex says coming over with a towel around his neck. It doesn’t look like the towel has done a very good job of wiping the sweat from his body, judging by the trickles still rolling down his chest. “I know you hate the guards, but at least neither of us is demanding to tag along. If you prefer, you could dump the guards for one of us, but since neither of us travels without our own guards I can imagine what your choice will be.”
“Yeah, big surprise there,” I reply. Directing my next thought at Sebby, I say, “I imagine it won’t take more than a day to run the duo to ground, so I shouldn’t need one of our romantic interludes until I get back, right?”
“Nah. You are up to at least a week in between, so a few days won’t kill you. If you do start feeling sick, call and I will hop a flight to you,” he responds. “Now, as much as I hate to, I am turning you over to your bed partner for the night. There was a disturbance at the club earlier tonight, so I am going to run there and make sure everything is back in order.”
“Fine. If I don’t see you before I leave, stay out of trouble until I can get back,” I tell him before giving him my customary goodnight kiss.
Oddly enough, on the way back to my room, Alex is quiet. An even odder fact is that he doesn’t say a word as I undress and crawl into bed. Oh well, his loss. I need some shuteye.
 



Chapter 7
Nobody better lay a hand on my bacon
 
In the morning, really late afternoon since I fell asleep around 6 AM, I wake up feeling a furnace snuggled in behind me. How cute, we’re spooning, and evidently, someone is happy to see me. Talk about morning wood.
“It’s in its natural state when you are in the room,” Alex says from behind me. “Morning, noon, and night. Makes it a little difficult to get any sleep.”
“I can imagine. You mind if I get up to take care of my own morning business?”
“Be my guest. It sounds like the guys have our breakfast ready, so I will meet you in the living area.” He gives me a quick kiss on the top of my head and is off.
Boy, am I glad I insisted on having some partitions put in to make somewhat of a room for myself in an otherwise very open apartment. We started with some curtains, but it evolved into making me a bedroom suite. Just knowing that there are always others within about twenty feet of me is creepy enough. If they were actually able to stare at me the whole time, I would go nuts. Well, at least nuttier than I already am. 
I quickly take care of aforementioned morning business and make my way to the kitchen. The smell of searing meat makes my tummy grumble. Being part vampire means I probably don’t have to eat solid food anymore to survive, but old habits die hard and you won’t find me saying no to a nice juicy steak.
“So, you guys all packed?” I ask sweeping in to make my grand entrance.
“Clothes thrown into duffle bag. Check.” Jake says handing me a plate piled high with bacon. 
It is one of the only meats I eat actually cooked to a crisp. Crunchy, salty goodness. Ignoring the rest of the room for a moment, I dig in. Five seconds and a licked clean plate later, I look up to see three sets of eyes stuck on the plate.
“Puh-lease. What are you guys looking at? You eat the same exact way.”
“Maybe, but you usually don’t,” Jonas insists. If they believe that, they haven’t been watching very closely.
“I was hungry and craving bacon, so sue me. I can eat however I want.” I stomp off to put my plate in the sink.
“Of course you can, sweetheart. It was just a little surprising,” Alex says. Under his breath, I hear him tell Jake, “You are lucky to still have all your fingers. We should probably insist on her getting her own plates from now on.”
“I heard that.”
“You were meant to. I am going to head to my place so I can get ready to go to the office. I want updates at least twice a day while you are gone, no slipping your bodyguards, and no getting yourself killed. Am I understood?”
“Yes, Daddy. If I am a really good girl, will you buy me a pony when I come home? Please, oh please, I really want one.” I roll my eyes and head towards my closet. 
“No ponies, but I promise a spanking if you are bad or find yourself injured in any way,” he says. I can tell from his tone he is really hoping he can punish me.
I don’t expect anything to happen, but it is a bit rare these days for me to go out of the house and not find myself in some sort of altercation. Practically any injury that takes place will heal within a few hours, so I am not worried about him finding out. 
“Ah, but these days healing wounds are harder to hide, aren’t they baby.”
“Shut up and go take care of your own business,” I shout from the closet. He has already left the apartment and is on his floor. I will have to figure out the range on his mind reading. There has to be a limit, right?
“We taking the car or jet?” Jonas asks as I am pulling on some stretchy combat pants. They would be black, like the rest of the clothing that will be joining them on my body. It happens to be my favorite color, if you haven’t heard.
“It’s just a hop, skip, and a jump away. How about I fly and you guys drive?” I ask knowing what kind of response will be coming.
“So, car it is,” Jonas replies and I can sense the smirk in his voice.
“You are going to have to get over it one of these days, big guy.”
“Or I will have to just clip the wings, girlie girl. I have never lost a charge before. That kind of thing doesn’t just disappear from my mind.”
“I doubt any of your charges were able to kick your ass, well maybe Alex, but the rest of them were pansies to begin with, so they had to put up with you.” Matching top joins pants and many knives join top to finish my ensemble. 
I grab a bag and throw a couple outfits, including some of my disguises and some of my heavy lifting weapons in. I am insisting on taking my Suburban, but even armed to the teeth, I can never have enough artillery.
I pack my gun holster and my back knife. I have learned road trips longer than down the street become painful with them in place. The knife sheaths I am currently wearing come with a no chafing guarantee and I like to test it out every chance I get.
Thinking I am ready, I pause and look in the mirror to find birds must have nested overnight. “Eek!” I can see how watching the Bride of Frankenstein scarf down bacon may have frightened the fellers.
I imagine, it was the combination of the two and not just my speed eating that caused the shocked expressions on their faces.
A quick brush through my hair and a ponytail later, I am officially ready. 
“Let’s blow this banana shop and see how many humans we can freak out.”
“Aye, aye Captain,” Jake replies joining me at the elevator. 
“Oh, did you sharpen your little girlie fangs?” Jonas asks winking. “You know showing them off is the only way you will get a rise out of the norms.”
Jake finds the comment funny and adds, “I can see it now, ‘Oh help me Mommy, the scary vampire that is shorter than me is going to bite me’.”
“Obviously, size isn’t everything, jackass. If it was, your past lady friends probably asked for a refund.”
“Hey, don’t be dissing Hank. The only place he can be associated with the word small is in the antonym part of the definition.”
“I am going to pretend you didn’t just tell me your penis is named Hank.” Wanting to get away from this turn in the conversation, I skip ahead to the Suburban and stow my gear.
“It’s a great name,” he claims joining me and situating himself in the backseat. 
“Whatever.” I jump in the driver’s seat and wait for Jonas to take his place next to me before I start the SUV and pull out. 
Not long ago, I would say you were crazy if you told me I would prefer sitting next to Jonas over Jake. When we first met, Jonas hated me with a passion. I could do no right in his eyes. Push a guy out of the way of an incoming bullet and the hate just disappears. Not that I recommend trying that, but it worked well for me. 
Even being bosom buddies, Jonas still operates with a filter when it comes to talking to me, which is something Jake evidently lost. The boy can be so childish it is getting beyond annoying. One of these days, Alex is going to walk in to find his little pet bodyguard duct taped to a chair with at least ten layers wrapped around his mouth.
“You are getting tense,” Jonas whispers. “Ignore him. If you react, it only encourages him.” 
“Sage advice. Sadly, the roll of my metal gray, sticky best friend is in the back of the truck. Do you think I can convince him to climb back there and apply a piece himself?” I glance into the rearview and see that Jake has put in his earbuds so maybe the trip won't be that bad.
“Probably not. It doesn’t involve food or his johnson, meaning he most likely won’t go for it,” he says with a shrug. “Changing the subject, have you heard anything more from your dad?”
Aaron Gentry, my father and, if werewolves believed in royalty, the true king of our race, is in deep hiding from the Collective after I was sent to assassinate him. Before the assassination attempt, any of the components that led to my genetic makeup were a mystery to me. I still know nothing about how I came to be in this world, but I figure eventually I will get him in a room and have it out with him. 
“Nope. Still have only the one email communiqué. Must not get reliable Internet connection from under his rock.”
“I know we didn't start out that well, but I want you to know that it is an honor to serve as your guard, Princess.” He has reiterated the statement many times, since the whole saving his life thing.
I remember a time when he didn’t believe my lineage and having to pretty much moon him to prove the fact. No one believes you are really born of the Gentry line unless they see the mark we all have on our thigh. I still ask, anytime I can find someone to listen to me, why it couldn’t have been located in a more convenient location. So far, there haven’t been any good answers.
“The monarchy was put to an end a long time ago, and to most werewolves the last known individual from that line is dead, so a princess I be not.”
“What do you expect to happen once we defeat the Collective? We are planning to reinstate the true leader of our race.”
“Is he aware of this?”
“It's his revolt, even if Alex is leading it on our side. I imagine he has a pretty good idea where it is heading.”
“You think the wolves will like going back to the days of old?”
“Once they are debrainwashed, maybe they will remember how things used to be. The newer generations won't remember, but they will learn quickly.”
“And what of the other species that the Collective 'governs'? You think they will be okay with going back to separate factions?”
“No offense, but that is a pretty moronic question. You think the other races like being ruled by werewolves? The Collective lets a token number of fang heads in, but the werewolves are making all the decisions. All the wrong decisions, if you ask me.”
Out of all the people I have met in the resistance, not that I have met many, Jonas has lost the most. The Collective killed his brother for no reason other than standing against them. I cannot imagine what that lost meant to him. Until recently, I have only been close to my pseudo brother, Ryan, in the familial sense and I am pretty sure that relationship wasn't what I thought it was at all.
“No, they don't make very good decisions for us as a whole,” I reply quietly to his last thought.
The mood has grown somber and I, being the uncheeriest person in the world, have no clue how to turn it around. Thankfully, we only have two more exits to go before the turn off to Felicity Willard's apartment. Research shows she has a roommate and I am hoping they are the B.F.F. variety of girls. 
You know, the kind that tells each other everything, so when I show up she can just tell me the happy couple is hiding out across town in the Motel 6. This is my life we are talking about, though, so the chances of that happening are about zero, but I can always hope.
 



Chapter 8
The joys of a pregnant woman
 
The apartment complex I pull into looks pretty high-end. Of course, after meeting Mr. and Mrs. Willard, I only expect the best for their little girl. I pull around to building four and find a nice place close to the entrance. The change in speed from highway to city awoke Lemonhead in the back seat, but thankfully, he hasn't opened his mouth, yet.
“So, we all going in or what?” he finally asks.
“Can't you guys just let me go check it out by myself? I don't feel any paranorms in the area and I think I can handle questioning one human.”
“You know the rules,” Jonas says as a reprimand. “I will go with. Jake can stand guard down here and make sure no undesirables get in behind us.”
“You do notice all the fancy cars parked around us. I am pretty sure we are the only undesirables that have ever visited this place.” There might be a crazy uncle somewhere out there that stopped by, but I highly doubt it.
“You know you aren't getting around this, so don't try. We will go up and I promise to stay in the background. Two sets of eyes are better than one, even if the main set of eyes is yours, Princess.”
“Fine. Let's get this over with,” I say hopping out of the car. 
As we walk in the front door, which I have to say I am surprised there isn't a level of security there, I start picking up faint traces of something that smells like strawberries. We climb the stairs to the third level and the closer we come to our destination the stronger the smell gets. 
“I have a feeling your case is about to get exponentially more complicated,” Jonas tells me as we stop in front of the door that says 324.
“Why would you say that?” I ask raising my hand to knock. All I pick up is the dang strawberries and I doubt there is a giant strawberry army behind the door.
After I tap twice, I turn to him. “Because there has been a demon spending an awful lot of time behind that door, if the stench is any indication.”
“All I smell is strawberries. What do you smell?”
“Sulfur. It's clinging to the air pretty good. For as strong as it is, I would say within the last month a demon has been in residence here.”
Hmm. Interesting. Something to put away for later. I go to knock on the door again, but it swings open to reveal a very pregnant woman. At least I hope she is pregnant because while her belly is huge, the rest of her looks frail and petite.
“I didn't order anything,” she says glaring between me and Jonas. Oh joy, a pregnant chick with attitude.
“Would you happen to be Jillian Murphy?” I ask.
“Who wants to know?” Maybe I shouldn't have shown up in my combat gear. I did leave most of the artillery in the car, so she should be thankful. Now that I think about it, my weapons are all hidden, so I don’t know what her problem is.
“I am Nyx Slaughter and this is my associate Jonas. I have been hired to look into the disappearance of Felicity Willard. This is her apartment, correct?”
After giving us both another once over, she steps back and opens the door. “You might as well come in. It wouldn't be prudent to have this conversation in the hallway.”
I imagine in a place like this, being seen with the likes of me and Jonas wouldn’t put anybody on the tenant of the month ballot.
We walk in and she leads us towards a sofa. The apartment has a wide open feel similar to mine, but I can see a couple doors that probably have the bedrooms behind them. The furniture and décor is straight from the 70s. There are bean bag chairs, shag carpet and lava lamps. Not at all what I expected and the smell of strawberries is overwhelming. I can just imagine how Jonas must be enjoying it. 
“You have a very nice home here, Ms. Murphy,” I say working on my politeness.
“Yeah, well, Fliss did the decorating. She was in a hippie phase and wanted to do something that would appall her mom at the same time.”
“After meeting Mrs. Willard, I imagine the decorating had its desired effect.”
“Her parents came over once and have never been back, so I suppose you are right.”
“Jillian, I hope you don't mind if I call you that, I want to find Felicity as soon as possible so I don't have to deal with her parents again. Can you help with that?”
“Straight and to the point. I think I like that. Would you like any refreshments? I have to ask, my mother would be appalled if I didn't and right now I kind of need her to be behind me,” she says while looking down at the giant pumpkin that has become her stomach.
Having no tact, I say, “Is the father not in the picture?”
That induces a cynical laugh. “Now there is a great story. Would you believe I am only three months pregnant?”
I glance down at her stomach again. I don't know much about babies, but I do know they don't become all that noticeable until the fourth or fifth month, even with how small she is to begin with. At her current size, something is wrong.
“You having quads or something?” 
“Nope. The doctors can only find one of them in the ultrasounds. They have no logical explanation for the reason that my fetus is already developed to the size of an eight-month-old fetus.”
I know that other species have shorter gestation periods, but no shifter would knowingly impregnate a human and Jillian is all human.
I still have to ask, “The father is human, right?” 
“I would call him the lowest scum on the planet, but genetically, yes, he is human and so is the baby.”
Being sidetracked from my mission isn't usual, but this is kind of a bombshell she has thrown at me.
“And you aren't confused about the date of conception?”
“Nope. I have been regular all my life and had been on the Pill until just recently. The dad, Pete, works with me and I have secretly had a huge crush on him. One day he asked me for lunch and I couldn't believe it. I mean, I know I am not a dog or anything, but Pete is gorgeous. We started dating and about a week later, he asked me to go on a trip with him. It was to Barbados, how could I say no?” she asks pausing apparently expecting a reply.
“Barbados, hot guy, you're right. No one could say no to that.”
“Exactly. Anyway, we get down there and almost immediately, we head to the bedroom and don't come out for the whole week. Greatest sex of my life. Totally ended up missing taking my contraception the full week. When we finally come up for air, he says he forgot about an appointment and had to get back, but I should enjoy the last couple of days myself. By the time I left the island, my clothes already weren't fitting quite right.”
“He doesn't happen to have any witchy friends does he? Maybe he had a spell that accelerated development.”
“That's the great part in all of this, tests have proven the baby is most definitely his, but he claims he has never met me. Not only that, he wouldn't have sex with me if I was the last person on earth.”
“How the fuck does he explain the watermelon?” I ask pissed on her behalf.
“No explanation. Doesn't remember any of it. Claims he blacked out for about a month.”
“That pig!” I yell letting my anger out.
“Believe me I have called him names much worse than that. Anyway, enough about me. There isn’t anything that can be changed and I have come to accept my situation. You are here about Fliss, so why don’t you ask your questions?”
“We should probably get back on that subject, but if you want me to, I can go remove Pete's stick and berries so he doesn't get away with what he did,” I offer.
“That is a nice thought, but I really need to put it behind me. He will never know his son and that is good enough for me right now.”
“I will leave my number in case you change your mind later. As far as Felicity goes, do you know where she and Harvey are? Her parents seem determined he kidnapped her, but I am not jumping to that conclusion.”
“They are idiots who think Harvey isn't good enough for her. Smalls and Fliss wanted to get away for a while, so they did. No harm in that. Actually, I talked to her yesterday and she said they are coming back tomorrow. She just didn't want her parents to get in the way of the wedding.”
“So they eloped. Did you mention that to the police? They are treating it like a kidnapping.”
“Of course, I told them everything was fine, but the senior Willards have most law enforcement agencies in their back pocket, so they will only believe what they are told.”
I look over to Jonas. “You know, at this point, I am pretty happy I never had to deal with my own parents.”
He smiles. “Can't speak for your mother, but I highly doubt your father would have been that bad.”
“Well, I thank you for your time Jillian, but I don't think I have anything more to do here. Do you know what time the newlyweds will be back tomorrow? I am going to have to stop in and have a chat, so I can collect my fee.” It is going to be the easiest fee I have ever picked up, but it is still my money.
“I think she said her plane was landing around one in the afternoon. I am supposed to pick her up at the airport, but I might just have to call her a cab. I am to the point where I don't move around all that easily,” she says finally taking a seat. I should have probably insisted she did that before now.
“If you want, we can take care of that. I need to meet with her anyway.”
“I couldn't ask that of you.”
“It's no problem. I have a large SUV, so I will have plenty of room for them and their luggage.”
“Wow,” she says starting to tear up. “Sorry, my hormones are all over the place. You are so nice. First offering to castrate Pete and now playing chauffeur for me.”
“I am pretty sure you are the first person to ever call me nice. How about you write down the flight information and me and Jonas will get out of your hair.”
She quickly jots down the information on a piece of paper from the table beside her. With the paper in hand, me and Jonas rise to leave. 
“Thanks again for your time, Jillian. It was nice to meet you and I don't say that to too many people. I hope everything goes well with you and the baby.”
“I am sure we will be fine. Thanks for allowing me to do a little venting.” 
She remains sitting and looks to be about to fall asleep as we make our way out of the apartment.
“See, that was a piece of cake, just like I said it would be,” I say leading the way, skipping just a little, back to Jake and the Suburban.
“Get any good leads on the missing heiress?” Jake asks as we climb back into the vehicle.
“Yup. Airport. Tomorrow. One o'clock,” I reply.
“Is that someone landing or us taking off?”
“Landing. The happy couple will be returning from their honeymoon then.”
“I am guessing that means we don't get to watch you kill somebody.”
“That would be correct. Unless, of course, you decide to really get on my nerves and need a firsthand demonstration,” I reply starting up the car.
“Now come on, we both know you could never kill me. I'm like a brother to you,” he states acting innocent. Sure, a very annoying brother that I would have tried to sell as a child.
“No, you are like a persistent fly that has a death wish,” I say ready to move the conversation away from my irritation with Jake. “Do we have a set place we should stay tonight or am I looking for a hotel?”
Jonas, picking up on my cue, quickly says, “Alex has a safe house here and wants us there. Since the sun is down, I imagine Smitty is already there waiting for us.”
“Great. Tell me where to go. I am getting a bit hungry. How about you guys?”
“When we get to the house, one of us will go to the store to stock the kitchen, if it hasn't already been taken care of,” Jonas replies.
“He means me,” Jake says sulking. “For some reason, he has decided I am low man in the pecking order.”
I totally agree with Jonas' thoughts on the matter and follow the directions to the safe house, after turning on the radio to end any bickering that would indubitably occur otherwise.
 



