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Life is a journey. There is no disputing that statement. When we are born that journey begins and it makes us who we are. I never dreamed my journey would lead me to writing books. I have had ideas in my head since as far back as I can remember, but completing my concepts never seemed possible.
This is the final book for this plotline and I am really excited to have actually completed it. Sparks of ideas for other books have kept my mind divided and I was afraid that I would put Nyx away and get caught up in something else. But as in my books, Nyx’s character was strong enough to keep me going.
I have to thank everyone who has stuck this story line out. I know the early works may have been hard to get through. I hope that as time went on things started making more sense and it was less like me just rambling about anything that came to my mind.
I didn’t know where things would end up when I started this plot. There were things along the way that weren’t planned, but the story wouldn’t have been right without them. I think the ending of this book is one of those instances. It has been a lot of fun watching Nyx grow and I cannot wait to get back to her in the months to come to see where her journey in life has taken her.



Chapter 1
A watched pot never grows three feet overnight
“I am positive it was just yesterday that you were complaining about Sophia keeping you up all day, and yet here you sit watching her sleep,” Sebastian says as he joins me in the nursery. I still haven’t really looked around the room. My only focus in coming in here was to watch Sophia.
“Does she look like she is getting bigger?” I ask from the rocking chair I relocated next to Sophia’s crib. It has been at least an hour since I started my watch and I have almost convinced myself that she is perfect. I am just stuck on how fast she will grow. “I am afraid if I go to sleep, I will wake up and she will be taller than me.”
Sebastian moves next to me and leans over to rub our child’s head with tenderness only a father can show his daughter. He finishes by giving her a small kiss before focusing in on me. “In the hours since she was born, I haven’t noticed any abnormal growth. I am pretty sure you can get a couple of hours sleep without causing any worry wrinkles.”
“It took me a day or two to figure out Clyde grew like a weed and he isn’t my flesh and blood. If I don’t get ahead of this, I will feel bad about missing a phase in her development later.”
We have been home from Faerie for only five hours. In that time, I have successfully graduated to a full-on basket case. Anyone who thinks I have been at that level for a while now can just bite their tongue. Being a mom is a job that has so many responsibilities that I don't know if I am cut out for it. I want to be, but it is a little overwhelming.
“You won't miss a thing. Why don't you come back to bed? Waking up with Alex trying to cuddle with me isn't my idea of a great way to start the morning. It felt like he was very eager to give Sophia a sibling and he was barking up the wrong tree letting me know it,” Sebastian says as he tries to lift me out of my chair. I am a little sad that I missed witnessing their first cuddle. I knew it would happen sooner or later and I was hoping to have video proof of it in case one, or both, of them missed it.
“Do you think we should have Sophia sleep in our bed with us? I have read different views on the subject and I don't know which is best. They say it promotes breastfeeding because of the easy access, but there are so many things in the against column that I just don't know if there are any benefits.”
“I think you will have a tough sell trying to convince either of the men that share your bed that cosleeping is a good idea. I did mention you have a wolf waiting in bed for you with a redwood forest in his pants, didn't I?” I am still fighting to stay in my chair, but his brute strength is too much for me and he separates me from my post. No fair.
“A redwood forest, seriously? You do know I have stuck my hand down below to get a feel before. A single redwood I would agree with, but there isn't any forest going on,” I say trying very hard not to envision what it would look like if there were multiple male appendages hanging in between Alex's legs.
I am a little ashamed of the fact that I am finding the notion appealing. Not because I want to actually experience the weirdness of what that would be like in bed, but because it would be like a train wreck or a sideshow act that you cannot look away from.
“It is bad enough I crave you all day, every day,” Alex says from the other room. “If you keep thinking dirty thoughts, I will be forced to act on them.” It is their fault dirty thoughts even make their way to my mind. I think they should have to deal with whatever uneasiness they feel from them peeking in my brain.
“I think I am going to have to invest in some blow up dolls for you guys, or maybe you missed it when I said I was only going to have one kid a century.” Sebastian has me cradled in his arms and we are making our way towards our big bed.
Alex is propped on his side facing us with the blankets dipping just below his waist. He is wearing boxers, something I have insisted on with the baby in the next room, but his beautiful torso is exposed for the world to see. Am I jealous of it? Yes. My dreams and hopes of my body instantly snapping back into shape after Sophia crawled her way out were dashed when I found a bit of a pouch hanging around.
So, not only do my regular clothes not fit, but neither does the maternity versions. Am I pissed off about this? Do you really have to ask? I can understand the top part of my chest staying bigger than normal now that I have become a milking station. I also understand that it is probably unrealistic for me to expect five hours to make a big difference in how trim my belly is, but this is my crazy fast forward world we are talking about.
“Believe me; I don't have to get you pregnant to enjoy the things I am thinking about. I will wait a few months before pushing my case, though. I want to make sure everything has knitted itself back together and Sophia may be on a schedule by then so I can slip in some one-on-one time while she plays with her other daddy,” Alex says and lifts the blanket up, allowing Sebastian to deposit me in the bed. Alex quickly moves us over to give Sebastian room.
He climbs in and rolls over so he is facing us. “I like the little bit of added weight and your pre-pregnancy clothes fit fine. You only gained about twenty pounds while you were pregnant and there is maybe five of those left. The 'pouch' you think you have is just your stomach no longer caving in. There is nothing wrong with you looking healthy. Maybe if you can keep it like that, the guards won't tease us about doing the tango with a skeleton.”
I highly doubt any of the guards said something like that, even the ones lacking fully functional brains. They don't have that big of death wishes. I decide to let the comment slide and focus on more important things.
“We need to make plans for how we are going to get rid of the Collective once and for all. I am hoping to have that taken care of by the end of the week.” Everything in my life these days happens quickly, so I see no reason why my request would be denied. We have already taken out one of their big lieutenants and captured a mess of their troops. I know they have thousands of others, but there has to be a way to beat them.
“We will have to see how things go. I am calling a meeting of the troops for tonight, after we all get a decent day's sleep. There are a lot of factors to take into consideration. I expect your angel will be popping in from time to time to make sure you are doing whatever needs to be done before your birthday. If we can hold out until then, I doubt the Collective will put up much of a fight. A full-blown angel would be hard to go up against,” Sebastian says.
“I don’t even want to think about the trials. As far as I am concerned, I have gotten through life just fine without the extras I will gain from whatever they want to put me through and there are things a lot higher up on my list of priorities.” Gabe can just forget he even found me. I don’t need any special angel power to take out the head honcho over at the Collective. All I really need is for someone to tell me who my target is and I will take care of the problem.
Even after working for the Collective most of my life, the secrets of how the place was run never crossed my desk. I knew some names of high level officials, but not the full hierarchy.
Sebastian takes his left hand and brushes the side of my face. “They keep the man behind the curtain a well-guarded secret. It will be one of the things we talk about in the meeting tomorrow.”
I don’t know why we can’t just get up and talk about it now. I don’t need any stinking sleep. I was able to get a quick hour in while we made the trip home. Once Sebastian carried me and Sophia out of Faerie, taking the quickest route out of the odd land, everything has been pretty calm and quiet.
We arrived home and got the pixies situated in their new home before even taking Sophia inside. They continue to only be civil towards me, which I continue to relish. The atmosphere seemed to be working out for them the last I saw. None of them were getting the shakes from being around iron. Of course, we are a little off the beaten path with all of the land Alex purchased around us and the garden area is massive. I only lasted about a minute before I had to run out of there. Hopefully, the pixies aren’t expecting a lot of visits.
“Who is going to be invited to this meeting?” I ask relaxing into Alex. Surprisingly, those rock hard abs are kind of comfortable.
“As soon as we got back, Marcus and Smitty put out the calls for all the leaders in the non-Collective vampire world to report for duty. The little bit of time your dad hasn't spent staring at you or Sophia has been used to work on the wolves. Hilda has called in the witches and is working on the paranorms that don't fall into the three big categories,” Sebastian explains. “They won't be in on the meetings, but they will be kept apprised of the situation.”
“I am hoping we can leave the demons out of this fight. Chances are they would all turn against us at some point anyway,” Alex adds.
I know the next demon I see is getting stabbed first and questioned later. Hate is probably too mild of a word for what I truly feel about the species in general. The no cursing law is still in place so my true feelings will not be known for the next eighteen years, or however long it takes for Sophia to grow up.
“I still don't understand how Ben could have let the goat woman out of Hell. He always did such a good job of pretending to be Team Nyx.” All he really wants is to have a baby with me. Maybe he realized it wasn’t going to happen and wanted to get back in Candace’s good graces. He is an idiot that way.
“I have thought about that since we first heard the thing was let out. The conclusion I came to is there is no way Ben would have allowed her out. Even if he has finally come to terms with you not being his incubator, you are his ruler’s offspring. A ruler, I might add, that he kept you a secret from. He wouldn’t dare let you be threatened,” Sebastian says. I find it odd that it surely sounds like he is coming to Ben’s defense. Out of my two mates, Sebby is the one that absolutely hates demons.
Nothing he says is putting Ben on my Christmas card list, so I think it is best if we just change the subject. It will only make me grumpy and if I am in a sour mood that may make for some sour milk for Sophia. Yes, I know that makes absolutely no sense.
“Time for baby momma to go to bed. I promise no major decisions will be made while we sleep and unless a natural disaster hits we won't leave the bed without you,” Alex states.
“I will go to sleep if you sing me a lullaby. You have done it before and I would find it really comforting right about now,” I tell him.
“Your wish is my command,” he claims and proceeds to start into a song about the moon. I don't listen closely to the words because it sounds sad and my waterworks have been going off too much lately. I think I am currently in a funk where I would cry at commercials, as I have heard that is something people do. Good thing there are no televisions around.



Chapter 2
Is that sword regulation sized?
“I cannot believe how long it takes you to fall asleep sometimes. You had to have been exhausted from all that child birthing,” my jerk of an angel tutor says before I even realize I have fallen asleep. I sometimes think he has a death wish. I doubt there is anything I could do about that.
I really need to get Sebastian or Hilda working on figuring out a way to ensure my dreams are my own. I know I will wake up feeling refreshed like I actually slept, but it is the principle of things that I am taking into consideration.
“I hear you have a really big sword, can I see it?” I ask not caring why he has brought me to my least favorite meadow in the world. The ones in Faerie are close on the list, but this one has been giving me headaches longer. There aren’t even any new features to divert my attention from being mad at him. A new tree or something would be nice to see.
“The words that leave your lips always surprise me. I have been doing this mentor gig for a while and I haven't had a pupil as entertaining as you before. There are many things that make you unique, Nyx. The Fae Queen was correct when she said you would be leading the masses before long. Every seer has foretold of the event happening, which makes your trials even more important,” he replies.
“Can I choose not to accept?” I have no desire to be a leader to the masses. I am not even curious to find out the numbers and species included in the masses.
Gabe laughs and I have my answer. Does Fate have a cell phone? Because I would really like to give her a call right about now. Maybe his group of seers consists of only two people and I can find one that thinks something completely different, like me defeating the Collective and then settling down for a quiet life.
“I am sorry I had to leave before Sophia was born earlier,” he says changing the subject away from me trying to get out of whatever he has planned. “I wanted the succubus gone before you arrived. Sophia and your safety were more important than me being there to bless the event. I am pretty sure that wouldn't have been welcome by you anyway.”
It sure would have been funny having the offspring of the offspring of Lucifer blessed by an angel. “I think we will both live without it.”
“Don't fool yourself. I said I couldn't be there, not that Sophia wasn't blessed. Upstairs we thought it was important to make sure to push her towards the side of good. The people you hang out with aren't all great influences.” Before I can comment, because you know I have one for him making decisions for my daughter, he continues, “I have called in a friend to help with the trials. I didn’t think I could complete this one subjectively, so Michael here is going to help us.”
A large man, a very large man, appears out of nowhere next to Gabe. I didn't think someone could be bigger than Uncle Walt, but I was wrong. It looks like this guy's muscles have muscles overrunning them. I am going to bypass the fact that an angel named Michael appeared in front of me. He was mentioned quite a few times in the books I have been reading and I don't want to think about what this trial is going to be with a warrior like him being introduced.
“Has he been hanging around invisible this whole time, or did you call him?” I ask. You would think it impossible for someone that big to be capable of cloaking themselves, but if anyone could do it, I am putting my money on him.
Michael flexes his jumbo size wings that go with the rest of his body and cracks his neck. Crap. That doesn't bode well for me.
“I wanted to get a feel for my opponent, so invisibility sounded like a good idea. If you were half the angel you are supposed to be, you would have been able to see me standing here.”
His voice is deep, thankfully. If he had a high pitched, squeaky voice I would have laughed and I don't think that would have been good for my health. Nothing about this guy screams softness. He has a rectangular face with a strong chin. His eyes and hair are both as dark as midnight. He looks more devilish than angelic.
“I assume you are here to show me how easy it is for a full-blown angel to kick the crap out of someone with only a little angel blood.” Waking up refreshed doesn't sound like a very likely possibility anymore, but maybe the bruises I receive here won’t make it to my normal world. I have to have something to dream about. This guy looks insane.
“No one is going to be kicking the crap out of anyone. He is going to help prepare you for the big trial that awaits you. Since we are out of time, we are condensing everything down to mostly one trial. We aren’t one hundred percent for sure what you will run into on your journey, so we have to teach you to fight like an angel,” Gabe informs me.
Great. There better not be more dragons involved. What am I thinking? I don’t want to do the trial at all and what does he mean he doesn’t know what awaits me. It always seems like he knows exactly what is going to happen.
“Why don’t you guys just send me home now and save us all from what I am sure would be tremendous headaches. I don’t have time for a trial, whether it is one or many. You were practically there when I had Sophia today, Gabe.”
Michael starts laughing like something in what I just said was funny. I don’t think me and him are going to get along well. Since this should be our only meeting, I don't think that will be a problem.
“You have been treating her with little kiddie gloves, Gabe. Just because you had a thing for her mom and she looks kind of like her shouldn't deter you from doing your job,” Michael states. “You don't have any choice as far as your trials go, sweet cheeks. Get over it now and let me show you some moves.”
“Everything you just said was some kind of joke, right? I have met my mother and I look nothing like her.” I am still trying to process the tidbit about Gabe liking my mom. Actually, I think I will stop trying to make sense of that now because it is just too wrong.
“The hair is the only thing really different. Angels have blonde hair; it is kind of a rule.”
“I am pretty sure there was more than the hair that was different between us and if you haven't noticed you have black hair,” I point out.
“It's dyed. I am trying out a different general complexion for a while. After eons of being blonde like everyone else around you, you sometimes want to be a little different. Anyway, if seeing your mother wasn't like looking into a mirror, living in Hell for the last umpteen years must be taking its toll. Plus, Gabe didn't just like your mom, they were a couple right up until the day she split for darker pastures.” It is obvious he can read my mind, like just about every other person I come in contact with these days. He should know that is information I didn't need to know.
“Moving on. Why can't I go home?”