Chapter 9
What? Squirrel? Where?
 
The safe house isn't in the city proper. Thank God. I have decided being around humans makes me itchy. I wouldn't be surprised to find I have broken out in hives under my clothes.
As I pull in the drive, Smitty walks out to greet us. He is dressed in a black dress shirt and matching slacks. If he hasn't had dinner yet, I imagine he is looking for a high-end donor.
“I see you mutts have kept her safe today. Did you run into any issues?” he asks walking towards us to help carry my bag. 
“I can carry that myself you know,” I say throwing a mock fit. If he wants to pretend he is a gentleman, I won't really stop him, even though a few weeks ago I would have probably challenged him to the death for doing such a thing.
“Since your boyfriend isn't here, he requested me to act in his place, as far as taking care of you goes. Since he is my master, I cannot refuse the request.”
“I can imagine how much it grates on you that he asked. Don't worry. I will tell him it was just like having him around and you can act like you normally do around me.” In Smitty’s case, that is usually with a high dosage of disdain. 
As I have been making “friends” with the wolves, I have found it hard to find much common ground with Smitty and Marcus. We aren’t really hostile towards each other; we just kind of give each other all the space allotted when we are forced to be together.
I guess, Marcus and I have made up some ground, but I have a feeling Smitty believes I am some sort of an abomination. Being what I am, I cannot really fault him for that belief.
“Oh, if it were just that simple,” he says sighing and leaving us for a second to put my bag in my room. “You didn't tell me how the mission went.”
“It was fine. We are meeting the missing girl tomorrow when her plane lands. No stress or problems at all,” I reply as I find the kitchen and investigate the protein situation. Sadly, Old Mother Hubbard's cupboards are bare.
“That's good. I hate being out of Night Owl and in the human world. Their manners are atrocious and they kind of smell,” Smitty says as we meet back up in the living room. Jonas and Jake also return from dropping off their bags in their respective rooms. Smitty's attitude towards humans is kind of funny when they are his main food source.
“Speaking of smells. The apartment we were in today reeked of demon. The roommate had a crazy story about her pregnancy and I am not sure how the two of them fit together. If they don’t somehow link, I would be amazed. She said the father is human, baby tests human and the pregnancy is in its third month, but the baby is eight months along,” Jonas informs the others.
“Interesting, but hardly worth our concern. Humans cannot always be relied upon to know what is going on with their bodies. With all the drugs and other stimulants they take, they tend to be clueless,” Smitty says in his pompous voice. Something has really crawled up his ass tonight.
“He is right. The pregnancy and demon really aren't our concern. Jillian seemed cool, but maybe she made a deal with the demon and was just playing us. She was really obsessed with that Pete guy. Demons like to play tricks, or so I have heard. Maybe she made a deal to get the guy in the sack and the demon twisted it that Pete forgot all about it after the fact,” I state. Now, that I am away from the hormonal pregnant woman, my charity seems to have vanished.
“Sounds good to me,” Jake says bouncing a little, clearly bored with the subject. “I probably better go get the princess her food before she turns furry and starts gnawing on our ankles.”
“Hmm. Ankles. Don't remember the last time I had a good ankle bone.”
“Exactly. You probably haven't, but I have learned you aren't afraid to try new things. I will be back in fifteen.” He quickly runs out of the room. Maybe he is a little hungry himself.
“Is it just me or does he get stranger every day?” I ask taking a seat on one of the comfy looking sofas.
“He has always been a weird bird. I have known him since he defected from the Collective and I don't remember him not being a touch flighty. These days he may be a little worse, but I figure it is just the fact he isn't used to guarding someone with boobs,” Jonas says with a shrug.
“You mean he actually notices them? I cannot tell they are there most days.” If I wanted to go undercover as a dude there would be no need for tape to flatten them. It is something I have just grown to accept over time.
My statement causes both men to laugh. “Even without them sticking out loudly, you do smell a bit different than just one of the other guys. Jake is still pretty young and, even though you are spoken for, exponentially I might add, you are a hot little lady. Your small size brings out the protective streak in all of us,” Jonas informs me. “And before you get huffy, we all know you don't really need the protection.”
“Well, at least you admit it. So, does this place have any amenities or are we roughing it?” It really isn't much more than a little country cottage or cabin. It is cute from what I have seen. There are two grandma style flowered couches in the living area, a beat up looking green recliner, and a small dinette with four chairs. 
That does it for what I can see. There is no visible television or any other electronics, for that matter. Thank God for smart phones.
“It is really just a place for us wolves to hunt when we have to come into the city. Being around humans for too long brings out the earthiness in us and the woods behind the cabin are full of game.”
“Going for a run sounds like a fun time. I have only shifted a few times and I don't see anything better to do tonight. Smitty, you are going out for dinner, right?” 
“I don't like fur in my teeth and I am pretty sure taking a sip from you would make me ill, no offense,” he says with a wink, showing that he may not totally hate me.
“Ill maybe, dead for sure,” I supply with a smile. “I figure we could go for a quick run while you were out and then the guys are probably going to need to alternate naps, so you will have to make sure I stay out of trouble.”
“You get in trouble? Never. At least I have wings in case you try to fly away.”
Him and Jonas share a chuckle. My guards, such comedians. Jake returning draws their chuckles short. 
“Food,” I shout jumping up and grabbing a couple bags from Jake's hands.
“Calm down, tiger. I have plenty of food and it will only take a second to put some heat to it.”
I growl at him softly. “I am so hungry I think raw will work tonight.”
Jake shakes his head. “Fresh off the bone raw is one thing, but this has probably been sitting out under harsh lights at the grocery store all day. Trust me, you want it at least seared.”
He puts his sacks down and grabs a pan. Taking one of the butcher paper wrapped packages, he quickly pulls out the steak and throws it on the heat.
“Twenty seconds each side will be enough tonight,” he says flipping the steak over.
“While you play with your cow, I am going to head out,” Smitty says. “I should be back in three hours or less. I have some regulars in the area, but I think I am in the mood for some fresh blood. Enjoy your run.” 
Before I can respond, he is out the door. At this point my food is done, so I really don't care. Barely waiting for it to hit the plate I dive in. This is probably worse than the bacon I had for breakfast, but as I may have already mentioned, I don't care. I am hungry and as long as the guys don't have their phones out videotaping, it is going to stay between the three of us. I will make sure of it.
By the time, Jake cooks a steak for Jonas and himself, my plate is totally clean. I quickly start doing the dishes while they finish up. We are only going to be here the one night, so I don't want to make too big of a mess.
“Ready to get furry?” Jake asks as I finish with his dish. While I was zoned out on my steak, Jonas must have clued him in on our run plans.
“Sure, let's head out back, I hear nature calling.” 
I walk to the sliding glass door at the back of the living area. I try to move the door, but it doesn't budge, so I flip the little lock and it moves much easier on my second try. 
There is a gentle westerly breeze. The air smells nothing like Night Owl City. There is a heavy staleness that makes my stomach a little queasy. Even with a city full of living, breathing humans not that far away, the air feels dead to me. 
“Takes some getting used to, doesn't it?” Jonas asks coming to stand next to me. “My nose isn't as good as yours, but I sense it too. It is one of the reasons you won't find wolves in heavy populations of humans. They make the air just wrong.”
“Yeah. Even the ones like me that like to toy with the human girls, don't do it very often or we figure out a way to draw them to the closest paranorm community,” Jake adds. Jake has to be the only paranorm I have met that would stick his male bits into any species of woman.
“I guess I didn't notice it when we arrived.”
“You were too busy worrying about getting some food. Your stomach overruled your nose,” Jake says with a smirk. “Don't worry. It happens to the best of us.” 
“Whatever.” I take off in a run heading for the tree line. Halfway there I focus on the way Alex smells. I figure my wolfy side is a big slut since his smell seems to draw it out of me quicker and easier than anything else does. 
A flawless shift comes over me and I am instantly running on four legs instead of two. 
“Catch me if you can, suckers,” I taunt as I dodge through the woods.
“You can have some fun, but try not to get too far ahead, Princess,” Jonas dictates and I can tell he is in furry form.
The world is so different in wolf form. I have great senses when I am a humanoid, so that isn't all that different. It's my instincts that are radically changed. It took a couple outings, but I am proud to say I don't go “oh squirrel” every time one passes in range anymore. Talk about embarrassing. 
Tonight, I can sense wildlife in the forest everywhere. I feel how they tense when they hear me charging by and see many smaller creatures darting away. I feel alive and very playful.
After running and playing keep away from the guys for two straight hours, I am worn out. I head back towards the cabin and allow them to catch up.
“I'm calling it a night,” I say shifting back, after breaking the tree line. “I haven't woken up as early as I am planning to tomorrow for a long time, so I need to sleep now or you really won't want to be around me.”
“Lack of sleep makes you more difficult?” Jake asks as he shifts as well. “I don't think that is possible.”
“Laugh it up all you want fur butt. Just make sure I am awake by ten, if my alarm clock somehow finds itself flying out the window by mistake.”
“Gotcha boss. Sweet dreams.”
I leave the two of them to plan the rest of their night and quickly fall asleep, after I get rid of my weapons. I don't even take the time to look around my room, once I follow the scent of my bag to it.
 



Chapter 10
High school days are here again
 
A knock on the door jolts me awake the next morning. I look over at the alarm clock and see it says 9:55. Ack! They couldn't let me sleep five more minutes.
“Enter to receive your beheading,” I yell at the jerk.
“Sorry, Princess. Alex on line one. You haven't called him since you left and he isn't happy about it.”
“What the fuck is he doing up at this hour? This is prime sleeping time.” If I wasn’t planning on earning fifty grand today, there isn’t a bribe in the world you could give me to get me out of bed at this hour.
Obviously, that is not true because I am doing it for the now measly looking amount of said fifty grand.
“Some early morning meeting,” he explains handing me his phone before leaving the room.
“I am so not happy with you right now,” I say moaning and moving myself out of the bed.
“You didn't think it necessary to call to let me know you arrived safely?” he asks in what sounds like a mood matching very closely with mine.
“I figured Tweedle Dum and Dee had to report in, so you would get the message,” I reply heading to the bathroom to take care of my morning business. Just outside the door, I drop the phone so it isn't with me while I tinkle.
“Of course, they reported in. It isn't exactly the same thing as having you tell me you are okay.” Even with the phone outside, I can hear him talking. “Hey, are you listening to me?” he asks when I don't reply immediately. 
I flush the toilet and wash my hands before picking the phone back up. “I didn't think Jonas would like me taking his phone with me to the bathroom, so you had to wait outside.”
“Nyx, as my mate you need to take things a little bit more seriously. Not alerting me of when you arrive safely at your out of town destination is a big no-no.”
“Really? Does that mean that mind reading thing doesn't work long distance? Exactly how long after I left did it stop?” I ask walking back to my room to have a look around. 
It really isn't much to look at. It has a queen sized bed with a royal blue comforter and matching sheets and that is it. I cannot envision anyone spending more than a night here.
There is a window on the far wall and I take a second to look outside. Not a whole lot to see. There is grass and there are trees. There isn’t really even a good variety in shades of green, so it all just combines into a bucket of blah.
“Our connection still works, and probably would continue to do so no matter where you went. I was trying to be respectful and not use that method of communication because you are still new to it.”
Damn. Not the answer I was looking for. I abandon the window and dig around in my bag for the clothes I am wearing today. Since I am going to be around a lot of humans at the airport, I settle on the single pair of blue jeans I brought and a black t-shirt. Don't want to overdo it with the usual ninja outfit. Clothes ready, I sit on the bed to finish our conversation.
“I'm safe and will probably be on my way back tonight, so stop worrying. You will get premature wrinkles.”
“We both know that is impossible. Please be careful today and call before you head back so I know when to expect you.”
“Of course, dear,” I say while thinking I will get Jonas to make the call for me. As Jake mentioned to Alex yesterday, I hate being tethered and right now my leash seems to be pulled extra tight.
“I did mention I can still hear your thoughts, right?”
“You know Sebastian doesn't give me this kind of grief.”
“Sebastian has known you longer and is satisfied with the hold he has on your heart. I, on the other hand, have to fight for everything I can get.”
“Well, when we have known each other for a few years, like me and Sebby, maybe it will get easier for you. Things weren't exactly hearts and stars for me and him in the beginning.”
“I know and I have kept you long enough. Be safe today and try not to kill any humans for just looking at you funny,” he says with a laugh.
“I will try, but don't hold your breath. I will see you either later tonight or when I wake up tomorrow.”
“I'll hold you to that.” Done talking, I hang up the phone and head for a shower.
Sadly, the shower isn't as refreshing as I would have hoped. The water only heats up to lukewarm at best. Any lingering sleep is shoved aside quickly from the chill, but it leaves me very unsatisfied. 
I pull on my undies, jeans and shirt, then insert a few, okay five, knives into sheaths at my ankles, thighs and my left wrist. I think in the human world five is probably overdoing it, but I would feel naked with any less. 
After a quick brush of my hair, I am ready for some breakfast. This morning I am not starving, so there probably won't be any fingers lost trying to feed me. I hand Jonas his phone as I join him at the little dining table. The chair I sit in wasn't built for comfort. It is solid wood and with my boney butt, it feels like bone on bone contact.
“Smitty in a blackout room somewhere?” I ask smelling and seeing Jake in the kitchen puttering around. 
Both men are in their standard black on black ensembles. Short sleeve black shirts that show their huge biceps and black cargo pants that probably hide more knives than what I am currently carrying. I am surprised their shirts don't have security written in big block letters on the back. It has to be obvious to everyone they come across.
“More or less. There is a hidey-hole in one of the bedrooms, like a cellar, that he crawled into a little before dawn. He kept muttering about how it was worse than the Dark Ages or something. Guess he has grown used to a big comfy bed.”
“Yeah, all the vampires I know live in style. Even if he could sleep above ground, he would probably think the cottage's amenities were beneath him,” I reply as Jake hands me a plate with a big ham steak on it.
We tend to be a red meat family, so the choice is a little weird, but I guess it will do. I did just have bacon for breakfast yesterday, so maybe it isn’t all that weird.
“Thanks,” I say before digging in. “I want to leave in about an hour, just in case the flight is miraculously ahead of schedule. We simply have to get the chick to call her parents and give her and her new husband a ride home. What happens to the husband after that is not our concern.”
“Are we coming back here after or heading straight home?” Jonas asks.
“Home, most definitely. I don't think Jake will last much longer without his video games.”
“Finally, someone is aware of my plight,” Jake responds as he starts cleaning up the kitchen. It seems the boys ate before I got up.
“Plight, my ass,” Jonas scoffs. “You have been on your little phone chatting it up with your girlfriend all night.”
“Oh,” I sound out like a high schooler. “Jakey has a girlfriend. How do I not know this?”
“Probably because you don't associate with other females, so he is afraid to bring her around.”
I have only ever met a handful of female werewolves and maybe the same number of vampires so he has a point. With my competitive, alpha nature, I don't see this changing anytime soon.
“So, what's her name? Will I ever meet her? I will try to be nice, I promise.”
“Girlfriend talk is off limits. She isn't my mate, so she probably won't even be around that long,” Jake says grumpily. If I didn't know better, I would think he is upset the subject has come up. It makes me think there is something he is hiding, and everyone knows I love a good mystery.
“Come on. I am pretty sure you guys get to hear all the intimate details of my life and I haven't even had sex with either of the guys yet.” 
“I have to interject there, Princess. You may not have bumped uglies, like the kids say these days, but you pretty much have a ménage a trois any time you or Sebastian feed, so I wouldn’t say you haven't had sex with either of them,” Jonas states.
“Blarg. That's a technicality that I cannot get around, so I don't except it. It does strengthen my case, however. Y'all know everything about my relationships and I know nothing about yours. Don't you think that is unfair?”
“Nope. We are your guards, so we have to know what is going on in your life. As far as my personal life goes, it is off limits,” Jake says leaving the room.
“Fine. You little baby,” I reply. “How about you, Jonas, got any girls I should know about? Are you out throwing pebbles at some girl’s window late at night, trying to serenade her?” Just the thought of it makes me laugh.
“No. I have learned that during this fight, personal relationships are liabilities. They make you weak and give your opponent leverage against you. When the Collective is overthrown, I will think about settling down. Until then, my hand reaches just fine.”
“You are a smart man, J-Dawg. We have about thirty minutes. Do you have your stuff all packed?”
“My bag is by the door. I am always ready to leave at a moment’s notice. It is another thing you pick up quickly when you are constantly at war.”
“Right. My bag is ready, just not at the door. I will have to remember that step.”
“You will get used to things like that the more cases you take away from home. Even though we can usually smell a threat before it gets to us, precautions must be made for a quick getaway,” Jonas relays.
He is one smart cookie when it comes to these things. Over the past couple weeks, I have been able to get a little bit of information about his life. He is a pretty private guy, but he has told me about his family and how they have always been loyal to my father. He claims his great-great grandfather was a commander in my great-great grandfather's army. 
He was raised outside the Collective and trained from birth to play a part in the resistance. He is the oldest of three kids, well two now that his brother was murdered. His other sibling is a twenty-six-year-old sister. He hasn't seen her since she was in her early teens. His parents are both alive and the group lives in hiding because of the Collective's knowledge of their loyalty.
I grew up in the Collective, and yes, it sucked big hairy pineapples, but I cannot imagine what it must feel like for his and other families that have had to live their lives on the run. Even with all the shit and abuse I had to put up with, I think I ended up on the better side of things. 
“I suppose we better load up,” I say standing and heading for my room.
“I will be waiting outside for you. Jake is already out there.” That makes me pause. As far as I knew, he didn't pass by us and we are in visual sight of both exits, so I give him my W.T.F. look, indicating I am going to need some further explanation. “Don't ask me why, he went out the window a few minutes ago.”
I put up my hands in surrender and complete my original path. Obviously, he didn't want me to grill him more on his girlfriend. What a dork.
Feeling nice, I leave a note before we go for Smitty telling him we will see him back at the ranch.
 



Chapter 11
The things you see when you don’t have a gun or a priest handy
 
The trip to the airport is passed mostly in silence. Jonas is deep in thought as usual, probably reliving breaking every bone in some poor saps body. Jake is being the moody teenager he tends to be. I am starting to think someone needs to check his estrogen levels. He is so muscular I cannot tell if he is growing man boobs, but I wouldn't doubt it.
Left to my own thoughts, which are usually pretty scary, has me thinking about the situation between the Collective and the resistance. From what I gather, we are just doing a bunch of rescue missions, when someone gets kidnapped, and some covert ops work to try to get information on the Collective's movements and plans.
It is a little too passive aggressive for me. If it were up to me, I would be storming the Bastille at dawn and taking no prisoners. I would start with that punk Tommy and strap him to a board with a mirror in front of it, so he can watch as I remove his entrails. Then, since werewolves are tough motherfuckers to begin with and he is on some super soldier werewolf drug, I would lay the table flat and have him drawn and quartered. Even with his super strength, that should probably do him in, but just to be sure I would saw off his head, stick it on a pike and feed his heart to whoever I can find stupid enough to eat the wretched thing.
“Just whose murder are you plotting out in your mind?' Jonas asks drawing me out of my amusement.
“Now why would you think I was doing that?”
“The bright light of glee I can see in your eyes and that small, evil smile curling up just a tad.”
I guess I will have to watch myself in the future. I hate being obvious. It is really dangerous when I am being transparent about killing someone. I don’t want someone to see the look in my eyes and have a fair warning I am about to go crazy on their ass. 
Although, if they know it is coming they might put up a fight. Sometimes a little battle does the soul good. I guess I will have to keep it in check on a case-by-case basis.
“Can't say. It's like a wish, if I told you it might not come true.”
“I am 99.9% sure it isn't me and as long as you assure me it isn't Alex, I will let you have your wish.”
“Nah. He has feelers in my mind now, so his demise would need to be spontaneous. Having him knowing what is coming just won't work.” I already know what it is like to battle with him and if it comes to it, he will have to get the quick death option.
After thinking the thoughts, I am a little surprised I don’t hear the peanut gallery in my mind telling me what a bad idea killing him would be. Of course, over the last couple of weeks the fact that we are entwined and death comes to both of us if one of us is killed has been ingrained into my psyche.
“Yes, well watching you two fight the other day makes me feel a little bit more at ease. I would lay odds at an even fifty-fifty that if he ever pissed you off enough for real battle, either one of you could win. Of course, the fact that you would both die no matter the victor, really allows me peace to sleep at night.” He just has to rub it in.
“I am glad I can offer you that bit of tranquility,” I reply as we pull into the airport parking. “So, how far do you think we can get inside before we have to flash our permits for the weapons?”
“With security as tight as it is these days, I am betting two steps,” Jake insists.
Being a fully licensed P.I., I have all my paper work in order and if they huff about it, I can flash my old Collective identification. With that they would have to let me do whatever I want, but it would also probably ping back to the enemy, so I will only bring it out if absolutely necessary.
I find a nice parking spot towards the back of the lot. It's still pretty early and I don't want to be surrounded by the norms longer than I have to. The rash already feels like it is coming back.
“What does your little phone say about their flight, Jonas?”
“We still got fifteen minutes until it lands. I say in ten minutes we all exit the vehicle, go inside, and wait around the baggage claim for terminal C. I imagine it won't take long for them to appear. I checked the flight manifest and both of them boarded the plane.”
“I am guessing with the crowds, everyone will be joining me,” I state already knowing the answer.
“Why do you ask such silly questions?” Jake asks leaning up into the front seat. “I personally want to check out this chick that everyone is in such a huff about and the dude that apparently is a dud.”
“I can show you pictures. There isn't anything particularly special about either one of them. They are just humans so I am sure you will be bored immediately.”
“I would give him five minutes before the boredom sets in,” Jonas speculates.
“Let's just head in. I know we still have a few minutes, but maybe we will actually enjoy people watching,” I say opening my door and looking back at the guys doing the international gagging sign. You know, tongue sticking out, index finger pointing at it and making horrible choking like noises.
I step out and pretty much fall into a giant pothole. The fact that humans cannot seem to keep their roads hole free is definitely on my top ten list of things I dislike about them. If I wasn't durable, I would be afraid of the kidney damage I have received in the last couple of days alone. We may be monsters that go bump in the night, but we know how to pave roads.
I pick myself up out of the hole before anyone really notices. After a couple twists of my ankle, it seems everything is okay. “Stupid no good,” I mutter under my breath. Stalking to the front of the vehicle, I say a bit too harshly, “Let's go.”
“Did you have a nice trip?” Jake asks just trying to tick me off.
“Yes. Now let's get this over with, so I can get back to civilization.”
Jonas leads the way towards the entrance. Security is even tighter than I expected because we immediately meet metal detectors. I dig my papers out of the wallet I keep in my back pocket. 
Nudging Jonas out of the way, I say, “Good afternoon, gentlemen.” The security guards are basic looking humans in my book. Light brown hair and one set of blue eyes and the other green. They are wearing dark blue shirts with their company's insignias. “We will be causing quite a scene if you make us pass through the detectors. We all have the necessary paperwork, as it is required with our occupations. Here is mine and my colleagues will hand theirs over as soon as you finish with it.”
Green eyes takes my license and registrations. He looks down at the paperwork and then back up at me before he passes it off to his friend, who does the same. I don’t think I like the look on his face. 
“You're Nyx Slaughter?” blue eyes asks.
“I believe that is what the papers say.”
“What are you, a teenager playing dress-up?” green eyes questions.
“Is that supposed to be a joke about how short I am? What the fuck do you guys know about me anyway? You are humans.” I feel Jonas place a warning hand on my shoulder.
“Doesn't matter what species you are, if you are in security you have heard of Slaughter. When someone has that high of a kill count, they don't go unnoticed,” green eyes responds. He is still eying me up and down. Evidently, he thinks if he does it enough, I will grow another foot.
“Do I have to show you my name tattooed on my ass?” I ask. I hope they don't ask for a peek because that would be just dumb. Tattooing anyone’s name on your body is pretty stupid. If it is your own, you are just asking for trouble.
“No, the paperwork seems to be in order. If you would just walk around the side here while we take a look at your friends', we will have you on your way shortly,” one of them says. At this point, I just want to refer to them as dickhead one and two.
Nevertheless, I take my papers back and put them in my pocket, while I move over to the side. I love my short stature because it allows me to easily sneak into places, but sometimes it gets annoying. I should probably look into getting lifts or something. They would look stupid, but may save me time in the long run.
Neither Jonas nor Jake has any problem with getting by and within seconds, they join me. I suppose it is partially my fault for being a woman in a man’s world. I bet the two dickheads didn’t really even look at the guys’ paperwork.
“It's okay, peanut. I am sure the big, bad security men didn't mean to be offensive and hurt your little, bitty feelings,” Jake says in a sweet namby pamby voice.
Let me introduce everyone to dickhead number three, I think to myself, trying not to kill him. Breathe in, breathe out. Only a few more minutes and I will be heading home. Happy thoughts. Happy thoughts. 
Not working.
I stomp off in search of the baggage claim, just as an overhead announcement indicates that my marks’ plane has landed. Thank you, God.
I pay no attention to the humans milling around me. At this point, if they all fell off the face of the earth, I would probably throw a party. Not long after starting my walk, I start to smell the dang strawberry smell I picked up on at Felicity and Jillian's apartment yesterday. 
Not wanting to deal with this, but never being afraid of the inevitable, I follow it. 
Jonas catches up to me quickly in full combat stance. “This isn't good, Princess.”
“No shit, Sherlock. I imagine you have picked up on something foul smelling.”
The smell has totally worked its way up into my nostrils and just as I think I must be getting close, I spot Felicity and Harvey watching the carousel for their bags.
“Neither one of them is supposed to be a demon,” I say stating facts that, obviously, are false.
“Nope, but that doesn't mean one of them cannot be possessed by one. Ten to one odds it's the dude,” Jonas predicts as we arrive at our destination.
“Excuse me,” I say trying to get their attention. Before I even get the words totally out, Harvey Smalls, or at least the body belonging to him, turns to me and his eyes flicker red.
Shit. That isn’t a standard eye color for any species, except one. 
Why when all roads pointed one way, did I find this unexpected and why in the world is Demon Harvey smiling like he just opened his Christmas present and it was the one thing he had wanted all his life. Since he is looking straight at me, I guess I am that present.
 



Chapter 12
Mom, he’s looking at me
 
Glaring back at DH, Demon Harvey is too long and it would not be right to just call him Harvey, I continue saying what I was going to before red eyes interrupted me. “Felicity Willard?” 
Aside from the red glow in DH’s eyes, both of them look like the images I have already seen. Her long blond hair is tied back with a cutesy purple ribbon. She is wearing a somewhat baggy, red sweater and some designer looking jeans with purple designer pumps. Purple and red together don’t do it for me, so I am not impressed, and all the designer stuff is a little overkill for me.
DH is pretty much dressed to the nines, without the suit jacket. Sharp, black pants that fit as if they were made for him adorn his lower half. A freshly pressed dress shirt is on the top. His black hair is smoothed back a la douchebag. He isn’t really muscular, of course hanging out with guys like Jonas and Jake makes most men seem emasculated.
She turns around and smiles. “It's Felicity Smalls, now. What can I do for you?”
DH wraps his arm around her and grins, evidently, finding it impossible to look at anything but me. I feel Jake and Jonas both stiffen at my sides at the obvious interest.
“My name is Nyx Slaughter and I was hired by your parents to find you. They have worked themselves up into a tizzy thinking you have been kidnapped. If you could please call and tell them you are okay, I can get back home.”
Her expression turns pained. “They didn't call in the National Guard, did they?” It sounds like this sort of thing may have happened to her before.
“Sorry, I don't really get involved with human procedures, but I do know the FBI is involved.”
“So, you aren't human?” she asks looking a little startled. Well Hell, she has a demon standing next to her. My being a paranorm should not be all that surprising. His eyes have been red from the moment I first saw him. I don’t know how she could miss that.
“No,” I reply simply. I don't think I need to go into the details about the possibility that human genes are playing around in my already too full pool.
I watch as she instinctively reaches down and caresses her barely protruding belly. Two pregnant women as roommates, I can just imagine how fun that apartment is going to be in the coming months.
“Congratulations,” I say, again trying for politeness. Being out in the human world must have given me some sort of disease that causes me to be civil.
“Oh,” she says not realizing what she is doing. “Thank you. We are so excited. I didn't even know I was pregnant, before we went away this week. Then just bam, all of a sudden the baby bump is there.”
Well that explains her roommate’s hysterical pregnancy. The demon is clearly involved. Realizing that, I turn to glare at him again, only to find him grinning. Then, he has the gall to give me a seductive little wink. He seems pretty proud of the fact he is knocking up humans. 
This is totally jacked up. I try to give him my “don't you get any ideas” look, but I think it just intrigues him. 
“Anyway, Jillian is somewhat indisposed, so we volunteered to give you a ride home. If you can grab your things, we can get out of here and you can make that call for me,” I explain hoping to get this over with immediately. “Also Harvey,” I say not really wanting to talk to the thing, “you should probably be forewarned that her dad wants you dead.” 
At this point, I wouldn’t mind killing the demon, but the poor sap he is using wasn’t at fault. I guess I don’t know that for sure, but I don’t imagine he said, “Oh please mister demon take over my body and shlup my girlfriend.”
“Oh no,” she says in clear pain from the idea. “Hopefully, with the baby on the way I can convince them that is a bad idea. They cannot expect me to raise the baby on my own.”
“I don’t know, you and your roommate could open a home for fatherless children,” I say rudely staring at DH.
I hear a gasp and look back to Felicity. “He wouldn’t kill my baby’s father,” she says softly. Sounds to me like she is trying to convince herself more than anything else. I wonder if good ol’ Harv is going to remember the honeymoon once DH has vacated his body. She may find herself in for a rude awakening.
“You will have to be the one to get him to call off his dogs. I told him I wouldn’t do it if you weren’t kidnapped, which you obviously weren’t, so you are safe from me,” I tell her giving a meaningful look at DH.
“Thank you, for that. We have our bags,” she says pulling her fancy suitcase to her side. “So, if you are ready, I would love to get home and see Jillian. When we left, she was driving us insane with all the talk of feeling like a whale. I guess it won’t be long before I am saying the same.” She rubs her bump lovingly again.
Where is my spoon when I need it? I am totally gagging on one right now.
“This is Jake and Jonas,” I say introducing the pair. “They will be riding with us.”
She glances over, just now noticing the guys. I watch her physically pale. I may be the deadliest out of our trio, but those two, especially Jonas, look the part.
“They work with you?” she asks softly.
“Something like that. Their main job is keeping me out of trouble. Most days they actually succeed.” I don’t think either of them could envision this case turning out the way it did, but I am not in trouble, just yet.
“They weren’t asked to kill Harvey, were they?”
“No, you are safe there. They follow my orders anyway, so if you aren’t worried about me, there is no reason to be afraid of them. You might say they are giant puppies,” I say chuckling a little at my own joke.
After she relaxes, I move my hand to indicate her and Harvey should walk in front of me. There is no way I am having a demon behind me. This is my first encounter with one, and already I know it is going to be painful.
“Jake, do you mind leading?” I ask hoping Jonas decides to fall back with me. He does, but just shrugs his shoulders. Really there isn’t much to say. After a thirty minute ride, we will be done with this and heading back to base. 
At the Suburban, me and Jonas take the front, the Smalls relax in the middle and Jake rides in the third row. The demon should be pretty well covered. What any of us will do if he tries anything, I have no clue.
I start the truck, turn to Felicity, and hand her my phone. “Call your parents. I don’t care what you tell them as long as in the explanation you include that you are with me and I am delivering you to your apartment now.”
“Okay. I can do that,” she replies dialing. I go ahead and put the car in drive and start towards her apartment.
“Ms. Slaughter,” I hear her father answer. “I am hoping you have good news for me.” Dude must have programmed my number in his phone. I love having super hearing, so I can hear both sides to this conversation.
“No, Daddy, it’s me.”
“Angel, you are in one piece I assume,” he replies changing his tone drastically. 
“Yes, Daddy. Nyx is taking us home now. Daddy, you really shouldn’t have worried. Everything is just great. I have all sorts of things we need to talk about, but I prefer to not do them with the current audience. “
“You cannot expect me not to worry when you fall off the face of the earth and we knew that you were off with that pond scum Harvey.”
“Daddy, that is part of what I want to talk to you about, later. For now, just know that I am fine and very happy. I will call you in an hour and we can discuss this further.” I bet she is one of the few people in his life that Mr. Willard isn’t able to walk all over.
“Okay, Angel. I will wait for your call,” he tells her before disconnecting the call. She hands the phone back up towards Jonas who takes it and sets it in the console between us.
I look back in the rearview to see what my passengers are up to. Felicity is snuggled into DH, DH is staring back at me in the mirror and Jake is scowling at DH. It occurs to me DH hasn’t said a word in the fifteen minutes he has graced our presence. 
“So Harvey,” I say holding his gaze, “what did you do to get on Daddy Dearest’s bad side?”
He lights up seemingly just from the fact that I addressed him, which causes me to cringe. 
“Oh, Daddy just thinks Harvey is beneath us because he isn’t from one of the families in the neighborhood,” Felicity answers for him. He scowls slightly as she speaks. “It isn’t like Harvs doesn’t have money; he just doesn’t have a prestigious enough last name for Daddy. He will come around, especially with the baby.” 
“Of course he will, darling,” DH says, finally, allowing us to hear his voice and it isn’t anything to write home about. It is actually a little bit high for a man’s voice, if you ask me.
“Do your friends ever speak?” Felicity asks realizing they haven’t spoken either. 
I look over to Jonas and he just raises his shoulders. “I haven’t removed their tongues, yet.”
“Please don’t give her any ideas,” Jake pleads from the back.
“See, my puppets speak. Don’t expect much from Jonas, though. He is the strong, silent type.” I look over at him and wink. He just smiles and nods. I think he is in overtime observing mode. I know I don’t have a ton of experience with demons and I imagine the guys don’t either.
“You all seem pretty quiet to me. Most of my friends cannot stand a lull in the conversation, so we are all a bunch of talkers.” Just what I didn't want to spend thirty minutes in a vehicle with. Thankfully, we are halfway to our destination.
“Yeah well, most things Jake says piss me off and, like I mentioned, Jonas only speaks when he has something important to say, so we try to keep the chatting to a minimum.”
“That is too bad,” DH says. “I am sure you have a lot of interesting things to say yourself. Why don't you tell us about you?”
I meet his eyes and the mirror, while grinding my teeth I say, “Not happening.” His face lights up showing me his pearly whites. 
“Maybe another time.”
“Not happening,” I reiterate. God help me, if I have to deal with either of them after today.
“We'll see,” he says softly. Probably even too soft for the woman sitting next to him to hear, but since he knows I am a paranorm I hear him loud and clear. Evidently, my two guard dogs do as well because they growl softly.
DH thinks it is funny and laughs out loud causing Felicity to look over at him. “What's so funny?”
“Oh nothing, sweetie. Just remembering a joke Roger was telling me at work the other day. I will tell it to you later. Look we are already home.”
Thank God, he is correct and I pull into a parking spot ready to throw them out.
“Great. I cannot wait to tell Jillian our news,” she says opening up the door. “Thanks for the ride and I am sorry for any trouble my parents caused you. If you are ever in the neighborhood, do stop by.”
“Fat chance,” I mumble under my breath. Aloud I say, “Actually, you probably don't want to have to deal with me after today. I managed to take my medicine this morning, so I was nice. Most days I am a real bitch.” Figuratively and literally, I add to myself.
She looks taken aback briefly, but her good manners win out and she says, “The offer still stands.”
With that, Demon Harvey escorts her out and into the building. Good riddance, I think before backing out of the parking spot and hitting the road.