“Michael, when will you learn that not everyone wants to know everything you know? Nyx doesn't need to hear all of this now. We need to prepare her and then she needs to get back to her destiny,” Gabe says.
I don't think anyone is going to answer my question. The only good thing I currently see about becoming a full-blown angel is that I might be able to escape this inane conversation if I was able to zap my way out of here.
“She is getting restless, let's just get on with this,” Michael says and then whips out a sword that would put every old school knight to shame.
The thing is probably taller than I am. The base of the blade appears to be four or five inches and the freaking thing glows. If that is what Gabe showed up with to fight off Candace, it is no surprise that she ran away.
“Call your sword,” Michael instructs.
I look back wanting to get a look at Gabe's, but he is just staring at me. The look of anticipation on his face has me a little excited and a whole lot of worried.
“You think I can just call a sword twice the size of me to my hand and actually be able to wield it?” I ask. I would love for that to be a reality, but I won’t even try to fool myself into thinking it is a possibility.
Michael starts laughing again. If he keeps this up I am going to start thinking I should become a comedian instead of a private investigator. It is not a career move I want to make, so he better knock it off.
“Each angel's sword is made for the person in charge of it. I highly doubt yours is going to be the same size as mine. Even Gabe's isn't that big.”
People with dirty minds might come upon this conversation and think of sword as a euphemism for something else, but of course, my mind is squeaky clean so there isn't a worry about what just appeared in my melon.
“That is large too, but I will try to keep my pants up so you don't get scarred by its brilliance. We don't need you going home thinking your mates aren't enough anymore. Now, call your sword.”
Yuck. Definitely no Christmas cards for Mike.
“I don't know if you realized, but I have no idea how to call my sword. How about you give some better instructions? So far, you suck as a teacher,” I reply, but just as the last syllable escapes my lips, he takes a swipe at me with his sword.
Holy crap. Two weeks of not cussing still has me trained to hold my four-letter words. Right now, I could really use them. The fact that not a single one is coming to mind bothers me.
I dive out of the way as fast as I can. Mike isn't kidding around and he is looking for blood. I reach down where my knife sheaths should be and come back empty. I don't know if sleeping with them on would help in situations like this, but I think I should probably start.
Mike's blade comes at me again and I am already tired of this craziness. I said I didn't want to do the trials and as cool as having a sword I can just call to me would be, I don't think I really want it, even in an instance like this. Okay, maybe that is a lie because any weapon right now would be really useful, but I would end up having to name the thing and after taking forever to choose a baby name, I am spent in that department.
“That's a good idea,” Gabe yells. “Think of a name. Fast.”
I can understand why he would say fast because Michael is not relenting. Thankfully, I am quick and I am pretty sure he is going easy on me. Either way, I don't see me being able to last five more minutes. By that time, I will probably collapse to the ground praying he just stabs me.
“Aphrodite,” I say not totally aware of what I am saying. My other weapons tend to be named after people from Greek mythology, so why not add another.
Michael stops his assault and starts chuckling again. “Seriously? The Goddess of Love? You couldn't think of something better to name your sword?”
It's not like he gave me a ton of time to really think it over. I go ahead and collapse to the ground to catch my breath. He is too busy finding amusement in me to continue trying to kill me.
Before I can fall all the way down, I find there is something in my hand. I don't remember grabbing a hold of it, which I don't enjoy at all. I bring the sword out in front of me to get a good look at it.
It is more of a katana than a sword. I have a few in my collection already. None of them glow and have a look about them like they are still being forged. The metal continues to glow, but the flames that seem to be licking at it diminish and I am left with a black handled, beauty of a weapon.
Now the only question is, if I don’t go through the trial, do I have to give it back?



Chapter 3
Trials aren't what they used to be
“Boy am I glad that idea worked. You cannot always be sure what it will take to get a sword assigned to you, but we have found it is easier for it to appear if you are under duress,” Gabe says coming closer to get a better look at my new weapon. “Michael, I think we are done with you, if you have places you would rather be.”
“I am good. I want to be around when you tell her what she has to do. I figure smoke will start coming out of her ears by then.”
“Go play in a busy street, Michael,” I say looking up from my toy. “I am sure there are babies out there somewhere that need kicked. Is me claiming my sword all we needed to accomplish here?”
“We have to go over the rules and what you are going to be tasked with,” Gabe instructs. Rules and me don’t always compute, but I don’t seem to have a choice in at least hearing him out.
“Seriously, Gabe? You haven’t even gone over the rules yet? Dude, you need to get over Lucy. She made her choice and you being weird around her daughter isn’t going to help,” Michael says.
For the most part, Gabe has seemed pretty normal to me, so I have no clue what the evil angel is talking about. I would have never guessed he had some secret crush on my mom if humongous angel hadn’t have opened his big mouth.
“If you are going to stick around, shut your trap. Nyx, your angel sword is something you have to protect. It will remain hidden unless you call to it or are in need of it, so the majority of the time you shouldn’t have any problems.
“When you are using it is where others have made mistakes. Many partial angels, like you, have lost their swords in battle and have had them used against them. A painful death is a kind way of saying what happens to an angel stabbed by their own sword.”
“It is more like the most excruciating death imaginable,” Michael adds. “We are talking being coated with sugar and stung by thousands of bees, then rolled through a bed of nails, followed by one of hot coals, and topped off with being run over by one of those steel drum machines they use to level a street.”
That sounds like a great time. I am all for signing up for two sessions of that bliss. Since they are bringing this up, it sounds like I get to keep the sword, so that is good news.
“We are going to do our best to make sure that doesn’t happen to you, though. You have already been trained to fight and against most beings you are a step above the rest. Your problem is going to lie in demons and other angels. Your beau with fangs won’t be much of a challenge for you when the process is complete,” Gabe states.
There is some more good news. The small part of me that is old-fashioned thinks that the male in the relationship should be able to protect the female, but that part is probably under a percentage point. I think when me and Sebastian officially first got together and the guards started showing up, we had a little bet that if I could beat him in a fight, the guards would be no more. The guards are family now, but I wouldn’t mind being allowed out every once in a while without someone following close behind.
“What does this process entail? I am guessing the trial is a part of that.” It is sad that the promise of being able to beat Sebastian in a sparring match has me considering jumping through their hoops.
“Correct. Usually the trials are a bunch of moral tests followed by some skill tests, but we are satisfied that you won’t use your powers for evil and after a little more training, you should be good to go on the physical front. Your task should incorporate both of those things for good measure and at the end of it you may be able to keep your prize. That is still being discussed,” Gabe informs me.
“And the task needs to be done within a week and I have to, at the same time, bond with my newborn baby and bring a war that has been brewing for decades to an end. That sounds about like a normal week for me,” I muse. It is so sad that the statement is true.
“Just wait until he tells you what you have to do. You are going to be so excited. I hope you have a passport ready,” Michael says.
“Let me finish with some guidelines. You cannot kill anyone during this mission. You will only be successful if you accomplish that and return with the item you are sent to find. I know that sounds simple, but you don’t see any of the other angels rushing to sign up,” Gabe explains.
So, I am being sent on a task no one wants to do. What do I have to retrieve, a warm pile of elephant poop? He said something about being able to potentially keep the item and I bet that is all they would allow me to hold onto.
“If you would let me finish before going on one of your mind ramblings, you will see it isn’t that bad of a treasure hunt. Your task, whether you choose to accept it or not, is to find the Seal of Solomon and return with it.”
“I am guessing it isn’t something you have a nice, little GPS unit attached to. What is so special about it anyway? I figure it is a relic from the days of the king bearing the same name.” I don't know more than King Solomon supposedly existed. I keep Sebastian around to fill in those types of blanks. I am sure he has encyclopedias full on this subject matter.
“Correct. The Seal is rumored to be a ring, but I don't know of anyone that has actually seen it,” Gabe replies. “It is supposed to have a six-pointed star as its main feature and potentially be able to control demons.”
“That has to be a toy any angel would love to find in their collection. Why hasn't anyone gone after it before now? You guys are pretty sturdy and if you are sending me on the mission, I don't believe for a second one of you would die from trying the task.”
The ideas floating through my mind of what I could do with a demon controlling item are endless. I wonder if it works on Hellhounds. Clyde might actually have to do what I tell him. That would make my life a lot easier.
“Its true powers are not known. Some say it can control any paranorm, others think it contains the true name of God, and, of course, it could just be some gaudy trinket Solomon picked up in a poker game,” Michael offers.
“Part of the lore surrounding the talisman is that a true angel cannot find nor take possession of it, unless it is given to them by another. That is the only thing we have confirmed from the stories based on the fact that we haven't found it, yet,” Gabe asserts.
“I am sure that I am not the first partial angel to come along since King Solomon ruled. Why haven't you just sent one of your other students after the ring?”
“One of these days you will need to come Upstairs for a visit. You can see what the others are like. I am sure it wouldn't take long for you to understand,” Michael says shaking his head. I take it he isn't a big fan of the mixed DNA. “It helps that you have been seen wearing the ring by the Oracle herself. Most of the time we don't go all of the way to the top to find the future. Every angel has a little bit of precognition in them, but if you want to know for certain, you ask her.” Interesting. I must be a jewelry magnet these days, or maybe I have an unconscious obsession with rings.
“Well, that is nice. Did she happen to say on what continent I could find the blasted thing?” I know I won't have time to find it if I am starting from scratch.
“That is what makes this all perfect. While you are fighting your war, you will come across the keeper of the ring. You just have to convince him to give it up.”
Michael sighs dramatically. “You aren't going to tell her the fun parts, are you? I cannot watch her ears start smoking unless you do.”
I tend to think the fun parts should be given right up front, but I know Gabe well enough to know it isn't going to happen. You would think Mike would be privy to the same knowledge. I think he is exaggerating a little. They don’t seem to know anything about the ring itself, so he probably doesn’t really know what is in store for me.
“You know as well as I do that the challenge needs to be met with an open mind. She cannot be aware of any dilemmas before they are posed to her.”
Really, Mikey. It is Send Nyx into a Battle Blindfolded 101. He has known me ten minutes; he should know that fact as well. “I thought you guys didn't know anything for sure about the ring. It sounds like you are a little more in the loop than you indicated.”
“Hearsay and conjecture mainly. Nothing to worry your pretty little head over,” Gabe responds. “Do what the man you meet says and you will be one step closer to getting your parking validated. You have your angel sword now. Handle it with care and use it only if necessary. It isn't a weapon to take lightly.”
“Just what can it do?” We better cover that before I use it in a sparring match and accidentally nick my opponent causing them to die or transform into a newt.
“It isn't as powerful as your Panoptic knife, but against a weak opponent it would be lethal. Most of the people you hang around would need to be stabbed a few times before you had to go into panic mode.”
“What kind of effect would it have on a demon? I don’t want to think I am going to do a bunch of damage and then only inflict paper cuts.”
“An angel blade will cause permanent harm to anyone that originates from Hell. That includes your Hellhound, just so you know,” Michael says.
“Does permanent harm mean a gnarly scar or those cute little X eyes I have seen in comic books?”
“What comics were you reading?” Gabe asks. The look on his face says he is starting to doubt my ability to even breathe air. “Looney Tunes? Hello Kitty? The analogy will work well enough. I doubt you will see your little X eyes, but, yes, if a demon is stabbed with your new blade they will be dead.”
“And yet you think some of the guys I hang around with will live through it? I got the Panoptic knife specifically to kill a demon. Why didn't you just scare my angel sword thingy out of me back then?”
“You weren't ready for it. You had just found out about being part angel. Giving you access to it back then would have been like arming a baby with a flamethrower. I bet even you would agree that is a little overkill,” Gabe says.
I don't know. If the baby can lift it and is able to do more than goo and gaa, I don't see why they shouldn't be allowed to use it if they are trained. I should check to see if they have a mini version. It might make a good first birthday present for Sophia.
“You are a trip, Nyx. It was a pleasure meeting you, but I think we better get you home. I sense a little trouble brewing and you aren't going to want to be away much longer,” Michael says and bows his head slightly before disappearing in front of my eyes. I don't know Michael well enough to know what he considers trouble, but it is probably just time for a diaper change. Sebastian can take care of that without me.
“It is a bit more than a diaper issue. Try to keep your head and remember Sophia is in the room, so try to not make too big of a mess. A little blood won't scare her too much. Take your time finding the Seal. You have a few days and using them to plan your actions against the Collective is a good decision on your part. I will see you before the week is out. Be safe.” Gabe smiles and then fades away.
I have decided I want my angel powers for that ability alone. I can run fast enough it almost seems like I disappear, but it isn't as cool as the real thing. I concentrate real quick on putting Aphrodite in her own little closet. Appearing in bed with her might be a little awkward. She vanishes from my hand and I am ready to get back home. Now, if I can just find someone nice enough to send me.



Chapter 4
Mommy instincts activated
Strawberries. The smell hits me instantly. It is strong, annoying, and needs to be dealt with immediately. Son of a donkey's uncle. I feel Sebastian and Alex both in the bed next to me and I waste no time springing over Sebastian to jump out of bed.
I don't bother grabbing a weapon because of my new secret one. That will be really handy to make people think I am defenseless.
Sophia's door is open and I can hear Ben speaking. “Don't tell your mother, but I think you might grow to be even prettier than she is and we both know she is something to look at. She will try to convince you otherwise with all of her scars, but your mother has the biggest heart in the world and wouldn't think of stabbing a guy in his back. Good morning, Nyx. The grapevine is a flutter with news of Sophia's birth and I couldn't help stopping by to get a look for myself, even if that meant leaving your mother in a rather irate mood.”
“You need to step as far away from my daughter as possible. If you value your life, I would schedule a nice trip to Antarctica about now. Alex or Sebastian, one of you get off your lazy butts and take our daughter for a little walk. I have a demon to deal with.”
Both guys move into action, but Sebastian is first in the room. With the look he is sporting, I am surprised he didn't snatch up the Panoptic knife on his way to the room. He may have tried to convince me that Ben didn’t let Candace out, but he isn’t happy about being awaken. Ben backs away from the crib to let Sebby through. I think he has realized he isn't going to be greeted with opened arms.
“Just what is this all about? I know you are pissed about me keeping secrets from before, but I didn't think you would go from giving me the silent treatment to talking about murder,” Ben says clearly confused.
“Where's Candace?” I don't feel the need to explain any more than that.
“Candace?” he asks like I said something odd. “I left her about a week ago locked up tight. I put her in a replica of my special room. You have seen it. It should have no problem holding her until you are ready to dole out your justice.”
“You left a key somewhere,” Sebastian hisses and picks up Sophia. He cradles her into him and turns around to leave the room, keeping her hidden from Ben. Okay. Maybe sleeping on it changed his mind a little about Ben's guilt.
“No way. It is lined with my best stuff. Your mom is already pissed at me for hiding you and taking off on her. She is going to be livid about this development. I take it by the amount of aggression in the room that Candy has made an appearance.”
She isn't the only one. “Could anyone have helped her out? As wretched as she was, I imagine she has a load of friends in the demon world.”