Chapter 13
Things that piss me off…demons
 
Once we get back on the highway, I pick up my phone to call Sebastian. It is still early afternoon, so he may still be in bed, but I imagine he will take my call.
“My love, to what do I owe this pleasure?” he asks after the third ring.
“We are on our way home and I wanted to hear your voice,” I say while I switch lanes to pass a car. Slow ass human.
“You know I find this call odd because I am the mate that allows you to, more often than not, go freely with your guards and I am pretty sure it is your other one that was expecting a call like this.”
“And you wonder why my fingers hit your speed dial number and not his. Plus, he can just reach out to my mind, if he wants to know what is going on.”
“I imagine the fact that he can do that makes you want to rebel against him even more, love.”
“You are correct, oh wise one. Not being able to lie to you and not being able to keep anything at all from him is quite annoying.”
“My poor baby. I will have to come up with a way to make it up to you. How did your trip go? If you are coming back so soon, I imagine you didn't have any problems.”
“No problems, per se. The case did involve a demon, though. What exactly the demon's endgame was, I don't know or care. The girl called her dad so the case is solved as far as I am concerned,” I claim.
“I am sure Alex already knows, but you should probably let fang face know about the demon's interest in you,” Jake pipes in from the back seat.
“Thanks, I think you just did,” I say glaring at him in the mirror. Why he thinks he needs to drive my perfectly innocent conversation is beyond me.
“What does he mean by that?” Sebastian asks taking on a tone with a hint of anger laced through it. Great. Now look what Jake has done.
“Nothing. The demon just kept staring at me. From the moment we met, there was maybe five minutes he wasn't looking at me. No worries though, we dropped them off a while ago and should be home within twenty minutes, or so, based on my speed. I doubt he would come looking for me once I am back within your stronghold.”
“Demons are not known for being logical. I am guessing you don't have any herbs or oils handy to ward him off. I am going to have an amulet waiting for you when you get home. You will have to wear it at all times so he cannot find you. I already share you with Alex, I don't want to have someone else to worry about,” he says. 
He is getting really worked up on this issue. My guess would be, with all the years he has spent on this planet, he has run into a demon a time or two. The edge to his voice makes me think he wasn’t very happy about the outcome.
“You two are bonded with me, he isn't, so I don't think you have to worry about my attentions being diverted. I already have two cocky alphas; I don't need to collect any more men.”
“I am glad to hear you say that. I have to go get that amulet ready, so I will let you use both hands to drive. I will see you in a few minutes. Be careful until then.”
“I will be. Love ya.”
“I love you, too, Nyx,” he says and hangs up.
“Ahh. Love, true love,” a deep, unfamiliar voice says from the back of the truck.
“What the …” I say swerving slightly as I look back in my mirror to see unfamiliar purple eyes staring back at me from the very back seat. The jerk has the nerve to wink at me. What is up with guys winking at me today?
The eyes are attached to a face with dark olive skin. The man has dark brown, wavy shoulder length hair. Obviously, he is not human. I can imagine the rest of his body is appealing to most afflicted with the female persuasion. The biggest issue I am having right now is the fact that I have never seen him before in my life and the fact that he just popped into my vehicle bodes extremely badly. The strawberry smell filling the car also would appear to point the situation into the unpleasant direction.
“I am pretty sure I mentioned you would be seeing me again. It took a little while to get disconnected from that weasely meat suit I was wearing because I actually left him conscious for the duration, but I did it just in time to see you before you got home. From the sounds of things, that was good thinking on my part,” says the demon that I am starting to believe is the D from DH.
The only good thing I heard from his little speech is that Harvey will be aware he is going to be a papa and not go total ape shit on Felicity for ending up pregnant. I just hope he doesn’t blame her for not realizing he was possessed. Some guys might be sensitive to that fact.
I look over to see why Jonas and Jake haven't gone on attack to find them both frozen. They look kind of funny stopped mid motion. It looks like me and Demon Boy are the only things moving in the vehicle. Not only that, he seems chatty. I didn’t like riding with a chatty Felicity, just imagine my joy at a demon with the disposition. 
The way this day is going, I should have just rolled back over after my rude awakening this morning and stayed in bed. Maybe if I promise not to get out a bed for a week, things will start looking brighter.
“What do you want?” I ask pissed about the situation. “Don't you have some babies to go tend after? It was you that impregnated those two girls.” Not only that, he advanced their pregnancies by months, probably just for his own amusement.
“Do you know how hard it is to have a child as a demon? I imagine you don't, so I will tell you. Demons pretty much have no chance of procreating. There has not been a new demon born in a few millennia. Maybe even longer, no one really knows. Demons these days are created from already existing beings, similar to vampires, but we cannot create children the old-fashioned way,” he explains. 
“Over the last couple of decades I have started feeling a paternal desire. I have been trying every method I can think of. I have used this form, my true demon form, others' bodies as vessels, women of different ages, women of different species, and the combinations go on indefinitely.” He pauses momentarily to sigh. “No matter what I try, my DNA just won't take. I am hoping that you may make the difference.”
“I hate to break it to you, but you might have noticed I was talking to my boyfriend just a second ago and I don't think he would like me having some stranger's kid. Not only that, but I don't plan to become pregnant. Ever.” 
I do believe this conversation is starting to border on the insane. Of course, at least half of the conversations I have had this month follow along those lines, but eventually that has to stop, right?
He is quiet for a few moments and I start hoping he has given up and left, but a quick glance shows he is still back there. He looks rather pensive. A demon deep in thought is probably not a good thing. Wanting him to just leave, I don’t initiate further conversation. I focus on the road and try to implement the old saying “if you cannot see it, it doesn’t exist”.
“What species is your boy toy?” he finally asks. Drat. The saying is a bunch of hogwash.
“Sebastian,” I say not liking the boy toy comment, “is a vampire, so, as you can guess, babies aren't in our future.”
“First, let me say I am happy to hear you like older men. Sebastian isn’t exactly a spring chicken, so things are looking up for me. Secondly, if you were just a vampire, I would agree with that statement, but we both know you are something far more complex. Your tri-supernatural gene pool makes you very unique. Vampires don't generally have babies because they only fornicate amongst themselves and the poor females of the species are barren. We both know that you, however, are very fertile. I believe it is your womb that I have been looking for all these years.”
Oh God, that is creepy. I shiver from just the thought of him implanting something in my womb. That thought has moved to another of my many top ten lists. This one is the one that lists things I never, ever want to happen and will do anything possible to prevent it.
“As fertile as this womb may be, nothing is getting planted in it, so you can take your crazy little notion and leave.”
“Nyx, we have an incantation that will hopefully cast him out of the vehicle,” I hear Alex say in my head. 
About time, okay maybe there is one good thing about us being mentally connected. I ponder that for a second and decide that there still isn’t anything good about it. I am almost home and Demon Boy will probably be ejecting soon.
“Oh goodie, an incoming transmission. It would seem you have connected with the furry part of you. Two mates from species that don’t get along, I imagine holidays are great fun at your place. Tell him to calm down. I am leaving, for now, but there is a third side to you that may need a mate one of these days and I am hoping you will think of me,” el creepo says from the peanut gallery.
“Sorry, that third side is not demon, so I think you are out of luck.” Oh please, don’t let me be part demon. We have assumed that other part was human and they don’t need specific mates.
“No, not demon, but nevertheless it is paranormal and I believe I am compatible with it, so keep me in mind. Until then, if you need me the name is Ben. Just give a shout and I will come running. Enjoy the parting gift,” he says before vanishing.
A searing pain hits the palm of my right hand. “Son of a bitch,” I yell, taking my hand off the wheel and at the same time try not to drive off the road. Looking at my palm I see a burn of an intricate design start to take place. “Shit.”
“What the fuck is that?” Jonas asks unfrozen and looking around for a threat before settling on my palm.
“Sorry, he is long gone. And this,” I say waving my hand around, “after the somewhat short, one-sided conversation I just had, I am afraid is marking me as a demon’s whore. If said demon shows his face again, I am going to torch his ass.”  
I don’t know what the thing that is still forming on my hand is, but I hope it can be removed. Otherwise, I am fixing to lose some skin carving it off myself. It is bad enough I have marks carved into me by one bastard. I don’t want to have some weird demon’s calling card.
My cases had better not all turn out like this. It was supposed to be simple, find the girl and make her call home. Not find the girl, attract her horny demon possessed boyfriend, and get fricken marked by that asshole.
 



Chapter 14
The creepy truth about sculptures
 
As I pull into my spot, I see my two very worried mates waiting for me. I get out and walk over to Sebastian, giving him a quick hug. I am hoping he will find this latest travesty somewhat amusing.
Looking up at his face, I can see my guess is dead wrong. Caged violence lines every cell of his gorgeous mug. I think I was right about the done wrong by a demon in the past thought. Now, the question is whether it was a male or female demon. I can just imagine some bitch of a succubus getting him hot and bothered and then leaving him high and dry. I will have to remember to interrogate him later.
“This is extremely serious, my love. Demons may be somewhat lesser paranorms in our society, but they are the most dangerous. Let me see the mark so I can see what it says.”
What it says? I thought it was just some drawing. Shows what I know. It is good to know I have someone on my side that reads demonese.
I extend my palm to him and show him the now blackened mark. I feel Alex shift to stand behind me looking over my shoulder. His heated presence releases a feeling of calmness through my body. Stupid wolf hormones, I don’t want to be calm. I want to be pissed.
We all concentrate on the design. All I see is a wicked looking raven centered in a ring that has an outer ring around it. In between the two rings are a bunch of little scribbles. I am guessing they are probably some demonic language now that Sebastian thinks words are involved.
“It’s not as bad as I expected. I have seen some real doozies as far as these marks go. I am concerned about the raven, though. Each demon has their own symbol. The raven is well known to belong to the demon Benjalarico. He is a very old reaper demon. For him to take interest in what Alex has described to me, based on what he overheard in your mind, is quite confusing.”
“Yeah, good old Ben wants to have himself a little baby. I informed him I wasn’t interested, hopefully, that closes the case. Now, what do the scribbles say?” I ask wanting to know what horror is ahead for me. The fact that Ben is a reaper demon means he has been taking time out from his busy soul-harvesting schedule to make his attempts at fatherhood.
“First, there is the protection from other demons. That one is mainly to mark you as his as far as his kind goes. Having to deal with only one isn’t so bad, from our point of view,” he adds to his explanation. “The next is a tracker. I am not very happy about that one. He can now pinpoint your location at any time. It will also block any kind of charm I would have tried to protect you with.”
“That is just great news. Do we have the ability to at least charm the bathroom so he doesn’t just pop in while I am in the shower?” I ask starting to get pissed even with Alex trying to calm me. He places his hands on my hips to try harder. Sorry bud, it ain’t working. I am not even going to ask why his presence may cause a change in my mood. I have enough stuff to piss me off, for the moment.
“Yes. The building itself will be protected, I hope. We will also try to charm the vehicles. Your personal one may be an issue since he has already been in there, but we will make the attempt,” Sebby responds.
“At least that is something,” I reply glumly. This might mean I need to trade the old girl in. “Do the scribbles do anything else?”
“The last part gives you the ability to summon him at any time. I am guessing he gave you instructions on how to do it. It looks like his summoning name should be here, but it is missing.”
“He just said his name was Ben and to call him anytime I needed him.”
“He must have made it so you didn’t need the official name. Demons rarely give them out, so it isn’t surprising. There isn’t anything here that formally binds you to him. It is just protection and ways to get in contact.”
“Did Alex also hear that good ol’ Ben says I have some other kind of paranorm gene beside the two we know of?” I ask tilting my head back to get a glimpse of Alex’s face.
“He did,” Alex responds speaking of himself in the third person. “If it is true, it isn’t anything we have encountered and the Collective didn’t know about it either.”
“Whatever it is, let’s hope it is like a vampire and doesn’t have a predestined mate programmed into it. Having to share you with someone else is already hard enough. A three-way share would be impossible,” Sebastian says taking my hand and leading our group inside.
Yeah, but if the demon possesses one of them is it still considered a three-way share?  The possibility horrifies me.
At my floor, we file out and I give a quick wave to Venus and David. 
“They can’t wave back,” Jake points out. He must really think I am a moron.
“If I ever decide to lift the curse, they could possibly wave. It should give Venus her arms back,” Sebby states as if it is no big deal.
“Wait. Hold the phone. Those two are actually real people?” I say skidding to a halt.
“Of course. Most sculptures of people you see are just curses. As they are passed around over the centuries, the incantation to reverse the curse is sometimes lost, but I know both of theirs. I can release them at any time.”
“Are they aware in there?” I ask. I can just imagine the cultural shock of waking them up if they have been encased for hundreds of years.
“I couldn’t say. It all depends on the being that laid the curse. Some want their victims to know what they are missing, others just want them out of the way.”
The idea that they are real people boggles my mind. It also terrifies me that people are out there capable of doing something like this.
“So, I am guessing a witch is behind this kind of thing. How worried should I be about pissing one of them off?”
Sebastian full on laughs. I didn’t think the question was that funny. “A witch couldn’t dream of anything this complex,” he says after calming down. “No, my love, the only being able to do something like this is one like your new found friend. It be a demon curse.”
I wonder how many times I have thought “great” to myself today. I imagine I am going for some kind of record because I am thinking it again. 
“Don’t worry,” Alex says pulling me along and depositing me on the sofa. “We will protect you from the big, bad demon. We’ll also make sure you are clothed at all times. I know you would hate to be a naked sculpture.”
“Jerk,” I hiss as I punch him in his shoulder. He just laughs and takes the seat next to me.
“It doesn’t sound like being forever immortalized in stone is what he has planned for you,” Jonas kindly points out.
“No, he has much grander things in mind,” I say with a huff. “So, one case done, I am hoping to head into the office to see if I have any more prospects. Any complaints?” I glance between Alex and Sebastian who have taken places beside me on the couch. Neither looks happy about my idea.
“It hasn’t been warded yet,” Sebastian provides.
“True. I don’t think the demon who shall not be named has plans to get me pregnant immediately,” I respond. I have decided actually saying his name aloud is a bad idea. He might think I am summoning him. The day that I do that, will be a very frigid day in Hell.
“I would feel better if you wait until it is protected. Even if he doesn’t go right ahead with his plan, he can still do a lot of things to make life tougher for us.”
“And just how long would that take?” I ask. “Can you send someone and have it done by the time we get there?” Usually, that is all it takes. Sebastian makes a call and it is done.
“It doesn’t work that way. It will take me about a week to make sure all the glyphs are in the right places and find the best charms to use against this particular demon.”
“I am not staying away for a whole week. Are you joking?” I screech.
“Of course not, love. If I was joking, I would ask what you do with an elephant with three balls.” The joke is a well-known one of his. The punch line is you walk him and pitch to the rhino, of course. “That would be how long it would take. If you can work from home for the day, I can probably do at least some of the rudimentary glyphs and then tomorrow you should have some protection.”
“I need my computer to work,” I reply getting really piqued. Alex reaches over and grabs my hand. Where did all this calming energy come from all of a sudden? I think it is moving up my list of things aggravating me at the current moment. I turn to glare at him. I am finding my glare makes guys smile, so maybe I will have to start doing reverse psychology glares. I smile at him sweetly and that catches him by surprise, causing him to narrow his eyes a bit. Good.
“You can use one of my laptops to login into your system from here. The apartment has a general ‘keep demons out’ charm, so you shouldn’t get any unexpected guests.”
“So, the amulet charm you prepared for me won’t do any good at all?”
“No, his tracker runes are top of the line. I don’t know anything offhand that will counter them. He evidently thought it was very important that he be able to find you. I have seen other spells that are a lot easier to circumvent.” 
When Sebastian doesn’t have an answer for something like this, it tends to worry me a bit. I imagine if he is having an issue guarding against just one of the spells, asking if there is a way to remove it altogether is a waste of breath.
“Sorry, Babe, but you would be right. Demon marks can only be removed by the demon that gave them, or by one stronger than them. In those cases, the stronger demon puts their mark over the existing one, so you are still bound to one of them,” Alex whispers through my mind.
Well shit. “You have been awfully quiet about this whole thing. Do you have any other words of wisdom to add?” I think back to him, using our connection for the first time actively. Well, other than that time I flashed a kinky vision at him to distract him.
“I am trying to fight the urge coursing through me to tear something to shreds. Calming you and being quiet are working, for now. Any higher functioning will push me over the edge,” he replies. “I don’t want to ruin your nice apartment.”
Now that I can understand. “Fine. For today, bring me a laptop. Me and the guys will hang out here while I check emails and file the paperwork for the Willard case. 
“I am sure I won’t find anything new, but I want to spend some time researching reaper demons, my reaper demon in particular, and their marks. I won’t leave the building unless a life or death case comes in. If it does, you will not be able to stop me from leaving.” 
I get up from the couch and go to my bedroom so I can change out of my jeans and into my more comfortable work attire. Looking at the clock, I see it is just now four o’clock. Most days I wouldn’t even be awake at this hour. I decide that any other human cases that come in are going to have a stiff fine for having to be awake before twilight. Hopefully, that will detour them from hiring me in the first place.
 



Chapter 15
Message from the flipside
 
When I return to the main living area, a desk has been set up with an office chair, laptop, and printer. What good service I have. Doubt any humans could have made that happen, no matter how much money they have.
I settle into the plush chair and bounce around a little before starting up the laptop. The chair is a bit comfier than the one I have at work. I may have to “borrow” it for my office.
Jake and Jonas are spread out on separate couches. Everyone else has cleared out. Jake looks like he is trying to work a little nap in. Our schedule is royally off today and the vamp guards are useless in daylight hours, so I imagine exhaustion is setting in. 
As much as I hate breaking in new personal guards, I think we might just have to promote someone. There are a couple that I have sparred with that would make decent guards. I like my personal guards to at least be somewhat up to my level of fighting ability, so it is hard to find anyone good.
The login screen on the laptop pops up, allowing me to enter in my credentials. My desktop loads quickly and I launch my email client. I usually try to keep up by checking on my phone, but today I just haven’t felt like it. If someone really needs to get a hold of me, my number is all over my website and can be found on my storefront.
The newest email in the list arrived only minutes ago and it is from a Rick Goode. The subject line is blank, which I absolutely hate, but I click it anyway because every once in a while something good comes from it. This seems to be one of those times.
Nyx,
Daughter, I was just told the very distressing news. Attracting a demon is a very bad thing in your case. If word gets back to your mother that you are alive and well, things are going to get very difficult. 
After I found out you existed, I did everything I could to make it appear you were someone other than that innocent baby left to fend for themselves at the hands of the Collective. Since she hasn’t come for you, I have to believe, so far, I have succeeded. 
If a demon were to let out the secret of what you are, I have no doubt she would hear about it and come for you. You, of course, know nothing about her, but your mother is a bitch in every sense of the word, except literally. (I know that last statement doesn’t really make sense, but in my mind it does.) If she were to find you before I come out of hiding, the entire paranorm community would be in great danger.
I don’t have everything in place just yet, so please try to stay safe until your birthday. If I hear there is movement from her side, I will come to you, but it will be at a risk to both of our lives. We may be able to secure a visit for you to where I am hiding, but those are rarely doled out.
Also, please keep in mind there is still someone near to you that you have to watch your words around. I am sure there is more than just one person masquerading as a resistance member, but there is for sure someone you deal with often. You can only entirely trust your chosen two. Anyone else may be using your information against you. On the wolf side of things, we are working on removing the threat without alerting their superiors, but these things take time.
Love, 
Your Father
Wow. Daddy has some great intel. Intel, he could have only received from one of four sources. Either one of my mates or a wolf guard must have a direct line to the man. Or he could possibly be psychic, but I think I would have heard about that little detail by now.
I wish he would have said who and what my mother is. Her being a werewolf is out, but we had already figured that out since I get my wolf gene from Daddy. It sounds like she has an ear for demon news, but the demon that will not be named said I wasn’t part demon. 
This crap is so confusing and obviously one of my personal guards is untrustworthy. He hinted at it in his last email, but that really sucks. I guess he could mean just one of the regular guards that hang around the building, but I don’t talk to them very often. It sounded like I wasn't in real danger I just have to be careful what I say. He doesn't know me very well, if he thinks I can keep my big mouth shut.
As far as the guards close to me, Jonas has been really great to me lately and I hate to think it is him because he is probably the closest to me. I kind of took a bullet for the dude. If he is plotting against me, I will be super pissed. I am not one hundred percent sure where the threat is coming from, but if the person is a Collective informant, there is no way Jonas can be on the list.
I don’t know a whole lot about Marcus and Smitty. They don’t really socialize that much with me when they are on duty, but I cannot believe Sebastian would allow them to be near me if he had any idea they were working for the darkside. Sebby seems to be really familiar with the pair, like they have hung out for centuries, so I would hope he isn’t that naïve to have one of them duping him all that time.
I can’t see it being Jake either. Why would he spend energy driving me crazy if he wanted to get the inside dirt on everything? Making me not want to talk to him won’t crack open all of my secrets. I know he gets moody a lot, but he escaped from the Collective. Why in the world would he continue to work for the dictators? It does give me pause that he was once connected with them, though.
Any way I look at it, it’s a mess. One that probably won’t be cleaned up as quickly as I want so there is no use crying over it. I focus back on my emails and throw most of them away as junk. I have decided my penis is still just fine the size it currently is.
Two of the remaining three emails are people just curious about rates and what services they can expect. Kind of makes my business sound like a brothel, but what am I to do about it?
The last one is from someone actually in distress it seems. 
Slaughter – you are the only one I can turn to. The Collective is offering me no help. My daughter was assaulted, in every sense of the word, by another werewolf. She is only eighteen and is contemplating taking her own life. The wolf in question is in good standing with the Collective, so they refuse to take action. Please help. Allison.
These are the kind of cases I like. Not for the victim. I feel extremely sorry for the girl, but if I can substantiate the claim, it means I get to kick ass. In fact, I will probably end up killing the guy. It will be a great way to take out some aggression. 
The woman didn’t leave a number, so I am forced to reply to the email. 
Allison – call ASAP 499-304-5432 Nyx
Hopefully, she is speedy. While I am waiting, I reply to my other emails, attaching my rate cards, which they could have found on my website, so they can decide whether they really need my services. I ain’t exactly cheap.
I am midway through finishing my Willard invoice when my cell rings. 
“This is Nyx,” I answer, not even glancing at the number. 
“This is Allison, Slaughter. I am responding to your email. I am hoping you can help us.”
“Is there somewhere we can meet? Abuse cases are always my top priority, especially when someone so young is involved.” 
“My poor Josephina thinks she is ruined for her true mate now,” the woman says sobbing. “She won’t tell me everything that monster did to her, but the damage is pretty severe.  Do you think you would be able to stop by our house this evening? I don’t know that you will be able to seek vengeance for us against the perpetrator, but I would at least like you to talk to her. Maybe there is something you can say that a mother can’t. We don’t really have support groups in place for this type of thing.”
No, we don’t and it is something we need. In general, paranorms don’t go around abusing others of their kind like this, but it has been known to happen. When it does, the victim is usually just brushed to the side. 
“Allison, I can assure you right now, even if I cannot get the shithead that hurt her immediately, justice will be done here. Give me directions on how to reach you and I will come get the story from your daughter. Then I can better decide how to help her.”
I write the directions down and tell her to expect me within the hour.
“Sorry guys, but I am calling life or death. Alex probably already knows, and I am calling Sebastian now. Gear up.”
I hit the button and wait for him to answer. “It has barely been thirty minutes and you already need to leave, my love. That didn’t take very long.”
“Sorry, but you did say life and death and I talked to a mom that is worried her daughter is heading towards the latter. I won’t sit around and let that happen.”
“I know. Just be careful. Don’t go rushing in anywhere guns a blazing. You can talk to the girl, but please wait to dole out justice until more backup is available.” 
He kind of sounds like he knows more about the case than I have said. I have only mentioned a girl may die, nothing about the cause or just going to talk with her. For all he should know, I could be going in for a hostage rescue.
“Where is Alex?” I ask knowing he is probably the culprit. 
“Helping me ward your office, my love. He is currently laughing at you realizing we are together,” he replies.
“It has been more than two seconds and you are both still standing. That has got to be a record.”
“We are working towards a common goal. Now, hurry on to your little mission, love. You can come visit us when you are done. By then the other vampires should be up, so you will have as much physical protection as you can get.” After seeing Demon Boy freeze Jake and Jonas, I don’t know how much extra protection will help, but I decide not to say anything.
“I don’t know how I feel about you guys working together, but I gots to go. I love you,” I say standing, phone still in hand, and rushing to my room to grab a couple extra knives and my guns. 
“Je t'aime,” he replies. Great, now he thinks he’s freaking French. Whatever. I have work to do.
The guys are a little slow to do my bidding, but I get them alert, without even having to dump water on their heads, and we hit the door running. For a wolf to take their own life is pretty much unheard of, but there is always a first time for everything and with my luck I am afraid I will be too late.
 