“It would have to be someone really strong that also had a death wish. Word of your heritage spread like a wildfire. Lucy called me to her to help sort through all the belated baby shower gifts she started receiving. Demons tend to be big ass kissers and celebrating your birth about twenty-three years late sounded like a good idea to way too many of them. Maybe someone summoned her,” he says and then pauses to think. “I put up protection to keep any other demons from calling her out, but I guess a stupid person from another species might have tried it.”
“I don't know the specifics, but she isn't roasting on a pit like I was hoping she would be. She showed up in Faerie and convinced a Collective contingency to kidnap my father. By the time we moved in, she had been chased off, but I know she is just regrouping. My question to you is what are you going to do about it?” I am itching to call Aphrodite back to my hand and I think testing her out on Ben is a great idea.
“Obviously, I will do whatever you need me to do. We already know that I cannot locate her any easier than you can, but I can ask Lucy for help. You have to give me a lot of credit for immediately being willing to go to her. She may take away one of my legions for losing Candy. I know you won't believe it, but she is probably the only person in the world to take bad news worse than you do. It has to be something in your DNA. I bet the baby in the other room won't be any different.”
“I would prefer to leave my mother out of things. Dad is here with me now and I don't want to witness a reunion between the two of them. His life was bad enough over in Faerie. He deserves to not have to deal with her for a while,” I say. The desire to skewer is fading. Aphrodite will have to wait to get a test run in.
“Faerie. You mentioned it before. I haven't heard of a demon ever visiting it previously. The green and happiness of the place isn't usually our idea of a good time.”
“Green and happy was not a way to describe the place when we arrived. I would prefer we exit Sophia's room and talk about this somewhere else.” I have seen him giving the crib looks of longing and since I refuse to give in and provide him with his own child, it is a little mean to make him stand in here.
“Lead the way,” he says sweeping his hand out. “I am still working to make things right between us, so that pretty much means when you tell me to jump, I will always respond with how high.”
I highly doubt that, but I am sure I could find a bridge for him if he is being even a little bit serious. The fall wouldn't do any lasting damage, which is too bad.
I take him to the sitting area in our wing of the house. I don't feel like walking out to the main living room and I am pretty sure at least two of my guards would try to inflict some damage on him. Since I am reserving that task all for myself, they will just have to wait.
Sebby is holding Sophia while Alex holds up different outfits for her to see. A one-day-old is picking out what she is going to wear for the day. Welcome to my life.
“Mommy, why are you so mad at Uncle Ben? Uncle Gabe told me while I was still cooking that as much as he hates it U.B. is going to be really important to your big fight. I think you should kiss and make up now,” Sophia states as she lifts her right hand to point at a cute onesie that Alex is showing her. It is one from Jake's set of bad toddler chic. I don't bother to read what it says and I am pretty sure Soph knows exactly its meaning.
“Don't call him Uncle Ben, or U.B. He has lost any privileges he might have had to be called that. I think you are collecting way too many uncles and 'Uncle Gabe' is a liar.” I hurry over to the couch and snatch her and her onesie up so I can dress her. I am hoping it will keep my hands busy. They are still itching to call my stab demons gladly sword, even though I have calmed down.
I sit down next to Sebastian and lay Sophia in between us. In doing so, I also lay down the onesie she picked out. The Devil made me do it is printed for the world to see in red letters on the black fabric.
“You know what this says don't you?” I ask the mini devil.
She grins up at me with her little fangs sticking out. She better grow the rest of her teeth soon because I will never get used to that look. I proceed to take off her sleeping clothing and find her sans diaper. She has little bitty underwear on.
“Explain?” I am pretty sure I added a question mark to the statement. I didn't know we even had baby underwear in with all of the other stuff we bought.
“While you napped on the way out of Faerie, Sophia told us she didn't like how the diaper she was wearing felt. She has decided it is time for her to start potty training,” Sebastian explains.
Her little grin gets wider right before my eyes. “You are joking, right? Are you going to start eating solid food as well? How about walking?”
“Don't be silly, Mom. My muscles aren't quite strong enough for the walking and you know I don't have enough teeth yet. Sheesh. What do you think I am, a whiz kid?”
“She really is an apple right off the ol' tree. I forgot to say congrats earlier as you carted her out of the room as fast as you could, Sebastian. You and Nyx sure do make pretty little babies. I want to go on record as saying I asked her not to call me Uncle Ben.”
Ben has taken a seat on the arm of the couch we are sitting on and Alex is next to Sebastian now. I quickly figure out how to snap Sophia into her onesie and call her dressed.
“Are you hungry?” I ask willing to feed her even with the visitor in the room. He hasn't seen the new and approved versions of the milk jugs, but I am sure it won't scandalize him any.
Sophia moves her head in as much of the affirmative as her still solidifying neck muscles will allow. It is kind of strange just what she has control over already.
I move my shirt up and out of the way. Even though the girls are bigger, they are still nice and firm, so a bra is still optional in my case. I pick up the little one and line her up. This will be her second feeding, so we are old pros. It still feels a little weird to me, but there isn't much I can do about that.
I hear Ben start humming and I look over at him with a scowl on my face. “Do you have something you would like to say?”
“I don't think either of your husbands would like to hear what I am thinking. Okay, you twisted my arm. I was going to ask if the other one was open for others,” he says and then darts as far out of arm's reach as he can get.
I think about my sword to call her to my hand. I don't want her name getting out just yet. I know Alex and Sebastian probably both heard it, but Demon Boy doesn't need to know.
“You should have gone with your first instinct, demon. You never know what weapons a person may have in their arsenal.”
“I cannot believe they actually let you have one of those. Did they give all the fine print on what you can do with that?” Ben asks. He sits back down on the couch. Why he thinks he is safe when I am ticked, I don't know. I am really losing my edge. Not that long ago people would have run as fast as they could out of the room if they found me to be armed with even a bit of menace in my eyes.
Just because there is a baby suckling on me doesn't mean I won't stab someone. Speaking of that baby, it is time to switch boobs judging by her lack of action. I put the sword back away. It is already losing its cool factor.
“I am full, but we could try a burping, if you want. The books you read said that is the thing to do now.” It's good one of us knows what to do.
“Here, you might want this,” Alex says handing me over one of the burping cloths that I stood in the store staring at for a full minute.
I put it on my shoulder and bring Sophia up to start patting her back. “Let me know if I hit to hard. I have a feeling your ex is hanging out with my current opponent and going to do her best to see me turned into a pile of goo, Ben.” Sophia lets out a little ladylike burp. I thought it would be a little more substantial.
“Well, she has to be different from her mom in some way. Why don't you let Alex hold her for a little while,” Sebastian suggests. “We haven't let him had any time with her yet.”
I don't think anyone has had a ton of time with her, but I will allow it. I pass her over and Alex takes her and gives her nose kisses. She is going to make pansies out of all of us yet.
“Back to the conversation about how you want my help killing Candy. Just let me know what I can do to assist and I am there. If I hadn't have taken time out to make silly attempts to keep her alive, you might have gotten the job done before Lucy showed up to deter you.”
“Did you guys have another lovers' spat when you were locking her away? We haven't really discussed what happened after you left,” I reply.
Ben leans back and gets good and comfortable. “You do realize it is hard to have that conversation when you aren't talking to me.”
“And the only reason I am now is because you may be useful to me. Don't think for a second all is forgiven. Once the threats against my family are gone you are right back in the dog house across town.”
Speaking of dog, Clyde strolls into the room and walks towards the kitchen area. “Don't mind me. I am just grabbing a bite to eat before the big meeting. There are too many people milling around the main kitchen and I have my own stash back here.” I really hope they didn't install a fridge Clyde can access. Maybe he has some jerky or something back there.
“Yeah. Since we called the meeting, we should probably get out there. You two can finish your argument later. Demon, you might as well come along. Sophia's Uncle Gabe thinks you might be useful,” Sebastian says grabbing my hand and lifting us both off the couch.
“We are going to have to make some time to discuss what Gabe has in store for me. I don't think it is something we want to bring up in front of a large group.”
“The less people that know about that the better,” Sebastian says. Even mentioning it in front of Demon Boy wasn't the smartest move, but you never know when he might prove to be beneficial.
I am still in the clothes I slept in and it doesn't look like I have an option to fix that. It is a good thing they can pass as normal clothes. I am curious to see who my beaus have called in as backup. I think we are going to need the majority of the resistance forces to prepare for this upcoming fight. Hopefully the number of people in the resistance is as high as I think it is.



Chapter 5
Sardines do not belong in my living room
Alex continues to carry Sophia as we head out to the main area. As we get closer, the noise level increases exponentially. Our rooms must have a few dampeners in place to keep the majority of the sound out. I imagine it works both ways.
“Most of the people here will know who you are, love. They will be curious about you, so you are forewarned about the stares you will be receiving.”
“Do you think I should go down to Hell and bring back some of my legion to help?” Ben asks and the noise I noticed just a second ago drops. Ben's question hangs lingering on the air.
He might as well have asked who wanted to line up first for a cannibal buffet. I don't think demon assistance is going to be welcome here, which makes me happy.
“You and Clyde will be the only ones associated with Hell in on any of these discussions, as well as the fighting,” I announce trying to get the crowd to ease up a little.
A crowd isn't exactly what greets me in the living area. A wall-to-wall sea of sardines is more like it. There are way too many people in here to talk strategy. I thought the department heads were the only ones actually in on the conversation.
“They are,” Sebastian says quietly. He isn't trying to hide his words; he just doesn't need to speak very loudly because of the sound void. “Ben here serves my beautiful mate, Nyx, so you don't have to worry about his involvement. The Collective more than likely has a succubus on their side, so a little demonic help won't hurt.”
A united sigh is heard from the gathered mass. What drama queens. “Moving on. We need to do a little house keeping in here. Do we even have a war room somewhere in this place?” I ask.
“Yes,” Alex replies. “If the escorts don't mind finding something to do while the rest of us talk, we have some things to discuss.”
The sea parts and I can finally see familiar faces standing in the back of the room. I would have liked it better if my people were up front when I walked in.
Alex and our daughter lead our small group to meet the others. As we walk, a few people separate from the crowd and follow in behind us. Glancing back about fifteen turn into our shadows.
“Hey wannabe angel,” Hilda says working her way closer to me. “Is everything reknitting itself down below? Your healing abilities should have taken care of any issues, but I thought we better check.”
I don't think there are any issues, but it is rather hard for me to take a little peek for myself to check. I am sure I could get one of the guys to hold up a mirror for me; however, I don't think that is really something I want to see.
“Nothing feels out of place and thankfully Sophia's head isn't as big as Clyde's. If that were the case, I don't think any amount of self-knitting would get me up and walking within a week.”
Sophia laughs in her little girl way. “Ha ha, Clyde. Mom thinks you have a big head.”
“So. She thinks you have a head the size of a pin. I guess your new nickname is going to have to be Pin Head,” Clyde replies.
Charming. Just think if it wasn't for me, I don't think Sophia would have been able to hear his reply. Being a conduit for the loud mouth dog can be a little annoying, much like the Hellhound himself.
“Watch the 'dog' comments, biped. We are just having a little fun. No need to get all huffy about things.”
I don't have the energy to try to play referee between them anyway. Alex has taken us well past the part of the house I am familiar with. I still haven't gotten past the quick tour of our wing and the main living area. A full tour is on the list of things to do right after my family is safe.
Alex stops, juggles Sophia, and opens a set of double doors, before stepping back and ushering people in. “Take a seat anywhere, but please try not to sit by those you don't get along with. There are bound to be some heated conversations about to happen within these walls and it is better if you don't already want to smack the person you are sitting next to.”
Darn. I guess Ben is going to have to stand because I am pretty sure everyone in the room wants to hit him. Clyde and Sophia may be the lone holdouts. I will have to work on them.
Sebastian leads us to the head of the table where my father is already seated. My guards are all standing against the wall behind him waiting to pounce if anyone gets out of hand. The only usual faces missing are Sam and Phee's. They aren't exactly strategic planners, so I am not surprised to find them occupied elsewhere. There are also zero of the captured Collective agents we brought home with us. After talking to them a little, I think a couple of them might be useful.
Alex sits down next to Aaron, I sit next to him, and Sebastian sits to my right. Ben joins the guards behind us. I would assume he wants to keep his eye on everyone as well.
Hilda is sitting next to Sebastian and me and her are the only females in the group. If I ever do become this great leader everyone keeps talking about, I am so promoting a few other women.
“Thank you all for coming on such short notice,” Dad says. He doesn't have to worry about getting their attention because everyone is staring at us.
“Our time has finally come, which I am sure you will all be overjoyed to hear,” Sebastian adds getting right down to business. “You all know of Aaron and Alex here, but not everyone has had the privilege of meeting the woman that binds us altogether. Let me introduce you to Nyx. We are currently negotiating what her last name should be.” Not that again. I should have never tried to add everyone's name to mine. They are going to push me into keeping it permanently.
“We also have the pleasure of introducing the newest member of our family, although I think it will be a few years before she is able to join us in battle,” Alex says holding Sophia in his arms for all to see. “This is our daughter, Sophia Rose.”
“When you say 'our daughter', can you clarify that?” A brave voice says among the group of men. I glance over at the little girl in question. Even so young, I can already see one of my glares making itself known on her face. Boys are going to be in so much trouble around this one.
“If you believe the rumors, you know I am both Sebastian's and Alex's mate. I don't think it is hard to figure out whose daughter she is. We aren't here to discuss stupid stuff like that. Let's start with someone telling me who I have to kill to live a life of peace,” I say tired of introductions. I don't even care who is who in the room.
“I will remind everyone that Nyx is my daughter and strangling her would be frowned upon,” Dad feels the need to add.
“Don't forget that the guards standing in the room are actually for her, so if you want to start something you are fixing to become minced dog food,” Hilda says pointing at one man in particular. I have been studying the others a little and I didn't notice anything that would indicate a troublemaker, but I guess she did.
“A witch is not going to tell me what to do,” the man says. “Your little friend swept in and kidnapped my leader not that long ago. No one has seen him since.”
At least Alan's flunky doesn't dress in a cape with a healthy dose of red lipstick. I haven't checked in on the elder vampire in a while. Last I knew, Sebastian was dealing with him so I wouldn't get blood on my hands while I was pregnant. I don't know if we have holding cells in our new home, or if Alan is still sitting cozy back in the old digs.
“If I felt I could trust Alan, he would be sitting in your chair right now, Santino. Let me know if you think his cell would be better suited to hold both of you and I can make that happen,” Sebastian growls.
The upstart settles back into his chair and quiets. “The question we need answered to begin our quest is where is he currently hiding out? Last I heard he was sitting pretty in Rome.” Alex is gritting his teeth as he speaks. It doesn't take a rocket scientist to know he is talking about the top guy in the Collective.
“I heard he is taking a week to sightsee in the Scottish Highlands. There is some kind of Highland event going on where they are allowing paranorms to compete with the humans. I would love to be a fly in that field if he gets beat in his events. Aside from that foolishness, he has been living large lately doing his European adventure. I think it is a great time to knock his dick in the dirt,” someone answers.
“Thanks, Cliff. Anyone else heard anything different?” I see a lot of heads start shaking in response to Alex's question. “Great. Any intel you can gather following this meeting on the exact location would be appreciated. I knew we would have to venture overseas as Stevens hasn't dared enter this country in the last decade.”
“I heard he had a cow when he found out Slaughter didn't actually kill Aaron. Your line was supposed to be wiped out long ago and it just keeps growing. Pretty soon he is going to think you are a cat instead of a wolf.”
I wonder if the people around the table would volunteer to wear numbered name tags, so I don't have to worry about figuring out what to call people. One of them already seems to hate me though, making me think the request will only make them more hostile.
“Is the plan to just go after Stevens? What about all of his flunkies here in the states?” I know this questioner is from the vampire contingent. He has a nice middle aged feel to him. Maybe in the three to four hundred span of ages.
The fact that I don't know squat about the behind the scenes movements of the Collective irritates me, but that is why you keep the guys surrounding us around. You can be busy doing something else and they can be your eyes and ears a thousand miles away.
“It is going to be complicated. Stevens is the main target, but there are others,” Sebastian says. “There is always the hope that they will meet the missus here and she is angelic enough to stop any more bloodshed then necessary. I know this will get cold reviews from this room, but Nyx's mother is actually the Devil herself. While that might make it sound like she has strong ties to Hell, she is working to make it big Upstairs instead and we all know how strong angels can be. Within the week she should be coming into her full powers so the Collective will probably try to make a move to obtain her before that.”
“Just what can she do now?” Alan's flunky asks.
I would love to answer that question, but I have no idea. I have done a healing trick and I supposedly made my dad teleport, and as of about five minutes ago I can call a sword to my hand. Not great skills to have in a battle, if you don't know how to use them, so it is a good thing I can kick butt without them.
“With her abilities changing every day, the list isn't important,” Alex says. “She doesn't need her angel powers to be useful in a fight. Anyone that has ever sparred with her before can tell you that. We don’t need to go into the details of the over one hundred people she has killed either.”
“Can we get a demonstration? I am still having trouble believing she could be part angel.” I figured that would happen. It is going to be a while before anyone believes I am an angel on words alone. None of them appear to be dying, so I guess magic sword appearance is going to have to do.
Aphrodite appears in my hand the second I think of her, but this time it is a little bit different. She is glowing bright pure white and there is a humming sound echoing through the room. I think my sword is mad about something. She didn't do anything like this earlier and if she is mad at anyone, it should be Ben.
“Buttercup, I would put her away. This phenomenon should probably be talked about behind closed doors.”
Good enough for me. I lock Aphrodite back up and make a note to scold Gabe for not including an owner's manual. I wouldn't have had a chance to read it yet, but it would be handy.
“Sophia, just so you know, the best presents in the world don’t need owner’s manuals.” I might as well start teaching that to her now. No matter what her dads think, I know she is one day going to be hounded on by the boys and they will buy her lavish gifts, but the best gifts come from the heart, not the credit card.
What a sap I am turning into.
“Is that enough proof for you?” I ask. “Now, what can anyone tell me about this Stevens guy? I don't think I have ever heard of him.”
My father is the first to speak. “If you look up scum of the earth in the dictionary, you will find a very unflattering picture of Graham Stevens. There was a time he was known to me as Uncle Graham, but he turned his back on my father, his best friend. He killed both of my parents and established the Collective to protect him from my wrath, since he wasn't able to also take me out. Thankfully, my dad had people he could really trust with my life.”
He glances back and nods towards Jonas. I believe he is tipping his hat to Jonas' father and not Jonas himself. have I don't think Jonas would have been old enough to protect Dad back when this was all going down. At least I have always thought Dad was older than Jonas, but with paranorms it is hard to tell.
My only question is why this Stevens guy is still breathing. In all of that time, not one of the people in this room or the ones milling around in my living room got close enough to take the sleazebag out? I have never heard of the guy, but if I knew he was responsible for trying to wipe out my family line, I would pick my sharpest axe and go lumberjill on his limbs.
“He moves around every week and travels in an entourage of no less than fifty very well-trained guards, probably almost as good as your own,” Alex explains. “He has also employed body doubles in the past. Not many apply for that position these days. I think it has been a good two or three years since I have heard of him having one. We are really good at killing them.”
“First, we are going to need confirmation on location. I don't want to go continent hopping with a baby in tow. Once we know more about that, we can start planning the logistics of who is going where and fighting who,” I say realizing this meeting is not going to get me to my goal as quickly as I want to get there. I had hoped the big cheese would be here in town and I could just run over to his house and be done with this. I realized it was a false hope, but that just made me wish for it even harder.



Chapter 6
I still think demons are just weird
The meeting breaks up and the little ants scatter to find more information. By the end of the day we should have a more concrete idea of where we need to be. Gabe might have mentioned something about taking my time for this mission and as hard as that is for me, I will try to heed his advice.
“Why don't we take our group back to our quarters and have a little bit of a debrief on that subject,” Sebby suggests. “Jake, run and bring Ryan back with you. If Phee and Sam aren't too busy entertaining, you can grab them as well.”
“Will do,” Jake says and runs off.
“You do intend to include me in on this meeting, right, Buttercup?” Ben asks as we start vacating the room. I grab Sophia from Alex so I can make faces at her as we walk. I don't know why it sounds like a good idea to me, but it does and it makes her laugh.
“You have to at least explain what happened back in that room. A humming sword isn't the stealthiest of weapons, so knowing what triggers the sound effect would be good.”
“Easy question, which I will answer for you gladly. I think I liked your old digs better. Why do you need this many hallways?”
“Don't be knocking on my new house. Hilda has probably cursed it to shock anyone that speaks ill of it. I don't really know how many hallways make up the place. I am pretty sure there are stairs somewhere, but I haven't ever used them before.”
“There are a few spells in place, but they are mainly for protection. There is one to keep people's language clean around Sophia and one to keep wandering eyes away from Marcus, but other than that they are all for protection. If you want any added, like sending a shock to any guy that doesn't put the toilet seat down, let me know,” Hilda says.
That would be pretty funny. I would want to put a video camera in the bathroom to watch, but I am afraid I would see a little more of the guys than I want to. “Good suggestion, but for now, let's just keep things the way they are.”
“Would this be on all toilets, or just the ones a female may use in the house?” Will asks sounding a little concerned.
I would be too if I had large amounts of testosterone and a habit for leaving the seat up. I have a feeling that when Hilda gets an idea, it doesn't just go away when someone says no.
“Nyx said no, so you don't have to worry, baby vampire.” We have twisted and turned our way back to our more intimate location. There is a definite cutoff point when you can no longer hear all the chaos going on back in the main part of the house.
Part of me likes that added privacy, but at the same time I like to hear when someone is sneaking up on me.
“I will explain how that all works later. Sophia, do you need to go to the bathroom before we start?” Alex asks. He is working on his good daddy points.
“Yes, I think that would be a good idea. Who wants to take me?”
“Me, me, me,” Phee says joining us. “I so want to see how she does this.”
It is really bad when a baby about a day old acts more mature than a mostly grown-up. I hand Sophia over with a hesitant look. I don't know if Phee is old enough to potty train another person.
“There is a potty chair set up in our room's bathroom. It shouldn't be that difficult to figure out. You just have to hold her up and rinse her off when she is done,” Sebastian explains. “Don't expect any crazy trick shots. We leave those to Clyde.”
“Cool. I can handle that. Talk amongst yourselves while we take care of business.” I can tell she has had her hostess hat on. The large gathering of people has to be a natural high for her.
“Before I get into my angel story, Ben, start spilling,” I say and settle on the couch. Most of the group is stuck standing with our lack of seating areas. That should deter anyone from staying too long.
“Your pretty little angel sword has many bells and whistles for just being a piece of steel. Gabe or one of his golden winged friends will have to fill you in on the full options list, but I know that she will sing like a canary any time someone in the room wishes you harm. The good news, I have heard anyway, is that the person that wants to inflict the damage isn't able to hear that frequency. If you study the faces of those around you, you should be able to tell who is hearing it and who the enemy is.”
“That sounds pretty cool. What sword are we talking about?” Sam asks.
“Nyx was paid a visit from Gabe in her dreams and he gave her a new toy,” Sebby says.
“Don't forget about Michael. He was there too. Not a very cool dude at all, but if you get in a fight, the guy is probably a machine.”
“You are joking. You were introduced to Michael? I didn't think anyone lower than Warrior Angel First Class got to see him. I knew you were da bomb, but it still surprises me.” Ben is getting really worked up. Over an angel. That is funny.
“Gabe called Michael in because he couldn't objectively scare my sword out of me. Michael shows up, whips out a blade bigger than me, even during pregnancy, and then proceeds to attack me. It wasn't exactly a happy get to know you type meeting.”
“What was Gabe's problem with doing it himself? The dude didn't seem like he would mind taking part in a good fight. Were the boobs an issue?” Walt asks.
“I have no doubt that he likes a good fight like any of us, but he did have a conflict of interest. Other than the hair color, I am told me and Lucy looked like twins at one time and before she swan dived to Hell, her and Gabe were an item.”
Ben starts laughing. If it wasn't my mom we were talking about, I could see myself joining in. It is bad enough having to think about her and my dad, but imagining her with Gabe is worse. Dad I can see having a healthy appetite in the bedroom. Yes, I did just think that about my father. I still have problems thinking of angels as more than celibate Goodie Two-Shoes.
“I am going to have to tease Lucy about that one. Did he seem like he was still pining after her? She would love to hear all about it. If you wouldn't kill me for the suggestion, I would ask if she could come over so you could tell her the story yourself,” Ben stops giggling long enough to get that all out.
Inviting the Devil into my house is happening just as soon as I enjoy going on a shopping spree, for clothes.
“Moving on,” I say ready to do just that. “The group of people we just met with, how many do we actually trust?” I didn't get great vibes off of any of them. The iciness and glares in the room made it feel more like I was on my way to the guillotine instead of sitting with people that will be fighting beside me very soon. I don’t think any of them are really a threat, but I still want to know where I stand.
“Why on earth would you have to ask? I thought you and Santino hit things off,” Dante claims and it takes me a second to even remember who Santino is. I only learned two names, I think, during the meeting and since it is Dante doing the talking, I have to believe Santino was Alan's flunky.
“I was just on my way to bake him a big batch of cookies. I think someone told me ultraviolet flavored was his favorite.” That gets a couple snorts from the group.
“Here is your daughter back,” Phee says with a big grin on her face. “She is amazing. Do you think all babies are like her?”
“They are not, so get the idea out of your head.” I check Sophia to make sure Phee didn't sneak any make-up on her. She looks clean, thankfully.
“As far as trusting those at the table, we are all working towards the same goal, but they would prefer we take your approach to it and just hit the Collective with an atomic bomb,” Aaron says. “They have been bottling up their need to fight for years now. I was hoping that giving them the green light to go to war would keep them from paying attention to the elephant in the room that seems to follow you around, Nyx. It only worked for a few of them, though. Your reputation needs a little work.”
I don't care what people think of me. I am anti-social enough that seeing people turn the other direction when they see me walking down the street makes me happy.
“Is it odd that Stevens is hanging out in Scotland when just yesterday we were talking to a Fae that was reminiscing about hanging out around lochs? I have learned coincidences don't really exist.” The second someone mentioned Scotland, my senses stood at attention.
“I agree that it is the last place I expected this journey to take us, but I doubt we will run into any Fae on the trip. I think Queen Adeline is going to need more than one day to come up with a magic potion to make our world a safe place for her people,” Sebby says.
“I wouldn’t put it past the old bird. She can do some amazing things with the right motivation. She had been in a coma for decades, if not centuries. I think that is some strong motivation to flick the dust off of her wings,” Hilda supplies.
“The Knights looked like they would be helpful in a fight and I wouldn’t mind fighting beside them again,” Ryan adds. “Aaron, have you called the doc in? He would be a big help dealing with the genetic issues we will be going up against.”
“He is on his way and he hinted that he has had a major revelation to share with everyone.”
“What are the plans for Sophia?” Smitty asks. “I don’t see her aging enough to be able to help during the fight. Someone is going to have to stay behind with her. I would actually suggest quite a few for her protection.”
I don’t want to leave her behind in the states while we are gone. The fact that she is nursing plays big into that, but I would prefer her being within a few minutes jog.
“The decision on her guards is still being discussed. Nyx doesn’t need all of you anymore. We still want some backup for her, but Sophia is going to switch to being your main focus,” Alex says. “I know everyone is going to want to be in the battle, but Smitty is right. I would like at least ten people to stay behind and keep our daughter safe.”
The room is absolutely silent. Protecting the little girl in my arms is a great honor, but the warrior in them all is fighting back. I would be comfortable having just three of the guards in the room stay behind and let them work with a couple of handfuls of the standard guards. I just don’t want to be the one that tells those three they are going to miss the fight.
Being the queen of subject changes, I go ahead and change this one. “Seal of Solomon. Anybody in the room know anything about it?”
“No. Please tell me they didn’t tell you to find it,” Ben says. The rigid stance he has taken makes me believe he has heard the rumor about it being able to control demons.
“They don’t mess around with these trials,” Sebby says with a slow whistle. “The Seal is a thing of legends. I was under the assumption it wasn’t real, but they would know better than anyone. The books say it is a signet ring with a six-pointed star encompassing the surface. Did either angel give you a place to start the search?”
“I asked for GPS coordinates and they were not sharing them. Gabe, or Michael, I guess I don’t remember which one it was, said that someone with their genetic make-up cannot locate the ring. They said I would find it on our trip. How they know that and not where the dang thing is makes no sense to me.”
“Is there anything else we need to know for this trial?” Alex asks.
“I cannot kill anyone to get the ring. I guess we better have some money ready to buy it off whoever claims to be its keeper.” I still don’t know how I am going to locate the thing. Sebby doesn’t even think it is real.
“They said no killing? Were they specific about the ring being in your possession? What if the person wearing it doesn’t want to take it off, but is willing to come back with you?” Ben asks. He has started pacing. I think the demon knows a lot more about the ring than maybe even the angels.
I try to remember what exactly was said, but I only remember one thing for certain. “I have been seen wearing the ring in the future, so I am guessing I get it off the person.” If people didn’t take me away from my sleeping time to have these important conversations, I would probably remember them clearer.
“That’s impossible. I have to go check on some things. I will be there when you need me,” Ben replies and quickly gives us a smoke show as he leaves.
“I don’t think I have seen a demon move that fast before,” Hilda says. Ben was spooked. There is no other word for it. “No one knows for sure what the ring can do. I do know it exists and I could probably round up a picture so you have something to reference as you walk around Scotland looking at everyone’s hand.”
That makes the task sound like a breeze. Maybe Stevens is hanging out in a tiny Scottish village hosting ten inhabitants. That would make things easy. The whole Highland festival thing that was mentioned causes that dream to shatter before it can even bring me hope. Oh well, I am hungry, time for some dinner.