Chapter 16
Things that piss me off…psychotic stalkers
 
One of the hardest things, probably the hardest, about switching from assassin to private investigator, is meeting the clients. It is something I have on my mind a lot. When they come into my office, it isn't that big of a deal. We are on my playing field and I feel somewhat comfortable.
When I have to go out to a client’s house, like I am now, that is when the nervousness kicks in. I don’t know this person and who’s to say they aren't working for the Collective just trying to draw me out. I think Allison sounded sincere on the phone, but I don’t know her. I guess that is why, in cases like this, I actually enjoy having the guards tag along. Not that I would ever clue anyone in on that. 
Allison’s directions lead us to the north side of town. No part of town is really a dump, per se, since paranorms tend to have piles of cash lying around, but it is probably the low end of the social scale. Think in a world full of billionaires, this section is where the millionaires live.
I park in front of a large, two-story cape cod. It is yellow with a bright red front door. There is an attached three-car garage and two cute little dormer windows peaking up from the roof. It looks like a nice little family home.
I get out of the Suburban, yes I drove it even though Demon Boy could pop in any second, and head towards the front walk. Tweedle Dum and Dee take position on either side of me.
Before we even get to the door, it swings open and a woman steps out to greet us. 
“Thank goodness you are here,” she says bowing her head subtly. I am guessing it is a sign of my dominance over her. No one has ever done that to me before, so I have no clue. “I told Josephina you were coming and it seemed to upset her more. I don’t know what is going on.”
“Can you take me to her?” I ask curious about why me being here would upset the girl.
“Yes, follow me. I hope the gentlemen don’t mind staying in the living room while I take you up. I don’t think she could handle being around a male right now.”
“Jonas will follow me and stand outside the door so she cannot see him. I know she will still sense that he is there, but he won’t allow me to be on a separate floor. Behind a closed door is already pushing it.” As I finish speaking, I hear something crash on the side of the house. 
Not stopping to ask questions, I draw my Smith & Wesson and pursue the noise. I watch as a small form scuttles out of a bush and takes off in a run.
“Stop!” I yell to no avail. The form keeps running and I chase after it. Before we get even halfway to the woods bordering the rear of the house, I overcome the assailant and tackle them to the ground.
“Josephina,” Allison screams as she rushes towards us.
The girl in my grasp struggles to try to break free. She can’t be any taller than I am and I have a lot more strength, so she is wasting energy. 
I get her rolled over and subdued. Upon looking at her, it quickly clicks on why she doesn’t want to see me. Her face is torn up and her one non-swollen eye doesn’t match mine, but her hair and general build do. This obviously happened to her because of the resemblance to me. At least it is obvious in my mind.
“There are only a couple people I can think of that would have done this to you. I am placing bets on it being Tommy,” I tell her softly, not wanting to traumatize her any more than I have.
“He kept calling me by your name,” she sobs. “It was horrible. I kept telling him I wasn’t Nyx, but he wouldn’t listen. He kept saying I was finally his and all sorts of things that didn’t make sense. I tried to fight back, but he was just too strong.”
“Oh, sweetheart,” I say hugging her into me. “I am so sorry you had to go through that. He is the scum of the earth and is already on my list for eradication. He won’t be able to do this to you again. I promise.”
The poor girl. Punished because of a psychopath’s obsession with me. At least when he tortured me in the past, he didn’t leave all the scars she will have to bear. She hasn’t had the Collective's training I had that conditioned my mind for this kind of abuse. 
“Why don’t we get you back up to your room, so we can talk a little more,” I tell her while I pull her up off the grass. “We need to find a way to help you get through this.”
We make our way towards the front of the house and she leads me up to her room. Jonas follows and her mother takes Jake to the living room. She drags me towards her bed and Jonas softly shuts the door behind us with him on the other side.
On her bed, we sit facing each other. She is still softly crying and my emotionally dead heart hurts for her. 
I take a second to check out her room. She is a purple freak with dark purple walls, lavender carpeting and matching royal purple curtains and bedspread. She has a small desk with a computer on it. There really aren’t any pictures lying around that would show what she normally looks like.
“I know it is hard to talk about, and you don't have to tell me everything because sadly I can imagine, but I need you to at least tell me some. You cannot keep it bottled up.”
“How did you know it was him?” she asks.
“Because I bare permanent scars from him already and I am aware that he is obsessed with me. I only know one other person who is mildly fixated, and he would not take it to this level.” At least, I hope Ryan hasn't gone this bat shit crazy.
“Can I see your scars?”
“Sure.” I stand up and pull the back of my shirt up until she can get the full glimpse of my biggest mark.
“That's right along your spine. It must have hurt like crazy,” she says getting closer so she can get a good look.
“It didn't feel great. It was back before I had any super healing active, so it took forever to get to where it is. Luckily, you should be back to normal in a day or two, at least physically.” I put my shirt down and return to my spot on the bed.
“That is one benefit of being a werewolf,” she says with a slight tip upwards to her lips.
“He didn't use any knives on you did he? I can only see your face, so I cannot tell if he used the knife skills he honed on me.” 
“No, it was just the beating of my face and, well you know,” she says trailing off. I do know, but it isn't from experience. Somehow after all the years of torment, I had been spared that last little bit that could have crushed my spirit like it did this girl’s.
“He didn't bite you during that time, did he?” I ask. Usually it wouldn't be an issue, but since I know Tommy has broken his mate bond it might cause a problem.
She looks up horrified. She must have an idea of why I asked. “No,” she says moving her shirt to expose bite free shoulders.
“Good. He is more dangerous than a normal wolf out trying to have what they consider a little fun. Do you have any self-defense training? I don’t think he will come looking for you again, but you might feel better if you felt more assured of yourself.” I highly doubt someone would have trained such a young female wolf.
“No. It’s just me and my mom, and neither of us know much on that front. My dad and brother work in the resistance, so they don’t come home very often.”
“What do you say to stopping by my place for an hour or so each day, so I can teach you some moves?” I ask feeling generous. “Guys aren’t the only ones fighting for something in this resistance. We girls need to step up and show them we can help.”
“Do you think I can actually be like you? I have always thought I was too little to even try to learn.”
“Have you actually looked at me? Do you know how often I get teased about being my size? A big knife usually gives the jerks pause. Knowing how to use that big knife knocks them off their high horses pretty fast.”
“I think I would like to learn,” she says still somewhat meek.
“Good. I think it will help with your healing process. Your mom mentioned something about you feeling ruined for your mate.”
“Yeah, well, I am kind of. What mate is going to want me used as I was?”
“I can almost guarantee he won’t be coming into the relationship a virgin. These days I am surprised you were before this happened, which I am just guessing is true, since you are so upset. I have hung out at Sins enough to see exactly how unmated males spend their free time and it isn’t hanging out at home pining after their possible mates. 
“I know how you lost your virginity was not what you expected, but your mate isn’t going to renounce you over it. If the punk does, you can send him my way and I will knock some sense into him.” I decide it probably best not to tell her I am still fully intact in that department. The knowledge wouldn’t be helpful right now.
“You smell funny, sorry. I mean that in the nicest way, but I am told you are a werewolf. Have you found your mate?” she asks.
“Rumor is I have and since I can sometimes hear his voice in my head, I imagine the rumors are true,” I reply.
“What was meeting him like? I have heard it is epic,” she claims letting her age and innocence show through a little.
“Now there is a great story. I am guessing yours will be a lot sweeter than mine. I was hired to kill him and we met as I read him his death sentence and I shot him with a silver bullet.”
She gasps and looks appalled by the thought of me shooting my mate. I cannot really blame her. In most cases, silver would have been fatal to him and eventually me.
“So, you didn’t feel an instant connection? Your instincts didn’t stop you from shooting him?”
“He has told me he felt a connection, but it was months before I physically met him. On my side of things, I didn’t feel it, but that is just because I am defective. I am sure you will know when you find the lucky guy and things will work out fine for you.” 
“I hope you are right,” she says and then remains quiet for a few moments. “I think I am doing better now. I don’t want to keep you here all night, I am sure you have other plans. Do you have a specific time I should drop by for my lessons?”
“You are right, I should probably be going. My mates are waiting for me. Why don’t you stop by ParaNorm Inc. tomorrow around ten at night? I would invite you to my home gym, but the security is really tight right now and you would have to pass a bunch of background checks first. Maybe soon, but for now I think we have enough room in my storefront.”
“Sounds good. I will be there at ten sharp,” she replies and I move to the door to leave. She is a good kid and I hope I am helping rather than hindering. As I turn the door knob and open the door she says, “Wait a second. Mates?”
I just laugh and follow Jonas towards the stairs. “Yeah. Good luck figuring that one out because the word is plural in my case. I did mention I was defective.”
 



Chapter 17
Some new decorations for the office
 
“You did good by that girl,” Jonas says as we get underway. I am happy to hear that he approves.
“I hope so. She is a sweet girl and it’s partially my fault this happened to her.” Stupid Tommy.
“Nah,” Jake says inserting his two cents. “It isn’t your fault Tommy won’t take no for an answer. Something has always been a bit off with him. I never saw him prey on any other girls, but he always had an evil gleam in his eyes.”
“That’s true, but if I would have killed him years ago, this wouldn’t have happened.”
“Do you think you could have done it when you didn’t have your hybrid nature activated?” 
“When I was younger obviously not or I wouldn’t have the T on my back. I could have done it this last year, though. I am a good assassin and I should have taken him out. I have a lot of places I could have hidden the body and no one would have been able to trace it back to me.” By the time I was done with him, there might not have actually been a body left to hide.
“You don't think you would have regretted killing another member of the Collective while you were still with them?” Jonas asks turning to watch my face as I answer.
“No,” I reply looking right at him. We hold our gazes until he finally sees what he is looking for and nods. I turn back to pay attention to the road in front of me.
“I believe you wouldn't. That's good. You know, we don't do it often because we are still in recon mode and trying to keep our members a secret, but there are times when we need to have someone killed. A lot of us are trained for that type of mission and we just tend to draw straws to see who will carry it out. Maybe you should ask the masters if you can get in on the action.”
I have only been out of action for a few weeks and I sorely miss it. I can't believe Sebastian hasn't brought the possibility of doing some killing up. Me and him are going to have a little discussion about keeping me from having fun.
“That sounds like a great idea. I will talk to the guys.” Taking out Collective agents won't be easy, but it is the kind of mission I live for. The behind the scenes work of learning my mark's movements, deciding where and when to take them out, and what weapon to use against them is second nature to me. 
The car lapses into a quiet. We all have things on our minds and this is as good of a time as any to think about them. My mind files through past assassination assignments and starts critiquing my work. Since all, but two, of the assignments ended in a kill I would say I have been pretty successful. 
I talked to all my victims before their deaths, something most people don't do, but it did allow for some of them to actually fight back. Those are the cases I am reviewing. Were my fighting skills up to snuff? Just how many hits were they able to land on me? Were any of them innocent of their crimes?
The last one is a big one that hangs heavy on my mind. Sebastian says my kills were all legit, and he cannot lie to me, but the fact that I have learned the Collective used some of their agents to kill threats to them and not real criminals concerns me.
Before long, I am pulling up in front of my beloved place of business. Yes, beloved is probably too strong of a word, but being my own boss happens to make me giddy.
When we enter the building, we find Sebastian and Alex in deep conversation looking over a book lying on my desk. I know they both realize I have arrived, but they don't bother to acknowledge me.
Marcus and Smitty are lounging in my waiting area. They both nod when I wave before I draw my attention back to the men in my office.
At odd times, I am stricken by the fact that these two gorgeous guys are mine for the taking. We haven’t really discussed intercourse amongst us, other than the fact that supposedly in January it will be happening, but there are times I look at Sebastian, in particular, that I just want to jump on him and ride him like a stallion.
I have thought about it enough the vision is very clear in my mind and I start to get swept into the scene again. 
Candles surround my bed, my beautiful purple comforter crumpled, half on the bed and half off, Sebastian lying in the middle in a black satin bathrobe waiting to be unwrapped like a present. And this is a present I just cannot wait to open.
A throat clears and I look over at Alex. Whoops.
“Yeah, not a sight I really want to see there, Babe. If you switched out the partner, we may be in business, but until then, try to keep your thoughts PG.”
“Sorry. He wasn’t naked yet, so you won’t have to wash your eyes out with soap,” I say sheepishly and glance over at Sebby who has a knowing grin on his face.
“I don’t mind at all if your thoughts take that turn. Just tell him to tune it out and you can describe to me in detail what you were thinking.”
“Sadly for you, that ain’t happening. So, what are you guys looking at anyway?” I ask walking towards them to get a peek.
“We were just trying to agree on which glyphs would work best against this particular reaper demon,” Alex answers.
I look around and don’t see any sign that they have started marking up my space. I know they haven’t had long, but I expected to see some progress.
“We aren’t out to wreck your décor,” Alex says. “The ink isn’t visible without black light, but it is there.”
He switches on a light I didn’t see sitting on my desk, at the same time Jake flips off the overhead. 
Sure enough, another glance at the walls has them covered in symbols that I would assume no one under probably a thousand knows what they say. They are actually really pretty. Maybe I will start working by black light instead of candlelight.
“Would any of the symbols help me if they were on my body?” I ask. I know Sebby said a charm wouldn’t work anymore, but maybe a tattoo could do something.
“The only thing that would help your person is if you somehow figured out a way to separate your soul from your body. The mark is ingrained to your soul. Our only offense right now is to put a defense around places you are at the most. Even with all this,” Sebastian says waving his arm at the writing on the walls, “he can still locate where you are. He just cannot come in to get you.”
“Do you have any good soul separating spells handy?” I ask casually. I am not planning on really separating with my soul anytime soon.
“He would have to be trying to drag you to Hell, before I would even attempt to use one. Soul separation is extremely dangerous. The chances of reconnecting them are almost zero. You would be a walking zombie with no connections or emotions. Any bonds you had with people like me and Alex would be severed,” he explains. “As long as I knew he wasn’t going to permanently harm you, I don’t think I could bring myself to do the incantation for the separating.” The last bit he adds softly in a forlorn tone.
“Well, at least we know there is that option if things ever come to that. Let’s hope that he understands no means no and lets it drop.” I look around at all the symbols again. “I thought you said this would take a week to get all protected like. I cannot see it taking much longer with all this already done.”
“These are just basic protecting glyphs. There is still a chance your demon could break through them. We need to find ones more specific for reapers. Since they are already triggered for soul finding, they are harder to ward against. The book we are studying here breaks down specific spells that will work against different legions”
“So, what is the discussion about? Do you know which legion he belongs to?”
“He commands about a half dozen of them according to the information we can find about him. The problem lies in the fact that he is a tricky devil and formed his legions so protection against more than one of them cancels out any of the others.”
That would be my luck. Not only do I attract a stinking demon, but my demon, as he is being called, is a smart S.O.B.  
“Okay, so we will have to just see how well the walls can hold. We can all do some research and hit up contacts to see if there is any more information available that may help us,” I suggest.
“That is probably what we are going to have to do,” Alex says. “This book is informative, but I would doubt if there is any one spot that holds everything there is to know about demonkind.”
“Sounds like we have some work ahead of us.”
“We do. You even more than the rest of us, now that you have taken on a student,” Alex says.
“Yeah. She reminded me so much of myself, and no one should have to go through what she did. I couldn’t help but offer to take her under my wing. From what I have seen, it isn’t going to be easy to turn her into someone that can readily handle herself in combat, but I am up for the challenge.”
“That's good. Just don't set your expectations too high, love. You being as good as you are is a fluke and chances are another female won't be able to do a tenth of the things you can do. Add that to the fact that she is young and probably has little to no initial training, you are going to have a tough time. I predict your patience is going to wear thin quickly causing massive headaches for the rest of us,” Sebastian says.
“I think the lessons are more for her to try to feel like she is taking control of her life. I highly doubt she would ever get to the level that I would want to see in a battle. Light sparring is about my upper level of expectation.”
“As long as she doesn't get the notion that she could be one of your guards. If you ran into trouble, you would all be too busy worrying about her to fight the bad guys,” Alex says.
“I sincerely hope she doesn't get that thought in her head. I will knock it out of there if she does. I think my main lesson will be how to break free of a captor so she can run away. Hopefully, being as small as she is will give her an advantage in the speed category.”
“You will probably have to test her scores in all categories before you can come up with an educated decision on her training,” Sebastian says. 
“I need my gym for that and we will not be meeting there right away, so I will start with the basics and then decide when I can run her through the tests,” I supply.
“Sounds like a plan. I have a few more glyphs I want to try to get up tonight. Then me and Alex are going to look through a couple scrolls that we haven't got to yet and see if there is anything else we can do.”
“I am pretty tired, so I think I will head home. I want to try to run a couple searches through my database archives to see if I can find out any more about Demon Boy. I am sure it will only bring up stuff you have already seen, but I pretty much know nothing other than he is a reaper demon that doesn't like to be charmed away,” I say backing towards my office door.
“I don't want to stay out too much longer, so expect at least me to come over to say goodnight within an hour,” Alex says.
“I won't be far behind him,” Sebastian adds.
“Later,” I tell them and give a little wave before heading home with all the guards in tow.
 