Chapter 7
A real family dinner
Back in the main house, the crowd has slimmed down. I recognize a couple of the guys from the meeting earlier, but the other ten people don’t look familiar. I nod in their direction as I follow my nose to the kitchen. Clyde did a good job of raiding the mini kitchen earlier today and I was afraid he got slobber on everything, so I am forced out into the jungle. I still have to find out who I need to talk to about giving him access to a fridge. I was pretty adamant about that not happening in my lifetime and yet somehow it has.
Alex has taken over carrying duties. I don’t think Sophia is going to last much longer, her eyelids are starting to droop. I am not sure when she woke up this morning, but she has lasted longer than I was expecting her to. A schedule is going to be something I have to get used to.
With the flow of everything else I have seen in the house, the location of the kitchen in the back of the house makes sense. I am still surprised when I find rooms that outdo even the awesome rooms I am used to from the penthouse. This kitchen is no different. The appliances don’t look that distinct, there are more of them, though. Two large, stainless steel refrigerators line the wall facing the entrance. To the left, my left, there is a door to the outside and to the right is a six-foot long granite countertop. There is a large sink in the middle of the counter.
The cupboards above and below the counter are a rich mahogany wood that goes well with the dark reddish granite. There is a six burner stove that serves as an island in the center of the room. An oven is nowhere to be seen, but we don’t have to worry about baking for the PTA around here.
I make my way over to the fridges and open the one on the left. Many packages of butcher paper greet my gaze. I hope they haven’t showed this to Clyde. I don’t think his missing opposable thumbs would do a lot of good in stopping his desire to get into this mother lode.
“Anyone else need nutrients?” I grab a package labeled steak. Looking through the assortment real quick it seems this fridge is the beef section of the supermarket. The other fridge must be the pork. I know they wouldn’t forget to stock some bacon for me. Tomorrow night I will have to verify that when I wake up.
“I think it is dinner time for all of us, love, but go ahead and get yourself some food cooked up. You haven’t had enough to eat and even though our princess is out now, you are still eating for two.”
Permission to have at it sounds good to me. I make quick work of finding a pan, searing my steak, and finding a plate. I ponder for a split second skipping a fork and knife, in favor of my hands, but the thought is short lived. Plate in hands, I head back to the dining room I think I remember witnessing in my hurry to get to food. Table and chairs equals dining room in my mind. I could have passed the war room we were in earlier and I would say it is a dining room too.
Alex follows behind me and Jake drags in a baby swing, which gets set in one of the corners. Very useful invention that swing. I am sure someone wouldn't mind holding Sophia while everyone else ate, most of the vampires aren't even going to be eating solid food, but I still like the option of everyone having their hands free.
The furniture in here is the same that was used only once in the apartment. It isn't hidden behind a wall here, so it will probably get more use.
“Do you need anything else?” Alex asks as he starts to head back to the kitchen for his own dinner.
“I am good and if I wasn't, I don't waddle anymore, so I can get up to retrieve things on my own again.”
Him and Jake don't need to hear anymore and take off. “I guess that just leaves us girls, Sophia.”
“I am worried about Uncle Ben, Mommy. There wasn't something right when he took off earlier.”
“First, please do not get used to calling him 'Uncle Ben'. The guards are one thing, but a demon is a completely different story. Second, there are so many things not right with Ben I am surprised you even noticed.” She shouldn't notice that kind of stuff after only knowing him for a few hours. Maybe not really knowing him is what made his behavior seem odd to her.
“The ring spooked him,” Dad says joining us with a plate. He sits down in front of me and I realize I haven't dug in. It is past time to change that. I cut off a big bite and put it in my mouth to savor it. “The question in my mind is whether he is scared about what the ring can do, or if he is worried about your safety in retrieving it.”
“He freaked at me just mentioning it. I don't think there was any concern there for me,” The first bite is chewed and the second, third, and last follows in rapid succession. I didn't bother with a lot of cuts. Cutting it in half both ways was plenty. The red meat really hits the spot in my empty stomach. I think I should have made more than one.
“I think it was something more than that. I saw worry in his eyes, but it wasn't for himself or anyone in the room. It would have been nice if he would open up more about his feelings.”
Ben's weirdness doesn't faze me anymore. What is fazing me at the moment is my daughter talking in full sentences. I know I have witnessed her doing it for a day now, but it is just really hitting me that it isn't a dream.
There won't be any competing for whether she says mommy or daddy first, which is good because the number of her dads outweighs the number of moms. Hearing her talk opens up a few questions in my mind.
“Hilda, can you hear me?”
“I am a room away and not deaf, so yes.”
“Could I communicate when I was born?” I don't think I could have had the level of mental capacity that Sophia has. I would have remembered hatching and spending the first days with the witch. Sophia was able to communicate before she was out of the womb. Was I able to talk to my mom while I was in the egg?
“To a certain degree, yes. I had to block that ability before I handed you over to the Collective. There would have been a lot of questions asked if I brought in a baby that special. Before you ask, yes I altered your memory to make sure you didn't remember specific events.”
No wonder I hold a grudge against the woman. She has been messing with my mind since birth and my subconscious is well aware of the fact. I wonder how long it took the Collective to figure out how special I was, even without the talking. It is something I am sure I will never figure out.
“Plans for the rest of the night?” I ask knowing perfectly well what I would like to be doing. Fighting. Lots and lots of fighting.
“Let us get some food down and we will show you to the gym. Sophia will get a kick out of watching you take someone on,” Alex says taking a seat next to me. He has two steaks on his plate and as soon as he sits down, he cuts one in half and plops a chunk on my plate.
He is such a sweet talker. He could have just said “I love you” and my brain would have had the same reaction. It has started doing a spastic dance. It is really good that only I am able to witness the feat.
Sebby walks in and clears his throat. Okay, so maybe a few other people got to see it, but they are family. I don’t have to worry about them making fun of me.
“Oh man, I wish others could hear me. I would so be doing a play-by-play of that thing you called a dance,” Clyde says.
Him not communicating with others is one of the many things I am grateful for in this life. I hope Hilda doesn't ever decide hearing what Clyde says might be useful. I would be screwed times infinity.
“A good fight should wear me out. I am guessing we wouldn't be ready to move out until tomorrow, right?” We have only a handful of hours before the sun comes up and immobilizing hundreds of people when half of them cannot venture out into the sun isn't very likely. The logistics still need to be worked out because I don’t even know how many people are making the trip.
“Correct. I want to make sure we have a clear plan in place before we even get on a plane. Things will happen fast once we touch down. Stevens will have been made aware of our movements and he could very well just jump on his jet and run for it. He really needs to man up and face the fight head-on. Everyone knows that with even one of the members of the monarchy still around and kicking, the battle has to happen,” Alex says and then grabs my empty plate to take both of ours into the kitchen.
The rest of the group has filed in while we were talking and the table is overflowing. Walt tried to have a family dinner when we were still in the apartment, but this is more what I envision when I think of us sitting down as a family.
No buffet of food already on the table. We are more the kind of group that everyone grabs something for themselves and then takes a seat. Phee is talking nonstop, driving us all batty without even knowing it. Sam is sitting next to her with a look that clearly states “Sorry, but what can I do?” Marcus and Jonas are in deep discussion about military tactics with Hilda adding her input here and there. Smitty, Dante, and Will are talking women and Jake is laughing at something Walt said. Knowing Walt, it was a story that was only half true, but one hundred percent hilarious.
I look to my father and meet his eyes. His eyes, which have seen so much over the years, tell me he understands what I am thinking. “I know the feeling and I will always be sorry it isn't one you have known all your life.”
The feeling is an overwhelming sense of belonging. In this moment, right here, I know I would do anything in my power to protect every person sitting around the table, even Hilda. It is a great feeling, but at the same time, it is a heavy weight that has settled on my shoulders.
“You have others to help carry the weight, love. It is us versus the world. Always remember that.”
Haven't we done enough mushy stuff with the pregnancy and lovey dovey feelings the birth unleashed? I am tired of getting misty eyed. I want to punch something.
“Perfect,” Alex says coming back into the room. “While the others flip for who is stuck doing the dishes, I will lead you to the arena. I have an idea of who your opponent is going to be, but we will see if it comes true.”
“I am ready for anyone, so lead the way, Babe,” I say turning his usual term of endearment back on him. It just causes him to smile and walk out the doorway in the room that I haven't been through. Sebastian picks up Sophia and we are on our way.
Why does every room in this house have to have at least three entrances? That has to be impossible to guard against. I am almost to the point where I agree with Ben about the house having too many hallways. Pigs just flew somewhere in the world, in case anyone was wondering.



Chapter 8
Getting beat down by the old man
The gym isn't far from the dining room, which would be a great thing if any of us had to worry about packing on extra calories. Seeing the different rooms makes me wonder just how big this place really is. It looks gigantic from the outside, but the inside is making it feel even bigger. The size of the gym alone looks like it could easily take up the entire first floor.
It appears like they took the area from the apartment and teleported it to the new location. The old adage if it ain't broke, don't fix it comes to mind. There might be a new machine here or there, but for the most part nothing has changed.
I crack my neck on both sides to make the environment truly feel like home. Yeah, that makes it perfect. “So, who gets to fight me today? After being out of things for a couple of weeks, I am ready to put a hurt on someone.”
“Don't sound so sure of yourself, Daughter. When you get all your pretty little angel powers, you may be able to kick all of our butts, but until then, a few of us still can enjoy making you work for your victories.”
“Are you volunteering to try?” Fighting against Dad could be a little strange. The first time we met I was planning on killing him and we haven't had a lot of other face-to-face moments since then.
“It has been a while since I have had a workout and I promised you a butt spanking for showing up in Faerie to get me. I was going to take you over my knee, but this should be a little less embarrassing for you.”
“You haven’t been around our kind for months. You think you can shake off the rust quick enough to keep up, old man?” I love trash talking. Not everyone can master the art, but I have been doing it long enough to have it down to perfection. Leaving the cursing out of it may be a challenge, but inventive cursing has proven to be just as fun.
Dad loosens his tie. He actually had a chance to dress for the big meeting, unlike some of us. My pajamas are comfortable and flexible enough to move around in. I don’t know what he is going to do in his tight slacks.
His button down shirt follows the tie into Jonas’ waiting arms. “We have spare shorts in the locker room if you would like to change, Aaron,” Alex suggests. It is clear he isn't on my side in this battle. An opponent that doesn't have full range of motion would work out in my favor.
“The pants may look restrictive, but they are stretchy enough that I won’t have any issues,” He says as he bends down to take off his shoes and socks.
“Do you have any rules for this fight?” I ask and start jumping around to loosen up.
“Let’s stick with hand-to-hand. No calling in your sword to do your dirty work. Other than that, I think we can both handle what we can dish out.” He flexes his muscles and I can see a few months in Faerie had no effect on the guns.
“Just a warning, Princess, your dad has taken down every wolf in this room, easily.” I was just starting to sense that on my own. He is the King of the werewolves; it makes sense that he can defend himself. There are a few wolves I have a good time fighting with and I think Dad is going to make it to that list.
“Let’s see if the old man still has it in him,” I say and I am immediately knocked on my butt.
“Did you forget to never lose focus on your opponent?” Aaron asks standing over me.
I see how he wants to play things. I can play just as dirty as the rest of them. I spring up from the ground and say, “Game on. You know I find it funny that Gabe had issues fighting me, or at least appearing menacing, but my own father has no problem trying to kick the crap out of me.” I have to dodge a body shot while trying to land a punch of my own.
We are just starting and I don’t have a great feel for his technique yet. Fighting someone for the first time is always the most exciting part of a match. After you have fought two or three times, it is hard to find any big surprises in your opponent’s methods. It becomes a game of blocking hits and that gets tedious. I am sure I haven't thought that a million times prior to just now.
“I reckon your little angel friend has had the opportunity to watch you fight before.” I land a quick half-hearted kick to his shin. His shins are apparently made of iron and I can feel a vibration echo up my leg. He doesn’t seem fazed at all and he lands a jab to my chin while I am imagining him as a robot. “We are going into a war and I have to verify that my little girl isn’t going in halfcocked.”
Sound reasoning, I think and flip over the top of him to try things from a different vantage point. I am able to get in a nice hit to the back of his head, but he quickly spins and sweeps my legs out from under me. Someone must have put a little extra fiber or something in his steak.
The man is a speed demon.
“I didn’t mention anything about shifting, but I would prefer no wolves or wings. I don’t have wings to match yours and I know my wolf would eat yours for lunch.”
“You wish. I may be tiny in that form, but I pack an elephant size bite.” An elephant is the largest thing that popped into my mind, but it sounds a little funny saying it aloud in that sentence. Oh well.
The fight continues, much like every other fight I have been in with a worthy opponent. Even if they all ended up the same, I would never get tired of these sessions. You can always learn new techniques while you are combating with another person. I prefer being in on the action rather than watching it from the sideline because it is easier for me to mimic the moves immediately after I see them done.
Dad has quite a few that are twists on old favorites. The man has at least half a century on me, he has refused to let me know just how old he really is, and he moves like someone who has spent those years absorbing everything he has seen.
The fluidity of his motion is something that belongs in an art study. For once, I almost hope someone is recording this so I can watch him as a spectator later. It will take me years to move with the same grace, so I better start studying now. Sebastian moves in a similar way, but he is even faster and it is sometimes hard to see what is actually happening.
Neither of us fighters is willing to give an inch. Time has really stopped existing outside of our bubble. It feels like we have been at it for a while, but I am not willing to chance a glance around the room for a clock to see if that is true.
“When the time comes, are you willing to put it all on the line for the betterment of our species?” Dad asks and the question throws me off guard a little. It isn't something that belongs in the middle of a sparring session.
“Of course, what kind of question is that?” It is a testament of our excellent conditioning that we are even able to speak at this point in the battle. Because that is what this is turning into, we have crossed the line between sparring and truly fighting. Neither one of us is holding back and we both want to win.
“No one knew you were my daughter, but when I went into hiding, I requested reports on your movements. What I heard back is that you were a great fighter, but you acted like a loner who cared for nothing except the bottom line. Unlike you, I won’t live forever. Don’t worry. I still have a lot of years left in me, nevertheless I need to make sure that when we defeat the Collective and take our place back atop the wolf hierarchy that you will be ready to take over in the future.”
“And in order to do that, you think trying to beat the snot out of me will prove something?”
“Nah. This is just for fun. I have already determined you will be a fine leader. I wanted to see if you had realized it yet. You ready to call this a draw?”
It wouldn’t be the first time one of my matches has ended with that conclusion. I would really like to see a winner between us. Everyone seems to expect me to become undefeatable within the week and that is going to make it hard to find opponents.
“Are you tired of having your own moves used against you?”
“No, but your daughter looks like she is getting hungry,” he says making me turn to look real quick. I realize immediately it is just a diversion on his side. Getting pinned to the ground right away reiterates my findings.
I cannot help but laugh at the situation. “Using my daughter against me, you are bad. We will have to make sure she stays away from any battlefields until she is thirty.”
“I saw you weren’t going to just let it come to the draw, so I found a creative solution out of the circumstances. I could have said Clyde is peeing on something or catching something on fire, but Sophia is a cuter excuse. Aren’t you, baby princess?” Dad asks standing up and winking at his grandchild.
Feeling frisky, I grab at his ankle and pull hard enough to bring him crashing down next to me.
The room erupts in merriment. It is the atmosphere we need tonight. They have said things are going to start getting scary real fast and a last night of fun will prepare us all for the day ahead.
“Good one, Nyx,” Dad whispers next to me. “You really are everything I hoped my daughter would grow into. I have a feeling your two mates have a lot to do with that. You three complement each other well.”
I flip over to get a look at the men being discussed. “We are so different that I didn’t know how things could possibly work out in the beginning. Sebby can be the calm diplomat, when his love ones aren’t threatened, and he is so smart it makes my brain hurt. Alex is the warrior who commands an army during the day and then comes home and wants to just enjoy life. I don’t know where I fit into the mix because more often than not they are stuck trying to police my actions and tongue.”
“It wouldn’t work with any other girl between them. You are the glue that holds it together. They need someone strong that doesn’t need a lot of defending, even if they act like they want to do all of the protecting. They need someone that is willing to let their own agenda get altered, or thrown out the window, when it isn’t the best for everyone involved. They need you.”
It is the second time in probably an hour or so he has turned the emotional switch on full power. “I am starting to think I liked it better when I could hang up the phone if you started getting out of control with the mushy stuff.”
“The statement is something that needs to be said in person, plus I hadn’t seen the dynamic until now. Most daughters are thrilled when their fathers approve of their choice for mates.”
“Do I need to remind you that in the paranorm world, the daughter doesn’t tend to have a choice in the matter?” I stand up and make my way over to my guys.
“It is still a nice thing for us to hear, Aaron,” Alex says wrapping me in his arms. Sebby’s are still full so he cannot do the same unless we want a pancake baby.
“As any normal father would say, I will hunt either of you down if you hurt my little girl.” He tries to pull off a serious tone, but it doesn’t work and I start smiling like a fool.
The dinner table earlier and this moment here is what I go into battle to protect. Everyone should be able to live their lives surrounded by their family and some of those in the room haven’t had that for decades.
The thinking heavy seems to be catching tonight. It is a sure sign that it is time for bed. After a quick shower, that is just what I have planned.



Chapter 9
A visitor from Hell
A dream all my own is almost too good to wake up from. I fight it for as long as I can, but the noises and feelings around me prove overpowering and I open my eyes.
What I thought I felt turns out to be true. Alex is holding Sophia up to my chest while she eats breakfast. How in the world did I sleep through that? I wasn’t aware it was possible to sleep through someone doing that to your breast.
“You are still catching up from all those nights devil baby kept you up. At least she picked an angel outfit today. I am starting to think it is false advertising, though,” Sebastian says leaning down to lay a tongue included kiss on my lips.
The child in question better keep her eyes closed unless she wants to see the prequel of how she was made. Sebastian picks up on the thought and backs away.
“Not everyone likes to say good morning with words,” he says trying to justify his assault.
“Hey, no one said I was complaining. Have there been any new reports?” There is no grogginess going on in my head today. I am awake and ready to get moving.
“There is a meeting planned in an hour. Since you had a shower last night, do you need time to jump in now?” Alex asks and detaches my humanoid leech so she can be burped. He looks like a natural daddy. I think having an extra set of hands will prove useful in the years to come with this child.
“If I have the chance to actually dress today, I will call that a victory.”
Sebastian gets distracted by his phone and I sit up in bed ready to hit the closet. I didn’t hear the phone ring, but he is talking to someone. I don't worry about listening in because I have every confidence that he will share what is being said.
“We will be right there, and tell Hilda I owe her,” he says putting the phone back in his pocket. “I have it flash and vibrate instead of ringing to make sure it doesn’t wake Sophia. You better hurry and get dressed. You have a visitor and she isn't happy about not being allowed in the house.”
That narrows the list down to about a hundred people. If he would have said he instead of she, we would have been looking at about a thousand possibilities, if not more. I hurry over to my closet to throw on some suitable clothes for company, not that it matters that much.
I go for standard Nyx chic. As Sebastian told me yesterday, my pre-maternity pants fit just fine. They may be a little snug, but I am sure it is my imagination. I make a quick side trip into the bathroom to brush out my hair just until it doesn't stick out at every odd angle possible.
“Ready?” Sebastian asks in the doorway. “I think we will have you carry Sophia. Keeping your hands occupied is probably our best move.”
That doesn't make me leery at all. I go ahead and except the baby. I trust his judgment in things like this.
“Sophia, did Daddy tell you who we are going to see?” I get the feeling Sebastian wants to keep it a secret from me, but that doesn't mean he didn't tell others in the room. We are heading towards the front door; at least I assume that is our general direction.
“He did and I am nervous.” Doesn't she know she is supposed to reveal the secret when her mom asks?
“Quit pestering the poor girl. You heard her, she is busy being nervous,” Alex says before I can start putting the screws to her.
“See, Sophia, you are supposed to be on my side since there are already two of them working against me.” We run into Aaron waiting for us by the door. He doesn't look exactly pleased. “You are going to tell me who the visitor is, aren't you, Daddy?”
“Only if you agree to let me hide under a rock during the visit. You are looking well rested. It is a good look for you.”
I am adding things up in my head and the summation isn't making me happy. I take a peek out the front window to verify and there she stands in all of her fiery glory.
Lucifer.
She has started making house calls. Here I thought I forgot to send her my forwarding address. I don't know if she knew the previous one, but I am sure I didn't pass along this one.
“Oh no, I am going to need you for back up on this one, Daddy-o.”
“If I thought she would go away without seeing you, I would find a bigger rock that we could both hide under,” he offers and we both know it wouldn't work. She looks like she has something she needs to say and I don't get the feeling that she is the most patient woman in the world.
Might as well face the music. I don't have much choice, since Sebastian is already opening the door. I am hoping he is just planning to get her off the property as fast as possible and not actually happy to see her.
“You don't need to overtax your brain thinking on that subject,” he says and pushes me out the door.
Literally. He does notice I am holding our daughter, doesn't he? One out of place rock and we would have taken a tumble. I don’t go too far outside, just enough to allow everyone behind me out as well.
“There you are. Just what kind of spells do you have on this place? I was lucky to even be able to land in the driveway,” my mother squawks at us and it appears she is in a great mood.
Now, I have to find something nice to buy for Hilda. I wouldn't have thought it was possible to keep the Devil herself out of anywhere she felt like visiting.
“We enjoy our privacy and don't like people just popping in without calling first,” I say and wonder how Ben was able to sneak in earlier. You would think if there was a spell against the Devil, there would be one in place for her minions.
“We will have to work on that. I heard the little one came even earlier than I expected. I am sure she is adorable, but the part of the brain that recognizes cuteness was removed from my head long ago. What is she called?”
I bite my tongue from saying I wish all of her brain was removed. If that were the case, I may not have ever been born, so I guess I have to be thankful she has at least some brain cells firing.
“Her name is Sophia. Can we get down to your reason for this visit? I have a few things going on right now.”
“I am looking for a lost demon. We were in the middle of a planning session and he took off. With his odd, but at the same time reasonable, obsession with you I thought he might be here.”
“You missed him by a day. He stopped by real quick yesterday and then took off. Don’t you have a microchip embedded in all of your little minions so you can just look up where they are hiding?”
“I didn’t think sense of humors were genetic, but you obviously inherited your father’s. Good to see you again, Aaron. It is nice to see you spending some time with our daughter. Not all fathers would be willing to bond with their over twenty-year-old child.”
“Most werewolf fathers are aware when they conceive a child, so they have an extra-long time to start bonding. My daughter's mother took that chance away from me and if I didn't already hate her for being the Queen of the Underworld, I would despise her even more.” For wanting to hide under a rock, Dad sure isn't afraid to say what is on his mind.
“There was a reason I picked you, Aaron, aside from your poor attitude. You have balls and I knew our daughter was going to need them. I was aware that your line was full of males, so inserting a little estrogen to the field was an added bonus.”
“We have established that Ben is not on the premises. Is there anything else we can do for you?” Sebastian asks. I can feel him and Alex both standing close behind me. The conversation hasn't been too hostile, by my estimation, but they are ready to reel me in if need be.
“No ideas at all where he ran off to? The only times he has ever disobeyed me is when you were involved. I don't understand his quest for offspring. I went through the ordeal once and I don't have much to show for it. It isn't like my daughter is going to follow in my footsteps like I had hoped. You are a little too old for me to retrain your moral compass.”
I have faith that even if she did raise me, I would have somehow been able to rise above the evilness running through her veins. There is the whole debate out there about nature versus nurture and at this moment in time, I am leaning towards the nature side of the battle. Just because it suits my needs.
“No idea. He wasn't exactly welcome when he showed up, so I didn't do more than celebrate when he announced he was leaving. Now, if you don't mind showing yourself back to wherever you came from, I think we are done.” I will never win an award for world's best hostess. I didn't even offer her a drink.
“Did you know you have a gaggle of pixies in your yard? They caught me by surprise when I was giving myself a tour of the grounds. I haven't ever seen a pixie in the flesh before and I about swatted one of them thinking it was a wretched butterfly.”
I take it she isn’t quite ready to leave just yet. Going through my checklist of ways to get rid of people I don’t want around, I have already tried being an unwelcome host, which usually is enough. I think it is about time to move on to the one about assigning the unwanted guest some chores. Is cleaning the toilets a dirty enough job to get rid of the Devil?
“Excuse me, Grandmother,” Sophia decides to speak up. “I am sure you would appreciate that we have a very important meeting that we are running behind for. Maybe if you could come back next Tuesday we could sit down for a nice lunch and get to know each other.”
Not the route I would have taken. It is way too much like something one of her fathers would say, but even in this circumstance, I don’t think they would go that direction.
“A peace maker. You guys really need to let the little one spend her weekends with me. I can work that right out of her.”
“I think we will keep her the way she is, thanks.” Sebby’s tone clearly states if Lucy makes a move to try to spend quality time with Sophia, she will be met with a bazooka. I am not sure what he could load into the bazooka to worry Lucifer, but I imagine he would come up with something.
“Fine. I will be back next week to try to get to know my daughter’s family. Until then, just holler if you need anything. Word will get back to me and I will see if I can make room in my schedule for a visit,” Lucy says. As the Devil, she should be used to people not wanting her around.
Before I can reply, a hole opens up in the ground and she disappears through it. The earth remains open when she leaves. I stare at it for a couple of seconds expecting it to close, but nothing happens.
“Clyde,” I yell hoping he can hear me. A giant void in the yard is a hazard and short of having one of the guards fill it, Clyde is my best bet.
“You rang? Holy crap, did a giant gopher come through here? You should have called me. I always miss all the fun.”
“Try to stay out of the refrigerator for five seconds and you won’t miss Lucifer showing up and leaving a divot when we tell her to get lost. Do you think you can fix it?”
“Do I look like a front-end loader? Is there a pile of dirt somewhere you think I can use to fill it up?”
I must have interrupted his snack. He is always moody when someone comes in between him and food. “I have seen you open portals before and I thought maybe you could take care of one that someone forgot to close. If that is above your skill level, we can get someone else to take care of it.”
“You can be a real female dog sometimes, Mother. Go in and have your little meeting and I will take care of the pit. You may want me to wait until after the meeting is over, in case you have any bodies that need hiding.”
“Work on the repair. Someone in the room will make sure I don’t kill anyone,” I say and turn to leave him to his work. “Someone better have a plate of bacon ready for me.”



Chapter 10
The new faces of the paranorm world
We make our way to the war room and find our people, including Ryan, Phee, Sam, and a man I don't know, playing host to three of the people that were in the meeting yesterday. Good. We aren’t late. I didn’t think we had taken an hour to get rid of Lucy, but she was doing a good job in the role of an annoying gnat.
My first guess on the mystery man that looks to be fitting right in with my group is that he is Ryan's doctor friend. I am interested to hear more about his work and what he can do to assist in the fighting. I may also feel the need to thank him for bringing Ryan back online. I haven't had a chance to really talk to Ryan since we found him wandering in the woods, but he appears to be happy.
“We didn’t get a chance for introductions yesterday,” one of the men at the table says standing. “I am Anthony and I like to believe I am one of your father’s biggest supporters.”
“All of us here are supporters, so don’t let him sway you,” another man says. “I heard someone whisper that you would have passed out numbered nametags if you had known how many would have been in the room yesterday. I took the initiative and numbered myself as one.”
He points to a bright red nametag on his chest. A butt kisser, every group has one. I tend to dislike them on principle. You cannot trust the words coming from them as truth. So far, the two men both appear to fall into that category.
“Thank you guys for sticking around. Your loyalty has never been in question. There is no need for you to convince Nyx of that. We wanted to meet for a few minutes in a smaller group to talk werewolf affairs,” Dad says taking his seat at the table.
There were more werewolves around the table yesterday and that leaves me wondering why the others weren't invited to this meeting. I am going to have to ask someone for a hierarchy in hope that it will explain the situation.
“There are an awful lot of vampires in the room to talk about our affairs,” the man who has yet to speak says. Not a butt kisser, I like this one.
“That is because when we take back control, things aren’t going to go back to exactly what you remember, Joel. We have to consider the fact that humans are aware of us now and the news of the Collective's downfall will not inspire confidence in them. We have to come up with a solution that allows them to believe they are still safe from us going on a rampage and snacking on them,” Dad explains. Alex, Sebastian, and I grab our seats. I am still carrying Sophia. She is looking around taking in everything. Maybe she will notice someone flinching at the wrong moment and be able to tell us about it later.
“You aren’t planning on replacing the Collective with the same thing by a different name?” the grumpy guy asks.
“I wouldn’t say that. There isn’t going to be an organization dictating what we all should do. We have a unique opportunity to give the humans comfort and have great leadership for the rest of us in place. I will continue to lead the wolves behind the scenes and Sebastian will lead the vampires. The only difference is to the outside world, my daughter and her mates will be the face of our leadership.”
Crazy person say what? “Did someone forget to mention this idea to me?”
“There was no forgetting about it. You would have thrown a fit and tried to change things, but the decision has been made. I asked you three here to let you know before we made the big announcement. I know I am going to have to reiterate until I am blue in the face that we are taking things back to what they were and I wanted to practice on a smaller group first.”
“Aaron, I have always been behind you, but I don’t understand the need for the mask. Just tell the humans the truth. I would think revealing the corruption that is the Collective and letting everyone know that the world is safer after they are dealt with is the way to go,” the first guy, Anthony, suggests. I actually remembered the name without any clues. It is practically a miracle.
“We talked about this for hours and decided that Nyx would make a better face in this case. She is a young mother and if she learned to smile more, people might actually think she was approachable and likable.”