 



Chapter 18
20 questions with a cryptic demon
 
When you are trying to find out information about a non-human the first place to check is the Collective’s giant database of spookies. I am home now and my laptop is fired up and ready to go. The task at hand is a lot easier if you are on Collective premises, but it isn’t impossible to get to from the outside. 
I think the first time I hacked into the database was two years ago on one of my assassination missions. Getting in isn’t the problem really. They aren’t big on restricting access. The issue is making sure you don’t leave a trail so they know it is you. If they find you tinkering around in their system, it is a death sentence for you. I would probably be a special case, but I still don't want to be caught.
My way, and most others, of accomplishing that is a whole lot of bouncing of servers and satellites. The satellites are just to confuse them. So far, they haven’t found me and I don't plan on allowing them to now.
I start my program up and watch as the hopping begins. It takes three minutes, but I finally get the search screen of the database to load. 
I type in Benjalarico, as Sebastian called him earlier. I figure just typing in Ben won’t get me very far. I know of a vampire, two wolves and a warlock that share the name, just off hand.
The search pings back only one result. Cool. I won’t have to search through a bunch of entries to find the right one. 
I click on the link and up pops Ben’s life story. In this case, it is lacking on the details. Evidently, the Collective has had problems researching the guy because they only have the basics.
Name: Benjalarico
Race: Demon
Subspecies: Reaper
Summoning name: Unknown
Background: Not much is known about this particular demon. Benjalarico is an upper class reaper demon. He is a favorite of Lucifer himself and is well respected among others of his kind. He currently leads six legions of lesser reaper demons and is known to be a force to reckon with. If approaching, proceed with extreme caution.
Current location: Unknown
Aliases: Unknown
Associates: Unknown
Distinguishing features: Is able to change forms at will, so his true form is not known.
Tell me something I don’t know. That was a total bust. How anyone actually knows anything about him at all is starting to amaze me.
“It’s actually seven now,” his deep voice rumbles next to me ear. “So nice to see you are checking up on me. It’s very important these days to do thorough background checks on prospective partners. You will find I haven’t even had a speeding ticket, so no worries on that front.”
“How did you get in here?” I ask glancing over to see my guards yet again frozen in mid motion.
“Well, you were thinking awfully hard about me, so I thought maybe you wanted to see me. I am sure your friends have found that it is really tough to find a spell to keep me away from you.”
“And you say you have added a seventh level of difficulty to the task,” I retort, wondering how long it will be before Alex rushes in to try to save me.
“We are on our way. There have been some obstacles placed in the way. Try to keep him busy for a few more minutes and we should be to you,” Alex informs me.
“He is a silly one,” Ben states. “You did mention to them I know when they call, right?”
“I am sure he knows,” I reply trying to wheel my chair back, so I can get a look at my newest annoyance.
He allows me to move and stands in front of me in the same form he wore in the Suburban. The violet eyes are still cool. I am a sucker for purple eyes. I haven’t ever met anyone that has had them, so this is a new development.
He stands probably 6’5”, but I am sitting and short, in general, so I have never been a great judge of height. He is wearing a dark purple polo shirt and a pair of dark blue jeans. Normally, I believe those colors are supposed to have a calming effect. I don’t think they are working. His overall build is muscular, but not body builder or soldier level.
Sadly, he is somewhat appealing. 
“So, I am guessing we have maybe five, ten at the max, minutes before they make it through my maze. If you are interested in learning more about me, go ahead and ask some questions.”
“Will you remove this mark?” I ask raising my hand to put it on display.
“No. Next question.”
“Can you be warded against, so you cannot just pop in like this?”
“Of course. It’s not information you will probably find anywhere, but it can be done. If you summon me, though, it would be negated,” he says very nonchalantly. 
“Will you tell me how to do it?”
“What fun would that be?”
“I personally think it would be a lot of fun. So, nothing I can do will keep you from popping in when I am not exactly dressed for company.”
“If you find the very archaic charm meant to keep me away, it might just stop me. You will find I am a gentleman when it comes to these things, so you shouldn’t worry about me seeing your lady bits.”
“Thank you so much for reassuring me,” I say drolly. I trust him about as far as I can throw him and, I imagine with his ability to appear and disappear like it’s nothing, that isn’t very far. “Will you tell me what my third source of DNA is?”
“Now that story isn’t mine to tell. Your daddy or mommy was a very bad being. I don’t know who supplied what, but I like what it made,” he says looking me up and down.
“Both parents are missing in action so that makes it a little difficult to ask.”
“I bet if they knew about you, they would come out from their hiding places. Having control over an unknown in our society is everyone’s dream. That’s why I haven’t let it slip to even my closest associates that I have met you.”
“Good. I was hoping you would keep that under your hat. The parental units may both be missing in action, but one has told me to hideout from the other.”
“Yes, I would imagine the wolf doesn’t want the other to be able to locate you. I believe he would be your papa. The circumstances of your birth would indicate your mother is the unknown in your life.”
“You would be correct,” I tell him. 
“And me knowing what your mother is and all, I would have to assume papa is very high up in the food chain, so to speak. I doubt she would have wasted her time on a peon.”
I know it is my fault the talk turned from me learning about him to Nyx’s life story in cryptinese, but it is somewhat interesting. Who knows, maybe I will actually learn something useful.
“Far as I can tell, that is correct.”
“I have a very good idea who he is. It makes me wonder how you came to be even more. I thought it was impossible for his line to have female offspring. Personally, when we have our kid I don’t care what gender it is, but I was sure the Gentry’s never had little girls. Do you carry their mark as well?”
I relax back in the chair trying to play it cool. I don’t think I like him knowing all this information about me. Not many people know of the mark symbolizing me as “royalty”. That thought came out wrong. Everyone knows the mark exists, they just don't know I have it.
“I don’t think that is information you need to know.”
“Hmm. Are you trying to hide the fact you are a princess, or are you upset you won’t be able to pass the trait onto future generations?” he asks while tilting his head and scratching his chin to ponder the thought.
“Since I have already told you I am not having any kids, I believe that question is moot. And you have already stated you were a 'gentleman', so you won’t be able to sneak a quick peek to see for yourself.”
“Ah. You are going to turn me into a rogue, I see. I doubt it will hurt my reputation too bad. You might want to start showering in your clothes.”
“Great advice. Can we turn this discussion back to you?” I am so ready for this visit to be over.
“Of course. What can I tell you about myself? You have already read my thrilling biography, but I am sure there was something left out of it that I am able to share with my sweet Nyx. I know. I have six dogs. I bet none of the books mention that.”
“I am trying to figure out a way to keep you away from me and remove your mark and you want to talk about your dogs?”
“Of course. They are quite magnificent creatures. They are Hellhounds and three of them have just grown into their third heads. They are named Hermes, Luke, Archibald, Guinevere, Demeter and Pepa. Hermie, Luke and my little Gweny are the ones that sprouted their third head. The rest still only have the two.”
He has six pet Hellhounds. Why am I not finding that a bit comforting?
“I am sure they are all quite lovely,” I say trying to be polite. What else can I say? I find a three-headed dog to be quite freaky.
“They are. I cannot wait for you to meet them. When we have the little one, you will have to come down and pick him, or her, up from his, or her, Daddy visits.”
“Do you have some form of dementia, by any chance?”
“Demons cannot get any diseases, but I am sure you already know that,” he says a little bit gruff.
“I would seriously look into it. I have mentioned quite a few times that kids aren’t in my future, and yet you act like the words haven’t left my lips.”
“It’s still early in our relationship. You have time to come around. Now that I have found you, I am not in as big a hurry to get the deed done. I think you need a chance to find out more about yourself before you start popping out kids anyway,” he says with a little shrug to his shoulders. “Plus, you kind of have the greatest motivator for doing as I ask standing in your front lobby.”
“Which one?” I ask assuming he means one of the two statues that I just found out were actually cursed beings.
“Well, both actually, but your Venus got in that state by telling me no. It wasn’t the same situation you are in. I stole something from her, she stole it back. I kindly asked her to return it and she refused. It wasn’t one of my finer days. There were times I thought of changing her back because she could be fun to have around, but I never got to it and never fully forgave her for the theft thing,” he pauses smiling at some long lost memory, I assume.
“David is a completely different story. As you can imagine, my usual humanoid facade had to come from somewhere. Walking around one day, I came across David with a group of young women standing around him each trying to turn his favor. I figured if they all wanted him so, I should try to look more like him. Gathering souls is a lot easier, if people find you appealing. Naturally, it didn’t make sense to have two of us running around. I didn't think it fair to kill him, so I have just kept him in storage all these years. I will say, though, proportion wise, I made a couple improvements.”
“So, this here right now,” I say pointing at him, “is what David looked like before you turned him all chalky white?”
“Yup, other than the aforementioned improvements and the eye color. I tend to change the latter depending on my mood. The original’s was kind of a muted gray and that was way too boring.”
I cannot imagine the pale sculpture that greets me every day ever looked like this “thing” before me. It seems horrible that his life was taken away from him. 
“Sebastian said something about it depending on the person who placed the curse whether the cursed was aware in that state. Are either of them?” I ask. Suddenly that is a very important question to me.
“I would rather not say. You may not look at me the same way.”
“I don’t have a high opinion of you to begin with, so I don’t think it will hurt your street cred that much.”
“Oh look, they made it,” he says turning to the door as Alex and Sebastian rush in. Want to bet he let them through on purpose so he didn’t have to answer my question? “Very interesting choice in men, my dear.” He waves his hand probably expecting something to happen, but they both keep advancing. “Oh darn, they are too connected to your soul. To freeze them, I would have to freeze you as well. I guess we will have to talk later. Tootles.” 
And just like that he is gone. 
 



Chapter 19
An end to the longest day of my life
 
“You are safe?” Sebastian asks pushing past Alex to get to my side. 
“Son of a bitch. He did it again, didn’t he?” Jake asks from the couch.
“Yes,” I reply answering both questions. “He just wanted to chat. You know, get to know me a little better. I think it is part of his dating game.”
“So, he is still intent on pursuing you for romanctic-ish purposes?”
“I don’t think there is any romance involved. I believe he mentioned me and Venus becoming twins, if I had the nerve to turn him down. On the plus side, I do know why both of your wonderful sculptures are set in stone. I don’t imagine many people know what they did to get a demon’s curse.”
I stand up and stretch. Talking with a demon has made me hungry, causing me to head towards the kitchen. It probably doesn't help that he smells like strawberries. They aren't protein, so I rarely ever eat them, but they are still food.
“So, they are both his curses, what are the odds of that?” Smitty asks not bothering to move from his spot. Personally, if I had just been frozen in place for fifteen minutes, I would be up dancing a tango.
“I don’t know how many cursed statues there are in the world or how many demons are powerful enough to lay the curse, so I couldn’t give you an educated guess,” I reply. I am sure he meant it rhetorically, but I feel like answering anyway.
I open the fridge to see what has been set out to defrost. I have had too much steak lately, so I think I will steer clear of the beef. I know I had pork the last two days, but those were the first two non-red meat meals in a while. I don’t feel the need for my vampire diet either, so options are pretty limited. 
I grab the eggs and some cheddar cheese and decide to make a quick scramble. After setting them on the counter, I decide to be nice and make enough for everyone, so I grab another carton of eggs. While I crack the eggs in the skillet, the guys continue their conversation about Demon Boy.
“Is there anything we can do to stop him from freezing the guards?” Alex asks Sebastian.
“I think so. Since they are not marked, I should be able to make some amulets to counter his magic. We aren’t dealing with your everyday demon here, though, so I won’t know for sure,” he answers.
“Just so you guys know, he said he wasn’t in any hurry to get me in the motherly way,” I announce. “He won’t try anything silly like that until I at least know my lineage. Anyway, that is what I took away from that part of our chat. He also figured out who my father was.” Sebastian and Alex probably heard the whole conversation, but the guards may like to know he isn’t going to pop in and try to maim me anytime soon. It might make a big enough difference that they won’t get themselves killed for a stupid reason.
“I heard,” Alex replies. “I loved the comment about you going to take showers fully clothed.”
“Not something I am looking forward to, but I didn’t think him having confirmation of my mark was something we needed at this moment.”
“No. He already wants you because of your unique makeup. Adding incentives won’t really help.” Sebastian walks into the kitchen to join me. I bet his nose told him food was done. 
“Some days I still cannot believe I am able to enjoy food again,” he says grabbing a plate so I can dish up some eggs for him.
“Contrary to popular belief I am good for something other than making babies,” I reply while getting my own plate. Everyone else can dish up their own.
I head back out to get a seat next to Alex, who in turn jumps up to get his plate, followed quickly by Jake. Sebastian settles in on the other side of me.
“So, how did Demon Boy keep you guys occupied during our little chat?” I ask in between bites. 
“He set up a maze, literally. The hallways aren’t big enough for us to pass through with topiary surrounding us. Neither of us had machetes on us, so we had to make do with what knives we had.”
Note to self: start carrying one of my machetes at all times. 
“It is nice that he cannot freeze you and Alex,” I tell him just as Alex returns to his seat. 
“If that is the case, you may find you are going to be spending a lot more quality time with us,” Alex says with a mouthful of eggs. Disgusting.
“We could set you up some special accommodations in my office because I plan to keep going in to work. I don’t know if you being near will help all that much, though. He may not be able to freeze you, but he can put obstacles in your paths like he has already shown. Unless I am sitting right on your lap, it may not help. Even then, I can come up with some ways that would easily separate us long enough to build new mazes.” 
Encasing the guys in giant bubbles is the first thing that pops into my mind. Ha. Pops, get it? No? It’s a giant bubble joke.
“He did say there was something out there that can protect me from unwanted visits. We just have to find that and mass produce it, so it can pour out of a cloud floating above my head wherever I go.”
That might garner a few strange looks, but for the sake of protection, I am willing to do just about anything.
“I am not really sure where to start looking for whatever obscure text is hiding that information. Next time he is feeling chatty, ask him which continent has the spell. It might give us a direction,” Sebastian suggests.
“Will do. I should probably make a list of these types of things. He may not answer, but it never hurts to try.”
I pull out my phone and open up my notes app. I never know, for sure, when he will pop in, but there is a good chance I will have my phone handy. I type in the first question.
“Any other ones off the top of your heads?”
“How about the medium that the spell is on or in? It could be in a book, but it may also be on a scroll or, if it is ancient enough, a tablet. That will help guide us even more.”
“Got it,” I say as I finish typing it in.
“I want to know what your mom is,” Alex adds. “See if he won't barter with you for the information. He tells you what she is and you show him some skin.”
I turn to glare at him in the middle of writing his suggestion. “You want me to give him a striptease?”
“You took that wrong. I meant show him your hip. He seemed really interested in whether you had the mark.” He grabs my empty plate and sets it down with his on the coffee table.
“I didn't take it wrong, you said it all perverted. Showing my hip is acceptable. It is added to the list.”
“Okay, maybe it was a little perverted,” Alex admits.
“Moving on, I have a question of my own. There are female demons, right? Why doesn't he just pick one and settle down with her?”
“That's easy. No sane man wants to knowingly spend more than a second in the company of a female demon. He would have two options. The first variety of female demon is the succubus branch. They, like everybody knows, feed off their partner’s life force while engaging in intercourse. Sometimes they allow their partners to be awake, but not always. Because of the fact that they have sex all the freaking time, they were made to be sterile. Who really wants to have to remember to take that damn pink pill every morning for all eternity?
“The other option of female demon you are looking at is even better. I don't know for sure their level of sterility, but you definitely don't want your kids around them because to them they would be dinner. Better yet, the ones in that class that kill babies in the womb. Needless to say, motherly instincts are not strong in any demon. They are more likely to just steal a kid to toy with than go through the process of having their own,” Sebastian explains.
“I guess that answers that question. If I exist and my mother is out there somewhere, don't you think there are more people that have whatever it is I have in me that is compatible to him?”
“That is hard to say, love. We already know whatever it is, it has to be something rare because we haven't encountered it. I have been around for quite a while and seen, I thought, everything there is to see,” Sebastian states.
“There is also the possibility that it isn't so much that third piece that he is after, but the combination of the three. I doubt there is anyone else alive that has that going for them,” Alex adds.
“A vampire, werewolf mix isn't supposed to be possible, so another vampire, werewolf, and fill in the blank is not going to exist,” Smitty says joining in. “How your mom was a vampire and anything else still baffles me. Vampirism should kill any other active genes during the turn. On top of that, it is very rare that another species of paranorm can get vampirism.”
“He is right. Once your fangs came in and you bit me, I was leaning towards you not turning furry as well. I knew you had the gene, but I thought I would override it.”
“It all rounds back to me being a freak. Enough depressing talk about my genetics. I have to start training an eighteen-year-old self-defense tomorrow. As I mentioned, I was planning to do it in my office because of all our security measures here. How soon can we get her cleared to enter?” 
My office is going to be pretty cramped. As it is, I am going to have to have the guys move the waiting area either in my office or outside. If I could just use my gym here, I would be a much happier camper.
“I got the initial scans started. After tomorrow, you will probably be cleared to bring her to the gym, but not to your actual apartment. With the gym being on a different floor any knowledge she could pass about it wouldn't hurt us,” Alex answers.
“I know it is precautionary, but she is just a teenager. She said her dad and brother were already in the resistance, so I doubt she is going to pass things along to the organization they are fighting against.”
“You are most likely right. I know her father and he is a good man, but there are a lot of things that can cause good people to do the wrong thing. She was just recently brutally assaulted by a Collective agent. Who's to say he won't come back asking questions if it is found out that you spent time with her? He has beaten her once, I don't think it will take much to get her talking,” Alex says and I know he is right.
I don't think there is any amount of training that I could give her that would guarantee she could stand up to Tommy if he comes after her again. I still have to try. 
“I get the picture. Just try to hurry the scan as much as possible. If her training progresses, I don't have room at ParaNorm Inc. for all the equipment I will need. For now, I am going to hit the sack. Today has felt like it lasted at least a week and I need some rest.” 
I give both guys a quick kiss on their cheeks and head towards my room. Oh, how I have missed my bed.
 