“You don't think the humans will have trouble understanding her having two 'husbands', as they would call it? It isn't something that happens in the paranorm world naturally and humans tend to be raised monogamous. This move may cause more trouble and confusion than it is worth. The wolves trust and follow you. The only time they have heard Nyx's name is if they were fretting over what assassin the Collective was sending after them. No offense,” the really big butt kisser says.
“I have a question. Just who was involved in this behind closed doors decision? You have been on solid land for what is it, two or three days? How could this big of a decision have been decided in that amount of time, without even consulting me?”
“We can discuss it later. The others will be arriving any second and everyone in this room right now is going to be on a united front when I share the news. There will not be any more discussion. We have bigger fish to fry and until they are cooked to a crisp, who is called our leader is a moot point.” Aaron brings out the top dog tone and me hearing voices in the hall stops me from telling him what I think of that particular tone and just what orifice it would fit in nicely.
The rest of the strategic leaders funnel in and take the seats they sat in the previous day. Part of me wants to call Aphrodite real quick and see if they all still hate me. I should have done that with the three that claim to be on Dad's side. I will probably still prefer my smaller knives in battle, but if I find that she has more special abilities, she may become my go to weapon.
“Let's start by hearing about any locale changes. Is he still in Scotland?” Sebby asks starting the real meeting. Those just joining us all look to be taking measure of those who were in the room before them.
“The games last two more days and all reports indicate he is staying for the end. We haven't gotten our hands on future travel itinerary, yet, but we are working hard to get it,” the man that gave the location yesterday says.
“Great. For the vampire side of things, most will be staying behind to take care of the battle here. I only want those with UV resistance making the full trip. This kind of thing is hard to plan for and if an opportunity comes in early afternoon, most of the younger generations will be stuck in doors. I would like to keep them here where they can do the most good.”
“It makes sense, but I know there are going to be grumblings about missing the battle,” someone says.
“I know, but filling the planes full of people that will for sure be able to fight in that battle is more important. They will be able to be part of what goes on here over at the Collective headquarters. There are plenty of generals there for them to fight with.”
“On the wolf side of things we are planning to mobilize one hundred troops to a place we have in Scotland where we can assess the situation and rehash any plans that need taken care of. I researched the site of the games last night and I don't really like the layout we are looking at,” Alex says. “With the humans around it will be hairy. I don't know if there will be a clear opportunity to call Stevens out with them around.”
“He is going to know we are coming and I doubt he will care about collateral damage. Do we know where he is staying? Is there any way to hit him there?” I am starting to wish everyone heard the birdie that said I like nametags. Since they didn't, bushy eyebrowed vampire asked the question.
“He does have a large estate that he rented out for the week. I am sure it will be well guarded, but I see no reason for humans to be wandering around throwing giant tree trunks,” location man says.
“Send me the address and I will see what schematics we can pull from online. The more I can find out about it, the better. I will be sending out a roster of the wolves I want to see in action with us in Scotland. Joel and Trevor are going to be staying behind to lead the rest in the attack on the Collective building here.
“I was hoping we would be able to leave this meeting with a more clear cut plan of attack, but we have a location and the general idea is to kill Stevens and see if everyone else accepts the change in leadership. The people that don't are to be captured peacefully when possible and only slightly maimed if they put up a fight. I don't see any good in killing someone because they have been taught to follow a man blindly.”
“Who is leading the vampires forced to stay behind?” Alan's flunky asks. I had hoped he was somehow given the wrong time to show up today.
“Because of Alan's ways, all of his followers are being forced to stay behind. I don't see putting anyone used to his rule in charge. Nothing against you personally, Santino, but I have to look out for the greater good here. Luke is going to be in charge. If he believes he needs assistance, he can pick a second. I want to emphasize that even those that are not going with us after the man behind the curtain have an important job to do. Killing Stevens halfway across the world is not going to have an instant impact everywhere. We need those staying behind to enforce the change in leadership,” Sebastian explains.
It all sounds like a good enough plan for me. We won't know time of day or location until we can study Stevens more closely. It is a good start that will quickly evolve into a road map for winning. I wonder if the opposition can sense there is change on the wind. Any paranorm from my generation is going to find a lot of confusion in store for them. I will have to see if we can get educational materials prepared for those not used to the world outside of the Collective.
Dad starts in on his explanations for me getting a front office position in the human world. I don't want to argue in front of this group, but we are going to need to discuss this development. I just don't see how it is a good idea. Won't people be afraid of the fact that I am more than one variety of paranorm? Will it make the humans think that becoming a paranorm is even more of a contagious disease than they already do? I don't really want my life story out there for the masses to analyze. I kind of know how I came into this world and why I turned out the way I did, but as a private person, I don't think everyone needs to know and I think that is something that would have to be out there if people were to believe I really was a ruler.
My brain ramble has made me miss all of the objections, so that is a good thing. I don't need to hear people like Santino tell me what a horrible idea it is. The meeting breaks up and the grumpy faces leave the room.
“Okay Doc, let's hear what you have for us,” Dad says and I think the portion of the day I have been hoping for since I saw the man is about to arrive. My pom poms are waving in the air.



Chapter 11
Science just doesn't make sense
With everyone else leaving the room, my people take over the table for the discussion. Without the unknown people taking up my attention, I can actually get a look around the room. The table we are sitting around is made of a dark wood. It looks solid enough that we could all jump on top of it and do a jig without worrying about landing on the floor with butts full of splinters. For some reason, I don’t see us dancing anytime soon.
There is a floor to ceiling bookcase filled with older looking books, probably from Sebastian’s personal library. I don’t foresee me spending much time reading over them and I think the digitization assignment is going smoothly, so I can just do a search and bring up the passages that are important for a given circumstance.
The walls in the room are white, not stark white, just enough to look clean without blinding you. I already noticed that the wall behind us has a giant dry erase board and it looks like the ceiling has some kind of projection device built-in.
Knowing the guys, they probably have a projection screen that drops down. The house more than likely has a movie room somewhere, but Phee may get silly one day and repurpose this space for her own theater. If we can take care of business this week, she can have it.
Another observation on the space, there are no windows. To me that makes sense. You don’t want to give your opponent a chance to grab some binoculars and climb up the tree in the backyard for a view of your super-secret battle plans.
For the time being, if we added a little playpen in one of the corners, it would be perfect.
“Thanks for flying in, Carl. I am told you have been brought up to speed on how fast things are moving,” Dad says drawing me out of my brain vacation. “What do you have for us?”
“I am glad you called. As you know, I have been analyzing the changes to the blood and body after a wolf has been injected with the Collective’s serum, which is being called A5T1. Once in the bloodstream, it immediately targets bonds the person has at the blood level. In wolves, this would include their mating bond, obviously, but also regular bonds like those to your family. Once it has eradicated the connections the person has, or could have had in the future, it alters their DNA to add key warrior elements cultivated from other species. I have only been able to isolate vampire DNA in the mix, for sure. Vampire speed is the key side effect you would notice, along with enhanced senses that wolves don’t normally have.
“After several doses, the process is complete and you essentially no longer have the werewolf you started with. The new being is a hybrid of sorts and the warring parts of him, we have only seen it used on males, make him highly aggressive and ready for a fight. I don’t know who came up with the process, but it is amazing work. The outcome isn’t great for our side, but the genetics behind it is something I could study for years.”
Most of what he has said isn’t a secret. I have witnessed round one of the injections on a first-hand basis and it sucks. He left out the bits about it feeling like an atomic bomb goes off in your body after the injection.
“I think we were wrong when we thought that the Collective hadn’t used my blood for weapons of destruction. How much do you want to bet that the basis of their little serum is flowing through my veins?” I don’t think it is much of a stretch to get to that point. My hope is that they focused mainly on my vampire and werewolf genes since they could see them blended and knew what they were.
If any one of them knew that angel blood was lurking just a little bit deeper, I hesitate to guess what might happen. I don’t know that it would be something they could actually use, but having tons of soldiers able to call magic swords to them would be a very bad thing.
“They wouldn’t have to do a lot of work to see how the different species worked together, if that is the case. I know from my time trying to keep undercover that they were doing a lot of tests on your blood. It is how I found out about you. I don’t think they knew everything that we know now, though. I know Alex, and probably Sebastian, is hesitant to let anyone do more testing, but we should let Carl have a look,” Dad says. “Not that the Collective is going to be around much longer, but we should at least try to have the same knowledge that they do, especially if they are using it as a weapon.”
“If you can assure me that no one outside of this room will learn the results of said testing, we can talk about it,” Alex says. He doesn’t sound very happy about giving his permission.
“Whatever guidelines you want to put in place, I would follow,” Carl says. I don’t know what I was expecting when I heard he was a doctor. Paranorms don’t really have doctors, and I guess he is more of a geneticist than a doctor, but he looks like a normal guy to me. He doesn’t even have a lab coat or anything like the people who took my blood in the past did.
“The Fae is currently doing an analysis and I would be interested to see if the two methods find similar results,” Sebastian states. His methodical brain could probably spend days combing over strange blood tests.
Boring. It is weird messed up blood. I don’t really need to hear any more than that.
“We know essentially what this drug does to a person. You seem to have been able to reverse its affects for Ryan and the other wolves that have received the antidote. How easy would it be to get the rest of the hybrids fixed? In Fae, I heard grenades were used to administer your fix, is that something we can continue to do and how long does it take to go into effect?” I am pretty sure I am just rambling off stuff because I don’t want to think about people analyzing my blood. I was out of it with labor pains when the grenades were used previously, so at least that part of my rant is legit.
“Don’t freak out, but the antidote is a mixture of angel blood and peppermint. I know that sounds really weird, but I was introducing different types of blood to the samples Ryan provided to see if anything helped. The angel blood seemed to do the most good when it came to aligning everything. I am sure I am not explaining this in a very good way, but I know the scientific stuff will be met with vacant stares so I am doing my best.
“Anyway, my working environment often has bottles that I haven’t gotten around to putting away littering the space. I accidentally spilt some peppermint in one of the samples one night and decided that I needed to stop for the day and worry about the mess the next day. Yes, I am a slob. The next morning I put the mess under the microscope for fun and found married cells. The abilities that were scattered before combined.”
He stops talking for us to let it settle in I guess or maybe to catch his breath. He rambles as bad as I do. It all sounds just bizarre to me and I really don’t care what his explanation is as long as he has something that works.
“You have access to angel blood? Is that something they sell at the grocery store?” I know grocery store isn’t the word I am looking for, but I don’t know where scientists get all their goodies.
“I carry it. It isn’t something that is easy to come by, even when you have an in with the angels. They for some reason just don’t want to part with it,” Hilda says. “I don’t store it out front, but the people that really need it tend to know to ask.”
If angel blood is the majority of the cure for the snake venom the Collective is using, it solidifies in my mind that they are using my gogo juice for their experiments. I wonder if they found a way to make a synthetic version because I know I didn’t hand over buckets full during my years there.
“Let’s get back to the dispersal of the minty blood. I don’t see how just hitting the infected with water balloons of the stuff will do much good. Aren’t icky shots a better method?”
“That is my good news. Like the witchy lady said, angel blood isn’t easy to come by. I am pretty sure I have used up the stock from her place and a couple of others in my testing. I did find a way to concentrate it, though. I have worked it into an inhalant that can be let free in the air and still do the job we need it to by just being breathed in.”
Again, why that would work is way over my pay grade, so I will have to just take his word for it. I just don’t understand how inhaling the stuff mixes in with the blood.
“We get to gas them?” Phee asks in her excited voice. She gets as happy about weapons as I do, but her enthusiasm carries over to way too many other avenues.
“Essentially, yes. I have made three devices that can be released into the atmosphere and then activated so it spreads through the air.”
“Coverage?” Sebby asks.
“Initial would be around a ten square mile radius, I think. It isn’t something I was able to test and it depends a lot on the wind and other atmospheric conditions.”
“How long before it shows any results? If we take one with us to Scotland, do we find Stevens place and just launch it overhead and a day or two later everything is great for us when we go in to try to kill him?”
“I don’t think you would want to do it days, or even a single day, in advance. The change in attitude is apparent early on and it would more than likely reveal you were in town,” Carl says.
That makes sense. If we only have three chances, we have to make it count. Really, we would only have two because it is only right to leave one behind for the others to use on the Collective proper. I assume that Stevens will have a mess of hybrids in his guard, but you never know. He may be using standard people and we won’t even need to use the doc’s solution.
“I hate to interrupt because it sounds like you are making plans, but I could really use a potty break,” Sophia alerts us.
“That was the baby, right?” Carl asks. He starts staring at Sophia and any previous good will I felt towards him flies out the window. I am well aware of what that look means and the words that are more than likely about to come out of his mouth. “If mommy is giving blood for me to study, can I expect to get baby’s as well.”
“Over my dead body,” is all I am going to say. I don’t want to even start going down the road where Sophia spends the rest of her life being poked and prodded.
I stand up and head towards the door to help with Sophia’s request. I don’t know where a bathroom is other than the one in my room, so that is the direction I take off in. I am going to have to ask Alex to draw me a map with all the potty chair equipped bathrooms.
By the time we finish taking care of business, I am expecting them to be done with their meeting so we can get to work packing. I glance at the clock in the bedroom real quick on my way by and see that we wasted more time in the meeting today than I would have liked. At this rate, we won’t be on a plane until after the next full moon. I think there may be one in a couple of weeks.



Chapter 12
Let's move out
Sophia, in all of her days on this world, will never cease to amaze me. She seriously just went to the bathroom in her miniature toilet, even though her neck muscles are just starting to allow her to be able to control her head wobble. I feel like starting a blog or something just to brag about all the things my baby is capable of doing. I have a feeling later in life she would grow to hate me for posting pictures of her going to the bathroom on the Internet.
I have her back in her onesie and we are trying to figure out how big of a suitcase to grab from my closet. Do I take one big bag for all of her things and mine or should she get a separate one? Just what all really needs to be packed for her? I don’t think dismantling her crib is an option, but what more than clothing, and her potty chair, will she need? Who can I convince to carry a bag full of all her stuff?
“The perplexed look on your face screams you are having an issue involving clothes,” Sebastian says from the doorway.
“I hadn't got that far yet, but if you give me a few minutes you may see that look. Packing for me is one thing. I just grab some clothes, making sure to remember underwear, and throw them in a bag. Now, I need to figure out what Sophia will need as well and how many suitcases it is going to take to haul everything.”
“Let me make it easy on you. I will pack Soph's things and you can just focus on your weapons and whatever clothes you can grab. I will even pack your underwear for you.”
If I owned anything lacy, I would be frightened by that statement, but other than making me go commando, I don't think he can do much harm.
“Fine. Sophia, do you trust Sebastian to pack for you? It is something each girl has to decide for herself.” I don’t think he has started worrying about wrapping her from head-to-toe in burlap so the guys can’t sneak peeks at her girlie curves, but you never know. Some of the conversations I have overheard between him and Alex sound like they are almost to that point.
“I suppose. There are stores in Scotland, right? If he packs a bunch of silly things, we can just send him out to get normal stuff. In a fit of desperation, we could even send Phee. We probably won’t see her again for a week, but it would save us a trip.”