Chapter 20
No rest for me even in my dreams
 
“Come on, Sleepyhead, we don't have all night,” a voice says and I instantly wake up. I am really groggy and extremely grouchy. 
I couldn't have slept more than a second, why are they waking me up already? Someone is going to pay for this. I try to reach for one of my knives so I can show my true displeasure, but I come back empty handed. Shifting around a little I feel my bed has changed since I fell asleep. It has gotten a lot smaller and my comfy pillows are missing.
I sit up from a couch I have never seen before. It is actually more of a chaise lounge type deal. The red leather upholstery is not my style. Looking down, I see that not only is the furniture wrong, but the white Grecian style gown I am wearing is way off. 
I already established with Alex the other day that me and dresses don't mix. This better not be his idea of a bad joke. When he sees my face, he will notice I am not happy and better remember that he never wants to see this particular glare again.
“I always liked the ease of practically wearing nothing more than a sheet,” Ben says sitting in a chair nearby. “Roll out of bed, grab what you were just laying on and wrap it around your body. Now that was the life.” He is wearing a toga himself. 
Please tell me we are not time traveling. Ancient Greece isn't my idea of somewhere fun to hang out.
The notion immediately disappears when I take stock of the room. It has the chaise, his chair, a low coffee table, a bookshelf full of old books and a couple curio cabinets full of trinkets that I cannot really see. There is also a fireplace across from me with a good blaze going. I see no doors or windows. I imagine that makes escape pretty difficult.
“Where are we?” I ask.
“Technically, you are in your bed and I am at an undisclosed location. What you see around you is a replica of a room in my house that I have recreated in your dreams.”
“Haven't we talked and seen each other enough today?” I know I was hoping to not have to see him for a couple centuries. I am not saying it was a realistic hope, but it has already been established that my hopes rarely are.
“I just wanted to make sure your beaus didn't interfere with my ability to talk to you like this. I rarely ever mark anyone and usually they are just marks to make it so the wearer doesn't forget they owe me a favor.”
“I have some more questions for you,” I say speaking before I think. I don't believe my phone follows me into my dreams, but being metaphysically, or whatever this is, with him and asking questions seems safer than having him drop by the apartment. “I even had a list on my phone, but I don't think my dress has a pocket that it is hiding in.”
“We are in a dream. If you want something, just think of it and it will appear.” I think of the mace hanging on my wall at work. It appears, but with a flip of his hand, it vanishes. “It wouldn't do you any good here anyway.” He speaks for himself. I think having a mace handy would be a great comfort to my mind.
I think of my phone instead and it pops into my hand. “Are you willing to answer a couple of questions?”
He smiles and nods. 
“Okay, first question,” I say bringing up my app. “Would you like to have sex with me?” 
“Yes. I would. Thank you so much for asking,” he says with a wicked grin.
I glare back down at my phone. “That was not one of the questions. Fix this,” I say waving the phone in his general direction.
“As you wish,” he says waving his hand subtly in the air. “I can make it easy for you. North America. Ancient tablet. And I am still thinking about it.”
“When did you read the questions?”
“When I replaced them with my own. I have to say mine were much more interesting. I think you would have got a kick out of my third one.”
“I didn't much care for that first one, demon,” Sebastian says appearing next to me. Man, are my dreams getting crowded.
“I wondered if either of you would be able to show up,” Ben says as a flicker of red passes in his eyes. I don't think he is very happy with Sebastian right this second.
“Dream jumping is something I have studied aggressively over the years. I was worried you would try this. I thought you would give her at least a little rest. She isn't your play thing.”
“I am aware of that, vampire. She will wake well rested. I do not cause an energy drain with my dream sharing. Even you jumping in here will not cause the drain it would normally. I am very invested in keeping Nyx in tip-top shape.” 
I think their conversation is going to be very interesting and it doesn't seem like they need me for it, so I just sit back to listen and observe.
Ben has become a lot tenser with Sebastian's arrival. His playful smile has vanished and he has started to scowl. Sebastian on the other hand is very relaxed. I find that a little surprising, but I think he has more experience with these things and knows what to expect in this dream world.
“You wouldn't care to share what makes her compatible with your kind, would you?” Sebastian asks.
“I know what genes she carries, but I don't have the full story on how she came to be, so even though I know you want to know the missing link, I cannot totally provide it. I can tell you that it isn't solely her third nature that I am interested in. It is the sum of all her parts. 
“The third species alone isn't a fertile one, so if I found one of them, which is very difficult, I would still not be able to produce a child. I believe it is the werewolf in Nyx that allows for her to be as fertile as I sense. I am sure you can feel it, too.”
“Yes, but Nyx does not desire to have children. She already has a werewolf she cannot tolerate on most days, starting to badger her to procreate. She does not need added pressure from you,” Sebastian states in a very cold tone.
Why anyone wonders at my preference for Sebastian as a mate is beyond me.
Ben carefully eyes Sebastian. “And you don't want any offspring? Having a child is as rare a feat for your species as it is for mine.”
“My desires don't always matter. It is her body and her decision. I will accept what she chooses.”
“Wait, you want a baby too?” I ask inserting myself back into the conversation.
“Not necessarily. Your reasons for not wanting a child make sense. Our lives are not conducive of raising a child. We also don't know what part of your genes would be passed on. I think we would need to do more research before bringing a baby into the world. Unless I am one hundred percent for sure the baby, or anything about a pregnancy, wouldn't cause you harm, I will fight to make sure it doesn't happen.”
“You have valid concerns,” Ben interjects. “When she finds out what and who she really is, I will provide you with the necessary documentation.”
“I take it you have some prophecy just lying around somewhere that will ease all of my fears.”
“I wouldn't call it a prophecy. I do have medical documentation that should make you feel better. It may even make Nyx change her views.”
“So there is, or has been, someone like her?” Sebastian asks.
“Oh no. She is totally unique. I do have some papers in my possession that document numerous experiments that you will find very interesting. When the time comes, I will happily share them. I have had them for a while, but thought them too fantastical to be true.” 
I am tired of all these secrets. All the years in the Collective were full of them. In fact, my whole life is just one big secret. It really sucks. I doubt anything Demon Boy has will make me change my mind on the baby front, though. 
I zone out of their continued conversation. If anything important is revealed, Sebby can just relay the information later. I get up and head towards one of the curio cabinets to see what goodies a demon collects over the years. 
When I look inside, I wish I hadn't. It is filled with little porcelain, wooden, and glass children figurines. I see children in every imaginable scene. Little kids playing hockey, fishing, holding their dolls, sleeping, and list goes on. They vary in age from little babies up to probably five or six.
“For someone who has spent centuries collecting souls and wreaking havoc on people's lives, I want to be able to actually create life,” Ben explains his reasoning as he watches me study his collection.
“I bet your fellow demons get a kick out of this room,” I respond turning to retake my seat.
“As you can see there is no door for them to enter and I have very strong wards in place to keep them out. You are the first person I have allowed to be in here. I would have preferred if tagalong hadn't joined us, but it was expected. I doubt my efforts to have a child have gotten past the other demons, but they don't know, or need to know, the depths of my desires.”
“You do know you cannot make me feel sorry for you. Many have tried to toy with my emotions before and they figured out pretty quickly that I am a heartless bitch.”
“I know you have had a hard life and it has made you callous. I think meeting your friend here has softened you a little.”
He is probably right, but I am not going to admit any softening on my part. 
“We get along because we allow each other to be the people we want to be. Neither of us has changed from the day we met,” Sebastian states.
Ben laughs. “It must be nice to have a permanent 'yes man' by your side. Does he ever disagree with you?”
“More often than not. We fight all the time. Not as much as I do with other people, but he is not my 'yes man', or anything that vaguely represents one.”
“Well, I think we have spoken enough for the night. I will try to stay away for a while and give you a chance to think about things. Until you hear from one of your parents what you are, there isn't a rush for my end goal. You can still call me if you need me and I may drop by if I get bored.”
“You do know I would have to be breathing my last breath to summon you, and I am pretty durable.”
Ben smiles and nods. 
I jerk awake to see that I am in my own bed. Sebastian is wrapped around my body. He is still asleep and I wonder if he stayed behind to talk to Demon Boy more. The clock in the room says it is only five, so I settle back down to get some more sleep. Even if Ben decides he just cannot stay away, I hope he stays out of my dreams.
 



Chapter 21
Today might just be a good day
 
I am borderline chipper when I get up for the day. Maybe today will finally be a good day. Sebastian is still wrapped around me, so I wiggle around until I am facing him. He feels a little chilly and it makes me wonder if he needs to feed. 
He can usually go a long time between feedings, at least a month, and he has fed within the last two weeks, so him being cold has me a little worried.
His eyes flip open and his beautiful onyx eyes meet mine. I hate when he catches me staring at him. It makes me feel like some silly schoolgirl.
“Good morning,” he says leaning down to kiss me. 
I open my mouth just a little as our lips touch and he sneaks his tongue inside. I allow it, knowing we will stop in a few seconds. Even though his skin is chilly, his tongue is on fire. It traces along mine tempting me to come out and play. I curl mine around his and suck him deeper into my mouth. The passion igniting causes my fangs to drop. I can feel that his have as well.
His arms tighten around my body pulling me flush to his. The heat we are generating warms his skin to the point of inferno as I rub my hand down one of his arms. He starts to roll us in the bed so he is situated on top of me.
“Knock it off,” Alex shouts from the other room causing an abrupt end to Nyx and Sebby fun time.
I settle on my back and collapse my head against my pillow. “Cold showers all around this morning,” I announce trying to catch my breath. We try not to let play time get this far. I know we are both still dressed, so nothing was even close to happening, but it is frustrating all the same.
Sebastian chuckles and leans down for a last little peck. “You know I dreamed of you last night. I think you were a Greek goddess.”
“Imagine that, you were in my dream, too. I don't think I was a goddess, however. I think it was laundry day and I didn't have anything else to wear but the spare sheets. Of course, none of my sheets are white, so it was a little odd.”
“It was a different look for you that's for sure. Too lily white, sacrificial virgin for my tastes, though.”
“I bet you liked the chaise. It was right up your alley.”
“It was a little too narrow to be any fun. Plus, any activity that I would like to enjoy on it with you gets a little sweaty. Sweat and leather don't tend to mix all that well. You would probably end up stuck to it, and what fun is that?”
“You have a point. Did you stay behind after he released me?” I ask moving to get up so I can stretch. I arch my back to get any kinks out and then crank my neck to each side so it will pop. That's better. I always hate the mornings I cannot get it to snap.
“Just for a second. I wanted to see if he would let anything slip without you being there. Since you have had more experience with him, you can imagine the brick wall I hit with my attempts. He is very set in his idea that you will eventually change your mind about babies and he wants to have one with you.”
“I guess I should be happy he isn’t asking for a football team worth of rugrats.” The clock says it is nine, so I don’t have a ton of time to get ready and get to the office before Josephina arrives. 
I start by gathering up my knives for the day and then hit the closet to get my clothes. With my bundle in hand, I walk into the bathroom to take a shower. 
“You mentioned cold showers for all of us; you need anyone to wash your back?” Sebastian asks. “It would save water.” He likes to use that line on me a lot. It has never worked out like he hoped.
“I don’t think we are hurting for money, so we will be partaking in separate showers today, big boy.”
I take a quick, normal heated, shower. My hair feels much better clean. I brush it out and pull it back into a ponytail. Trying to dry it would be next to impossible in the amount of time I have. Even with a full hour dedicated just to it, I don't think it would fully dry.
Hair taken care of, I attach my thigh sheaths and insert their knives before shimmying into a pair of my patented black pants that have slits cut in them to reach the knives underneath. Once they are on, I arm and clothe my upper half. I forgot my socks, so I have to return to the bedroom to find a pair.
Sebastian is still laid out on the bed with the blankets strategically placed to look inviting. I know he has lounge pants on, but if I didn't I might be tempted to try to see under the sheet. 
“Hey, you were pretty cold this morning when we first woke up. Do you need sustenance?” I ask grabbing a pair of socks and my boots, before sitting on the bed next to him.
“Not right now, but maybe after you get home. Dream jumping takes a lot out of me and it is possible that I might be able to regenerate my strength on my own. I almost forgot how it feels in the morning,” he replies moving out of bed.
At some point during my shower, the lounge pants were lost, so he is down to just boxers. I know he is just doing it to taunt me, but I won't let him see how it affects me. And yes, seeing him mostly naked does make my body tingle. 
Having just seen Alex in a similar outfit recently, I stop to compare the two. Alex has darker skin, which is kind of a given since Sebby has spent years out of the sun and has only recently started working on his tan. As far as muscles go, Alex would probably just edge out Sebby. Sebby, for me though, looks like a sculpture come to life. There is just something inherently perfect about him. 
I could stare at Alex's abs all day because they are just that good to look at, but I could sit back and stare at Sebastian for the same amount of time as a whole body, not just some of his parts. I don't know how to explain and I know my thought process doesn't make a whole lot of sense. In the end, either way you look at it, my mates are studs.
“I am off to my cold shower. I imagine it will take a while, so I will give you your good-bye kiss now.” He keeps this one very chaste, but it is a bit more than just a peck on the lips.
“If you get bored later, come by and watch me teach. I am sure you will find it hilarious.”
“You have Jonas and Marcus with you tonight. I will just ask one of them to videotape it for me.”
Note to self: disable guards’ camera phones.
“You would,” I say to his back. 
When I get my feet wrestled into my boots, I slip my boot knife into my right ankle. Now that my knives are in place, I settle into my triple holster for the guns. Usually I don't go total commando just for the office, mainly because my office is armed to the gills, but tonight I want to impress Phee. 
Yup, Josephina is too long, so she is getting a nickname. I decided Jose or Joe was just a little bit too masculine.
“Alex, you got my breakfast ready?” I ask as I exit my partition into the living area.
“I thought you were going to be too busy dry humping fang face to eat this morning,” he announces from the kitchen. I just love their little nicknames for each other. Not.
“Very funny. We didn't even get to the dry humping stage. If you want, I can go catch him in the shower so we can give it a try.” We have actually made it to that stage once before. It was during my first feeding as a baby vampire. Things got a little away from us, but clothing was kept in place.
“Princess,” Jonas starts, “I don't know who you been talking to, but I am pretty sure it is impossible to dry hump in a shower. Two bodies all slick with the water slipping and sliding and the next thing you know, oops, something be slipping into a hole and you graduate to plain, old-fashioned humping.”
“Thanks for the visual, Jonas. Now, you are going to have to deal with a hot and bothered ward for the day,” I say teasingly before adding, “You better be ready to leave in five.” I enter the kitchen where Alex is standing with a protein shake in a to go glass reaching towards me. “Perfect just what I wanted.”
“I know, you subconsciously screamed it at me. Now, come over here real quick and give me what I want, so you can go earn your teacher of the year award.”
Most days we don't do the whole relationship thing. I allow a kiss here and there to be nice, but there isn't always hello and good-bye kisses guaranteed. Since he already knows that Sebby got some tongue action today and probably ended up really turned on from it, I take pity on him. 
I hop over and wrap my arms around his neck trying not to spill my shake in his hair. I stand on tippy toes and he bends down so our lips meet in the middle. It isn't much because he knows better than to push me early in the morning. At least I like to think he knows better, but he doesn't always behave.
The quick kiss ends and I back up waving at him as I leave the room. “The offer to come watch is extended to you, too. It is only supposed to be for an hour, though, so I will probably be back here before you know it.”
“I have to do a few things at the office, but I would like you to stop by later for a chat about the positions Jonas mentioned to you last night.”
It takes me a second, but I remember the talk about them having assassination assignments come up every once in a while. “Any set time or just show up?” I ask excited to see what he has to say.
“Any time will be fine. I have some meetings, but people know to come get me if you grace us with your presence.”
“Sounds good,” I say collecting the guards and heading to the elevator. I forgot to press Demon Boy on whether my resident statues were aware of me. From the way he talked, I am sure at least one of them is. If I had to pick one, I would say he left Venus conscious. He seemed to dislike her a lot for the whole stealing thing. Shoot, she is even missing her arms.
“Do you mind if we take one of the Continentals?” Jonas asks when we reach the garage. “Even though no one believes it will help, your Suburban is getting protectified.”
“You would think someone would mention that to me,” I retort. “I didn't really feel like driving anyway.” Not exactly the truth because I don't enjoy being a passenger, but I don't like driving the Continentals. They sit too low to the ground for me.
“Great. We are in the black one then,” he says leading the way.
I take my place riding shotgun, Jonas gets behind the wheel, and Marcus settles in the back.
Time to put my teacher hat on.
 



Chapter 22
You cannot teach common sense
 
We pull up outside the building and even though it is a good ten minutes before ten, my new little recruit is waiting for me.
She is looking about fifty percent healed. Her face still has some bruising, but it has changed to that really ugly yellowish, blackish color. Her eyes are no longer swollen and I can see barely harnessed anticipation sparkling in them. It actually scares me just a little.
Her attire leaves something to be desired, in my mind anyway. She is wearing baggy clothes, which are a big no-no in Nyx’s world of self-defense. They work in an opponent’s favor and them and the sandals she is wearing are going to have to be addressed.
“I hope you don’t mind me being early?” she says as I step towards her. 
“How long have you been waiting out here? This isn’t exactly the best place for a young girl like you to be standing,” I reply gesturing towards Sins, the sex dungeon, right next door.
“It’s only been a minute or two, I promise. Plus, I figured beat up as I am, I won’t attract any unwanted attention.”
I don’t think I will mention to her that some paranorms, mostly werewolves, like their sex a bit rough and since they heal quickly, they aren’t afraid to leave a lot of bruises, or that her standing here is like a giant billboard advertising that she is a good lay.
“Do you at least have a weapon on you that would detract unwanted attention?” I ask unlocking my door and pushing her inside.
“Well, no. I don’t know anything about them, so I didn’t think it was a good idea if I had something.”
She would probably end up knifing herself, so I guess I will let that go. This is going to be more work than I thought. It can be really difficult to teach common sense.
“Guys, do you mind rearranging the furniture real quick. I think we will just try some holds today, so I don’t need a lot of room,” I instruct the guards. “Oh and thanks.” I add the last bit as they get to the furniture juggling. The big pieces head to my office and the rest are pushed to the side.
I notice that Phee doesn’t seem scared of them. I was afraid she might have issues with them being around, but she appears to be too excited to even notice.
“Okay, Phee, first we need to talk about this ensemble. The loose shirt and sweatpants aren’t doing it for me, and don’t get me started on the shoe choice.”
“Phee. I like it. No one has given me a nickname before. It is so cool,” she replies not even touching on my concerns. People wonder why I don't want my own kids.
“Yes, it is awesome. Now, do you have any comment on the clothing situation?”
“Oh. Well, I don’t work out very often, but when I do this is what I wear. All my other clothes are like jeans and skirts and such. I thought those would be worse.”
Thank God, she didn’t show up in one of those skirts. I would have had to ask the guys to shoot me. She seems like the type of person that actually enjoys wearing those death traps. Some days, I fantasize about finding the inventor of the skirt and playing “hunt the idiot” with them. Trust me, in my imagination it is a really fun game.
“You need to go shopping. After we are done here, I will take you by the store I go to and we will see if we can find you attire that is more appropriate. If you end up training and hanging out with me, I have a feeling we are going to have to make a number of improvements.”
“Wait. Hang out with you? Oh my God, that would be so cool. I cannot wait to tell my friends.” I am guessing she is excited, but to me it looks like she is having an epileptic seizure.
“Hold the phones, just a second. I spend all my hours with guys, so having a female around might prove interesting. I am willing to try it. It is just a trial, though, and you won’t be able to mention it to your friends. I don’t want a bunch of teenagers showing up on my door trying to befriend me. You should know right off, that I suck at being sociable, so you will probably think most of the time I am mad at you. About fifty percent of the time I probably will be,” I tell her trying to get her to calm down. Why I chose to extend this invitation to squealy here, I don’t know, but it is too late to recant. 
“Got it. You won’t be sorry. I can keep a secret like no one else. My best friend, Molly, told me five years ago about this crush she has on this guy named Liam and how she watches outside his bedroom window while he sleeps and I haven’t told another soul about it.”
I refrain from pointing out the obvious. Definitely not going to give her the inside scoop on any relationship ideas floating around in my mind. I remove my holster and move to place it on my desk. Probably a good idea to keep her far away from my guns. With all of her excitement, she would shoot everyone in the room, including herself, and I would be the only one waking up from it.
“Good,” I say commenting on her fantastic skill of keeping a secret as long as she isn't telling another person how great she is at keeping them. The guys have our area ready and are holding up the wall by the door waiting for us to get started. Looking at Jonas, I can tell he is trying very hard not to laugh and succeeding remarkably well. “First, before we get into any fighting, I think you should learn how to defend yourself when someone gets you into a hold. Since you are so tiny, getting free and running is probably your best bet.”
“Okay. What do I do?” she asks ready to get down to business.
“You stand right here,” I say positioning her in front of me. I reach my arms under her arms and pull mine up, so my elbows bend around her shoulders. I proceed to lock my hands in place behind her neck putting her in a full nelson.  
“Ow. That hurts,” she whines.
“I imagine it does. I am being gentle about it. You can imagine what it would feel like if an attacker was trying to really hurt you.” On a personal level, I am kind of enjoying the fact that I am actually able to put the move on another person. Usually, my stature limits my being able to use any full body holds.
“So, here is what I want you to do. We are going to switch positions now that you have felt and know this hold and I will show you how to get out of it. Then you will try.” I release her and move in front of her.
She doesn’t immediately take her place behind me and I look over to question her resistance.
“Is it going to hurt? Do you have to hit me to get out? Do you think maybe you should show me with one of the guys?” The scared girl I met last night emerges. I figured I would see her eventually.
“I am going to pull up so I don’t actually make contact with you, just show you the basic ideas.”
She nods and takes her place and I turn around. She wraps me up and I wiggle around to show her that she has me locked in.
“First, use a couple of logical moves to see if you cannot get them to loosen up the hold. If your feet aren’t too far from theirs, try to raise your right foot and stomp as hard as you can on their instep,” I instruct while demonstrating the move, but just stomping on the floor. “While they are distracted with that pain, bend either leg back and try for a good old kick to the groin. Chances are, if you connect with most guys, that will drop them pretty quickly.”
She holds on through the demonstration. I expected her to loosen the hold, even though I don’t actually hit her, but it is still strong.
“However, versus a strong paranorm, you just irritated them a whole lot and have nothing to show for your efforts. Now, you need to change speed a little. You will step out wide with your right leg, like this. Then bring your left leg out towards the right and swing it back behind your opponent. 
“From here you should have the assailant off balance and you will see there is nothing impeding you from taking your frustrations out on his man bits until you can wiggle free. If you get some more strength in those arms of yours, I don’t imagine it will take long to win that freedom. From there, I suggest running.”
I have worked my way loose of the hold. As soon as I stepped behind, she lost her grip.
“Got it?” I ask. She quickly nods her head. “Then show me.” 
I stand behind her and we proceed to run through it a couple times. She doesn’t hold back on her stomping and kicking. She is young so I wasn’t expecting her to. I am going to have to put her on a strength training routine because her not holding back is like a butterfly landing on my skin. Any guys she tries to kick in the balls will think she is tickling them.
Once I feel she has, more or less, mastered that move, we move on to some choke holds. She lacks a lot physically, but she makes up for it with her efforts. If enthusiasm could win her a fight, she would be a champion in the ring.
“I think that is a good start. I am told tomorrow you should be able to come to my gym so we can work on building some muscles. Do you have any weapons training at all? As you may have figured out, hanging around me can be hazardous to your health. I have at least two guards with me at all times, but they are mostly just there to make my mates feel better. I can take on most challenges I am faced with and it is something you are going to have to learn. Hand-to-hand with another paranorm at our size doesn’t usually end well for us. I currently have five blades on me that I am one hundred percent lethal with.”
“I have always been more of a girlie girl, so no I don't have any experience with weapons at all, other than my steak knife.”
“Fine. Why don’t we go get you properly outfitted and we can find some things that will work for you. You have to promise, though, that you will not treat them as toys. Until you get my approval, you will not be using any of the knives we get today outside of my presence.”
“Not even to practice at home?” she asks obviously saddened by the thought. I can just picture her cutting off a finger, so I have to stand firm.
“No. No, practicing without me there,” I assert.
“Yes, master,” she says impertinently. “Let’s go shopping.”
I don’t like that crazy gleam in her eye. Being excited about learning to fight is one thing, but to feel that way about shopping is just wrong.
 



Chapter 23
Things that piss me off…shopping
 
I imagine no one would mistake me for a shopaholic. After spending five seconds with me, you would have to be completely daft to even consider the notion. In fact, I really hate to shop. 
Why then, you ask, am I currently walking into a clothing store with a bubbly teenager getting ready to outfit her with a new wardrobe?
Because I am a total sap. I don't think that word has ever been used in the same sentence as anything to describe me, but it is true. For some reason, this young girl brings out my older sister instincts. It kind of sucks.
I feel really bad for Jonas and Marcus who have gotten suckered into this whole ordeal. If they weren't so loyal, I bet their resignations would be on their respective master's desk the second we return home. 
The only marginally sane thing about this little adventure is that we are not in some frilly dress shop, but my favorite military thrift store, Tango Charlie. It is the only store, other than the butcher, that I will be caught dead in. Usually, though, I just place a phone order and they deliver it.
“Okay, so we will start with clothing first and then move to the weapons,” I instruct Phee. 
“Lead the way, oh great one,” she says back cheekily. 
Seriously, were we separated at birth or something? If I didn't know I was my father's only child, I would be having a serious talk with him because she has started to pick up on my attitudes and with our similar looks, this may be dangerous. If she turns herself into a fighter more than a little girl, we are in even more trouble
“This way, short stuff,” I reply weaving through the racks of clothing. I have about half an inch on her, so I get to be the giant in our relationship. Totally a first for me.
I find a rack of petite black cargo pants and start pulling out a few pairs of the smallest size. 
“But I thought I was getting some of the pants like yours,” Phee says with a pout.
“Sorry, special order only. It might take a couple of days for them to arrive. You can borrow some of mine until then. For now, we can alter these pants to allow for your knife sheaths. You need some more practicing before I say it is okay for you to wear the sheaths, however. If you don't know how to use them properly, they can both injure you and become a liability in a fight.” I try to reiterate that I don’t want her actually using the weapons she gets without my approval.
“Fine,” she exhales. I move her over to the shirts and pick out a few different styles to see what she likes, all in black. “So, you aren't going to add any color at all to these new outfits?”
“Unless I am undercover, I am always in black. Most of the time, I need to become invisible and bright pink doesn't blend well into the background.”
“I guess that makes sense. Can my practice clothes at least have some color to them?” 
I don't think the poor girl has any idea what she signed up for. “If you want. Most of the time I wear a tank top and tight yoga style pants. You can wear any color you want, but if you look around this store, you will notice that black or camo is kind of the theme here. You will need to pick up your colors at another store. One, I most likely wouldn't be caught dead in,” I add just in case she thinks this shopping trip will be extended to another store.
“I think you would look great with some color. Nothing too bright, of course, but you know, something different.”
I hear Jonas and Marcus both chuckle from across the room. I am glad my annoyance amuses them. I will have to figure out a way to turn the joke around on them later.
“It isn't like I don't ever wear color. I just don't like to. I have red, purple, and blue shirts in my closet. I also have jeans, I just don't wear any of those more than maybe once a month. I have my own personal style and you have yours. They don't have to mesh, just if you ever go out with me at night on a mission, know now that you will be wearing all black. It is for your safety as well as mine.”
“I guess you are the expert here. I am going to go try these on. I think I need a pair of boots like yours. Do they have those here as well?” she asks while heading towards the fitting room.
“Yes, I will find you a pair. What are you, a size 5?”
“Correct.” she says disappearing behind a door. 
I wander over to the shoe section and try to figure out why I thought it would be a good idea to become a mentor. I really don't think I have the patience for this kind of thing. 
I know I can teach her to fight that is something I am great at. It is the nurturing part of this relationship that I don't see having a happy ending. For now, I am resigned to do my best to try to not totally screw the kid up. 
I grab some boots that are pretty much replicas of mine and head to the cutlery part of the store. I am admiring a black pearl handle Bowie knife. It is too much for Phee to handle, but I think I have the perfect place for it in my armory.
“Oh, that one is pretty,” Phee says as she sets her pile of clothes on the counter. “It's shiny, but all black that is good, right? Can I get it?” She is pointing at the knife I want, which I hope means great minds think alike.
“No, it is too big for you,” I say as I tap twice on the counter to let Paul, my usual sales clerk, know I will be taking it home with me. While he takes care of grabbing it and its box, I lead Phee down to the knives that are better suited for novices and someone as small as her. 
“These knives are more your speed. You will need a boot knife, a pair of throwing, and maybe a stiletto. You should be able to find the latter in a black pearl handle like the Bowie. Why don't you pick some out of this case and I will let you know if they are acceptable.”
While she is engrossed with her task, I check out the firepower section. I can never have enough bullets.
“Anything in particular you need tonight, Slaughter?” Paul asks having followed me over.
“I could use a case of those special 45s I get for the Colt. I am also in the market for a few of those phosphorus grenades you showed me a while back.”
“Of course. Those are both back room items so I will run and get them and then meet you back at the register.”
“Thanks, Paul.” I tell him as he runs off. I have been coming to see Paul for a few years now. He was the first vampire that Sebastian put on his list of vamps approved to share air with me. Since I make a lot of big purchases, even if they are mostly phone orders, I think Paul has always been grateful to be on the list.
I rejoin Phee and see her eyes are twinkling with delight. “Okay, I think I have everything picked out. They didn't have a lot of choices for boot knives, so I picked that one right there,” she says pointing to a suitable knife. I nod my agreement and she continues. 
“For the throwers I was hoping I could get two sets. I really like the Technicolor looking ones there, but I know black is all the rage for you, so I also wouldn't mind that set of SOGs.” The colorful ones are “pretty”, but not very practical. Because she also picked a set that were, I let it slide. She can use them on the practice field.
“For the stiletto, I wanted one pretty flat that had a foolproof switch mechanism. I think after looking over all the options this flat black one here is the one for me.” She indicates a sensible and durable looking knife. 
“Your choices meet my approval. Paul, I take it you heard everything and can get it all wrapped up for us.”
“Right away, Slaughter. I will just put it on the card on file, if that meets your approval,” he says as he starts grabbing the knives.
“That's fine.”
A few minutes later, loaded down with shopping bags, we exit the store. If my luck holds, this will be my last shopping trip for at least a year. I am not sure what luck I am talking about, but maybe it will hold.
We load the bags into the Continental. It looks like we will be giving Phee a ride home. “Can we get something to eat?” Phee asks.
“Sure, there is a decent Quick Steak a couple blocks away. We can walk over to it.”
“If you guys are going to eat, do you mind if I do as well?” Marcus asks. “I had a bite earlier tonight, but one of my favorite donors is in the area and I could use some dessert.”
“Things have been quiet and Jonas is here, so I see no problem. We will probably still be waiting on our order by the time you get back.”
“I shouldn't be more than ten minutes,” he says and then rushes off. 
“Shall we?” I ask. Phee interlocks our arms at the elbows and tries to skip off with me. The area must be familiar to her since she is heading in the right direction. 
Jonas tags along behind us on watch, as always. I don't think he was thrilled when I let Marcus take off. Oh well.
“Fortunes. Who wants to have their future mapped out for them,” a woman yells from a building we are closing in on. 
“Let's have ours read,” Phee suggests heading more determinedly towards the woman.
“Oh no. My future is not something I want to see,” I insist as I try to hurry past.
“A demon mark,” the witch hisses, as we get close. “And it is a powerful demon to boot.”
That makes me pause. My mark isn’t showing, but somehow she is sensing it. I wonder what she can tell me about it and if there is a way, other than another demon, to have it removed.
“You know something about marks?” I ask as we stop in front of her.
“Aye, I be knowing about marks. Had one of them meselfs once.”
I eye the woman, studying her features for deceit. I don’t believe for a second the front she is showing us, long, silky blonde hair, ice blue eyes, perfect Nordic features, is her true appearance. I haven’t met a witch that didn’t hide what she really looked like. It must be something ingrained in them from birth. 
This particular one, has something way off about her, but I cannot put my finger on what that is. There isn’t much a witch could do to me that would cause permanent damage, I am however really leery.
“I don’t like this, Princess,” Jonas says softly from behind me.
“I know, but you know I have to look into it,” I whisper back to him. “What can you tell me about my mark?” I ask the witch.
“I imagine many things. Why don’t you girls come right in and I will do a reading.”
“My guard goes where I go,” I reply glaring at her.
“Okay then, bring him along.” She turns and opens her door leading us inside. 
She sits us at a round table with Jonas standing behind me. The little shop is filled with crazy little trinkets she must have spent years collecting. I think most of them are for show, but wouldn’t doubt if a few packed a punch.
“Hold out your hand so I can see the mark. After I examine it, I should be able to tell you more,” she instructs.
I do as I am told and as soon as she sees it, she gasps and starts looking around wildly. She doesn’t expect him to just appear from looking at it does she?
I hear a soft thud behind me and Phee starts screaming. I hurry to stand and try to assess whatever threat just snuck up on us, when I feel a pinch in my neck and realize I was just drugged.
Shit. 
My muscles go totally limp within seconds and I start to fall to the ground. Phee is still screaming and I want to tell her to shut up, but I cannot seem to move my lips. Strong arms pick me up and cradle me close. 
“It’s nice to see you again, my little appetizer. Lucky for you, I found my main course,” I hear a distant voice say. None of it matters to me, though, because my mind is drifting off quickly. Within seconds of the attack, I am out like a light.
 



Chapter 24
The chapter of many curses
 
I start coming to and I feel the immediate need to lose my lunch. I swallow that feeling down so I can open my eyes and look around. Where am I and why the fuck am I here? Oh, and what the fuck was injected into me.
The lights in the room are off, but I can somewhat see that it is set up like a surgery. I am strapped down to a table in the middle. I test my restraints and can feel traces of silver among other ingredients within them. Whatever the combo, it isn’t letting me break them. It’s a little difficult to prepare myself for a fight when I cannot move.
I don’t remember anything after sitting with the fortuneteller. I knew something was off about that bitch. I cannot believe I didn’t trust my instincts. If she isn’t dead already, she will be once I get to her. I cannot believe she was able to take me out. Where are my weapons anyway? 
My thoughts are still mush and are rambling because of the drug. Well, that’s my story anyway. There is no way they are wacky because I am strapped to a table with what looks like very little possibility of escape.
There is only a certain set of circumstances my training covers, probably anyone’s training covers, and being fully restrained with no weapons, tends to mean you are in deep shit. Your only hope is a sympathetic captor. Judging from the list of people I have pissed off in my life, I doubt I am going to garner any sympathy. 
Pretty much my only hope is that one of my guards was able to follow me, or one of my mates can get a lock on me. Alex should be able to contact me, but I doubt I could give him much information on where I am being held. 
“Oh no, Alex, not that empty hospital room, it’s the one across town.” Yeah, don’t think that will give him much to go on.
“So many questions flashing behind those eyes,” a rugged voice says from a speaker somewhere in the room. “Care to vocalize any of them, so I can try to answer?”
Tommy. Well, that alone answers my questions about a captor I can try to convince to let me free. The boy knows he has some punishment coming his way, and I bet allowing me loose to dole it out, isn’t high on his agenda. 
My chance to avenge Josephina is coming a lot quicker than I expected, though. If he was the one that grabbed me, I imagine Phee is freaked out of her mind. He better not have hurt her again.
Thoughts of retribution have to take a back seat for now. If I cannot get free, there isn’t going to be any vengeance.
I start struggling harder to get out of the restraints. This is not happening. I promised never to be at his mercy again. Fuck. There is no give at all in the chains. No matter how this turns out, he better tell me what he put in these chains. Nothing should zap my strength to the point I cannot break them.
“My dear, sweet little bitch. I have taken every precaution to make sure you cannot get away from me this time. We will be bonded and before I let you out of those restraints, you will have my pups growing inside of you. I haven’t decided how many we should have in this first litter. I was thinking three or four. That should keep you pretty busy, don’t you think?”
“Let me go you freak!” I yell thrashing around, yet again trying to break free. Did someone put my womb for sale on eBay? It was bad enough thinking about a demon knocking me up, but there is no way I am letting Prince Cuckoo anywhere near my lady parts. 
“Now, now,” he says walking through the door and flipping on the lights. “I was even planning on being nice and administrating the drug version of bond breakage instead of the more physical way. Right now, it does me good to keep Alex alive. If you give me a reason to change that, we can do it the rough way.” 
Son of a bitch. I would love for that bond to be broken, but not this way and definitely not if it ends up with me bonded to Tommy. I wonder if the drug affects vampire links. To lose both Sebby and Alex would totally suck. One okay. Both, as far as political standing goes, not great.
“I am going to tear you to shreds, when I get out of here,” I growl at him. “My friends will come looking for me and they will subdue you until I can get free.” I start planning how it will play out. My earlier thoughts of killing him slowly are bypassed and I leap straight to the part about chopping off his head. 
He laughs. The fucking prick laughs. 
“Once we are bonded that first threat will be impossible unless you want to kill yourself. That is a big upside to my plan; aside from the fact we are going to have amazing kids. Also,” he begins as he brings a giant syringe out of his pocket. “The drug I initially gave you to get you here blocks any current bond ties you may have. So, if you and your current mate have gotten to the point you can communicate telepathically, that link is offline at the moment.”
Fuck. I take another look around to see if there is anything I can use to help me. The room is way too sparse. Me, table, overhead light, and a comfy chair are all I have to work with. That and the fact that my telekinesis skills are a little lacking make the thought of having a weapon a complete fail.
“I can see the desperation starting to appear in your eyes now. Don’t worry, once I have imprinted on you as a mate your feelings will adjust. Now hold still,” he says bringing the needle above my chest, aiming for my heart. With my thoughts focused on escape, I missed the fact that I am naked. 
Son of a bitch. 
“The process involves taking this injection once a day for four days. I have upped the dose a little to see if we cannot get it done quicker, but I don’t know for sure if it will work.”
The dude is trying to overdose me on a drug that has made him even nuttier than he was at birth. Why does he think this is a good idea again? Oh yeah, because he is a fucking nut job.
He drives the syringe down into my chest. I feel the path of the needle as it eventually makes a small hole in my heart. He slowly depresses the plunger and I experience lava start racing through my veins. Oh, that smarts. I can handle pain, but this is much more than just a little tickle. 
“I remember the feeling. The serum is rushing through your blood trying to attach to any part of it that holds the mate bond. It hurts, but you know when the pain is over ecstasy is waiting for you. Just remembering it and thinking of you going through it is making me very, very hard.”
I have forced my eyes closed, trying to figure out a way to stop the pain, so his words are becoming lost. I do hear a zipper and can only imagine what he has decided to do. At this point, I could really care less. The pain is to the point of excruciating and if he decides he needs to relieve some pressure, that is his problem as long as it doesn’t involve mounting me. I don’t think this shit has the same effect on me that it did him because I definitely ain’t horny.
When this is over, I don’t believe he will have any trouble trying to make me his mate, as long as he doesn’t mind mating with a corpse. There is no way someone comes out of this alive. I don’t know if it is the extra dosage or what, but I think it is lethal. 
Long story short, this fucking hurts. 
I start thinking about Sebastian and all the years we have had together. Will his bond still be intact? If it is, maybe it will be enough for me to kill Tommy and still live. How can you even tell those sorts of things? I have no problem ending up dead, if it rids the world of Tommy, but I would really like to keep breathing. I think it is going to become a case of the greater good winning out. 
I vaguely hear Tommy’s disgusting moaning and groaning noises get abruptly cut off. Thank God, this is bad enough, I don’t need sound effects.
“Oh my pretty little baby maker. What are we going to do about this? I wanted that bond to stay in place. It really was to my benefit,” I hear a voice say with a tsk.
That does not sound like something Tommy would say. I force my eyes open through the ache to find Tommy’s face inches away observing me. Unless Tommy has been keeping more secrets than I thought, his red eyes tell me Ben has arrived on the scene. 
Now the question is, is that a good thing or bad thing? Either way, it isn’t something I am going to find out anytime soon because my brain chooses this moment to pass out. Have I mentioned I fucking hate passing out?
 
 
THE END
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