“It would have to be the world is coming to an end kind of desperation to send Phee out, but I guess that is an option. Do we have a time when the plane is taking off yet?”
I grab my medium black duffle and turn to the weapon wall. So many choices and there is no way they will all fit in my bag.
“Would it be easier for you if I took Sophia?”
“She will probably be able to use most of these within a week, so she needs to learn what works best for her little hands.” I doubt she actually needs to learn anything. Somehow, she came preloaded with the brain of an adult. Now that I think about it, her little skull has to be cramped. I don't know how a brain that little can be holding all that information. That must be why she doesn’t have that soft spot I read about human babies having. If anything, she is soon going to have lumps all over her head as her skull adjusts to the massive amount of grey matter inside.
“I am taking her anyway. When you are done, we need to talk.” Sophia vanishes from my arms and starts making little noises as Sebastian tickles her.
“Not nice, Daddy. I cannot fight back.”
I tune them out and try to figure out what I need to take. I will wear my gun holster and all my usual knife sheaths. Aphrodite can serve as my arm’s length weapon. Do I need any axes or pyro? I am expecting the fight to be nasty and any extra ammo will probably be used. I grab a foot long axe and its thigh holster. I have different sizes of flamethrowers and the smallest is the only one that will fit in the bag.
I load up on silver ammunition and set out the knives that I will be wearing on my person. Sebby didn’t say when we are leaving. I hate when people forget to answer my questions.
Half-heartedly I throw in some clothes. Five sets of everything should be enough. I don’t expect to be gone longer than that. I should be good, so I zip the bag up and head out to the bedroom.
I add my bag to the pile already waiting by the door out of the room. “Things are looking promising for us to actually leave still tonight.”
“We are. It will take almost a full day with a short layover in Seville to pick up some artillery from my home there. If I remember right, I also have a scroll somewhere in my collection there that has a wax seal from the ring you are looking for. I know Hilda said something about having a picture too, but I can still check my collection to see if the images match,” Sebastian calls out from Sophia’s room.
“The ring is at the bottom of our priorities, so if it takes longer than a minute to find your hard copy, I say we forget about it,” I say heading to the bathroom to grab some shampoo and my brush.
“We know you don’t care about the angel side of things, but it will make all of our lives easier if you are able to pass the trials,” Alex says sneaking up behind me.
“My wolf and vampire parts aren’t enough for you? I am finding it a little offensive that you don’t think I am perfect the way I am.” Toiletries in hand, I muscle my way past him. He doesn’t make a very good door.
“I would love you if you were a newt, you know that. Like your father tried to explain to you earlier, we are going to potentially face a lot of pushback from the paranorm community when it is announced we are now mysteriously leaders for any paranorm wandering the streets. If we are able to prove without a doubt that we are the toughest beings on the block, there won't be as much to worry about.”
“You guys were in on the decision weren't you?” I ask like it is a question, but we all recognize I already know it is a fact. I am sure Dad wanted to make sure they were both prepared for our future titles. “I wasn't alive when paranorms kept to their own circles and had their own rulers, but you all seem to want to get back to that point and making it appear like we are controlling everyone is counter intuitive in my mind. I think those in on this decision are overlooking the species that don't turn in to large furry dogs or live off blood. What about the other paranorms out there that we wouldn't really be representing?”
My issue with their decision has developed into being more than just me not wanting the title of liaison with the human world and anyone that thinks me in that position sounds logical really needs to be locked up. Me getting angelfied isn't going to change the fact that in this new system the other were species, witches, demons, Faerie species on this side of the veil, and the handful of other paranorms don't have a say in their leadership.
“In our world, things will only change when you are ready for it. Eventually, Aaron wants to hand things over to us, but he knows he needs to stabilize the backfire from overthrowing the current governing body. The paranorm community will go back to the way it was before the Collective, nothing about that has changed. You are over-analyzing and making it much more complicated than it needs to be. A press release will go out to the human world to let them know of a change in management and using our relationship dynamic to indicate paranorms are a united front is all we are doing.”
No matter who explains it, Dad or Alex, I am still not comfortable with the plan. I do understand it. The human world believes all paranorms magically get along because of the Collective. The fact that I am a walking, talking blend of two of the paranorms they are most familiar with, and I am dating a guy from each side, makes unreality a little more real. One day the different species may just be as united as the outside world thinks, but I don’t see that happening by the end of the week. There will always be resentment for past crimes between those two main groups.
Thinking over Alex's words, they are a bit contradictory. He says the paranorms will know what is going on, but I need to hurry up and become an angel so we don't have a revolt on our hands. I am ready to chalk the whole conversation over to a mental list of items to think about next week. Getting to somewhere in Scotland needs to be my center of attention now.
“Focusing on now is a great idea. The plane is leaving in thirty minutes. We have a full-size plane waiting to transport everyone coming along,” Sebastian says bringing Sophia out of her room in a car seat. “We are taking sixty guards with us and have scores more flying in to meet us.”
“I cannot wait to grow my own wings and be able to fly all on my own. Do you think I could make it all the way to Scotland under my own power?”
Let’s anticipate that wish not coming true until after she is able to walk. God help us if she sprouts wings tomorrow and is able to get around on her own. I am curious to see what color her wings will be. With a daddy that is a full vampire and a mom that has a pinch of vampiness thrown in, I am leaning towards her inheriting the black version of feathers. I really don’t know how the genetics side of things work out, so she could just as likely get some purple wings.
“Wings are a foregone conclusion, but will she have enough wolf in her to also be able to get furry? We may need to get a leash for her to keep her out of trouble, if that is the case.”
I have decided Alex is evil. Why would he make me think about things like that? No one is willing to answer her question about how far she will be able to fly. I am not one hundred percent for sure myself. “If the leash can keep her from flying off, we may have a deal. I am so going to be getting payback for all the tricks I have pulled on the guards to lose them.”
“Don’t worry, I promise to be a good girl,” Sophia says and now I wish that we had a bond like me and Sebby’s and she couldn’t lie to us. Her oh so innocent voice isn’t going to fool anyone.
“We are going to have to have a cage built as soon as the chastity belts are completed. When she gets a certain look in her eye, we will just stick her inside,” Sebastian suggests.
In the human society, I believe that thought would land you in prison, but thankfully, we live outside of those rules because I think the idea sounds brilliant. We will just have to make sure Clyde isn’t able to break her out. I can already tell they are going to be accomplices in making the humanoid grown-ups' lives Hell.



Chapter 13
A world of dreams
We may be flying on a commercial-type plane, but the first-class area is as nice as any of the private jets the guys have sitting around. Only the group that lives in the house is up in this section, but we are large enough that we fill most of the seats.
I am told the plane windows have protection for any of the younger vampires with us, which means Dante. Will is technically the youngest, but he hasn’t even gotten a sunburn from sun testing. Almost everyone back in the normal seating section is a werewolf. I think I only counted five vampires in that group and they were all over the five hundred year mark.
Sophia has her car seat strapped in between Sebastian and I. Alex is sitting directly to the right of me and he is currently drawing circles on my hand with his fingers. I can feel the calm before the storm humming in the atmosphere and it is energizing all of us.
“So, Nyx, when are you and Alex going to finally make your relationship official? Sam and me have been feeling the call all week and couldn’t help but sink our teeth into each other a couple of nights ago,” Phee says opening a line of conversation not appropriate for children. I don’t think it is appropriate to have it in front of my father either.
“Phee, I don’t think Sophia needs to hear that kind of information.” I could do without learning what goes on behind closed doors in the house and I sure as heck don’t feel the need to do any sharing about my bedroom habits.
“I waited until she went to sleep. We have been in the air for hours now and she fell out about thirty minutes ago,” Phee says sighing dramatically. Obviously my mind has been preoccupied with other things.
“It seems like nature isn’t going to force anything on Nyx, which is smart on its side of the equation. We haven’t felt the drive at all and we should have started at least getting hot around each other by now,” Alex says. “I don’t know if the pregnancy changed things, but I am guessing it wasn’t a factor.
“No Wolf Moon?” I ask keeping the surprise out of my voice. When I first met Alex, I would have been elated to find out we weren’t going to be forced into mating. I am still happy there is no forcing going to happen, but I was looking forward to having an excuse to get more intimate with Alex.
“The Mile High Club is an option if you want to claim a sudden burning desire to hide my sausage in your gravy. I am sure everyone will understand. I hear the bathrooms are really roomy.”
“To answer your original question, Phee, I think we will wait until Sophia is a little older. In fact, someone said just yesterday that they wanted to wait a month or two to make sure everything is really back to normal after having a baby.” I dig my elbow into Alex’s side to help him remember. He doesn’t need me to reply to his suggestion because the answer hasn’t changed from the hundred other times he has tried to get freaky with me.
“You know, it is my first time travelling outside of the country. Can we make a few pit stops to take in some of the famous tourist attractions?” Phee asks.
My first thought is that I am thankful it has taken her this many hours to become talkative. If she had been full of questions the whole time, I would have seen how my wings handle jumping out of a plane and following behind it. That thought is followed closely by the desire to find some tape, preferably of the duct variety, and fix the problem before it gets out of hand. I still don’t understand why Sam hasn’t made some kind of muzzle for her.
“After the mission has been determined a success, you can do whatever you want. Sorry, Sam.”
“It would be my pleasure to escort my beautiful mate around cities unknown. I think we could have a lot of adventures as long as I can keep her out of too much trouble. She wouldn’t know most of the languages and I think that works in my favor.” It may work in his favor, but it will frustrate the Hell out of Phee and that may make things interesting.
“Does anyone have any recommendations for places to visit? Paris, Rome, London, Athens, Berlin, Cairo, Tokyo, Dublin, Madrid, Sydney, Moscow, Rio de Janeiro, and Stockholm are all of course on the list.”
I don’t think she just came up with this idea out of the blue. Personally, I couldn’t handle all the people you have to be around playing tourist. For most people there would more than likely be shopping involved because you just have to get souvenir knick knacks. I don’t see how anyone thinks that is a good time. I cannot think of a place that I would enjoy visiting other than some remote location that other people haven’t found yet. I am guessing that limits it to places that are either really hot or cold.
“I am hoping it will take you a few months to properly enjoy all of those cities,” Sebastian says. “To fully take in everything and immerse yourself in the different cultures, I would recommend a couple of months in each location. If you aren’t ready to come home after that, give me a call and I will send you to some amazing places off the beaten path.”
“I will leave all the jet setting to the younger generation. When this thing is finally over, I just want to finally make a permanent home for myself and hopefully find my mate,” Jonas says.
“I’m with you,” Jake says. “I have played around long enough and watching Nyx evolve into a family person makes one want that connection with another person.” At least I am good for something. Who would have thought it was to promote starting a family? It is nice to hear the two guards looking forward to something other than fighting for the rest of their lives.
“I just want to start living again,” Dad says. “I have been hiding out for so long; it would be really nice not to have to look over my shoulder.”
“And not have to worry about changing your appearance every month or so to confuse people,” Walt adds. “Walking down the street by myself would also be nice. I could just keep listing freedoms that I have missed, but I will stop at that.”
“You guys have had things harder than the rest of us. Alex started to feel the sting towards the end of this battle, but from day one you both have been targeted,” Sebastian says. “I say it will be a nice day when we are all able to wake up in the morning and are able to take full breaths for the first time in years.”
I cannot say I am in the same boat as the others, at least the others that have been a part of the paranorm community for more than a year. A year ago, I was still human in my mind and was probably researching the movements of one of the paranorms out there trying to give the rest of us a bad name. The only thing that kept me up at night was a fear of my knives going dull. A possibility that never happened.
“You aren’t going to kick us all out when we get back, are you?” Will asks. “I have really enjoyed getting to know all of you and I would hate for the fun to end. Plus, I am still learning from all of you. I haven’t made any friends outside of you guys, so I would be on my own in this crazy world.”
The actor in Will is coming out. We need to set up a paranorm movie industry to keep him busy. If he is alive next week, I will suggest he start setting something up.
“Some days I am so happy I am the smart one amongst your children. Repeat this back to him,” Clyde says. “I don't think Mom could kick you out if she wanted to, Will. She made you what you are, so she is stuck with you. She counts her lucky stars every night that you aren't as big of a douche as you first appeared to be.”
True, but a little harsh. “Clyde wants me to remind you that I have a duty to you and as long as you feel a need to stay with us, the door is open.”
“Chicken. Have you been without cussing for so long that you can’t even bring yourself to say douche?”
“I am not a chicken. I just don’t feel like being rude. What about the rest of you, any big plans when you aren’t required to hang out with us?”
“Other than the globe trotters, I am pretty sure the rest of us aren’t planning on going anywhere,” Marcus says. “So, if you are hoping to get rid of us, you are in for a fight. As far as plans, me and Hilda are still trying to figure out how to make our strange relationship work. It is something that hasn’t been done before and even though the stick fits in the donut just fine, there are a lot of differences we need to overcome.”
“A little too much information, Marcus. I figure we are going to be needed to help settle things down and keep you out of trouble,” Smitty adds. “In a hundred years or so you will possibly be able to get rid of us.”
“I concur. I may want to start a family, but I think your nice big house is big enough for me and any mate and children that come along,” Jonas says. “I was born to serve the Gentry family and I am planning on doing it until the day I die.”
I have a child now, but the thought of a bunch of them running around gives me the willies. I can picture them all turning into wolves and gnawing on my ankles. I am going to have to invest in silver ankle cuffs to save my skin.
“I would like to get back to my writing. I had started a few things while I was hiding out in Ghost Town, but I didn’t have the right motivation to finish them. Like Will, I am hoping you won’t decide you don’t need me around anymore,” Dante quietly says. “The protection I feel in your home frees my mind from worrying about other things.”
“That protection will always be open to you and any paranorm that feels they need it. Things are going to be a lot different when the rightful rulers are back in place. We don’t stand for bullies and we have the power to teach them lessons. Now, I recommend we all try to get some sleep. We shouldn’t be long in Seville and after that stop we aren’t going to be able to see the back of our eyelids for a while,” Sebastian says.
As nice as it is to talk about what the future will hold for us, a nap sounds like a good idea right about now. Sophia should be good for most of the flight. I am sure she will wake me up if her plans change.



Chapter 14
Airports + Demons = Run the other way
My feeling about airports is if you have seen one, you have seen them all. That is how little I like the whole process of travelling by air. Flying on private, even if they are huge, planes does have some perks, and we are able to bypass a lot of the red tape. Having huge, scary looking guys around me makes all the lines move faster these days, and if they weren’t I can just ask Soph to start throwing a fit and that should get things moving right along.
“It took you guys long enough to get here. I really thought your plane would be in yesterday. How many more meetings did you have to sit through with those jerkwads?” Ben asks walking over trying to help carry bags.
We were so close to making it outside without any incidents. A demon showing up out of the blue classifies as an incident in my book. If my mind wasn’t so busy thinking about other things, it should have picked up the strawberry stench that is now obvious in the air. To anyone that has my nose anyway.
“Do I want to know what you are doing in Seville waiting for us?” I question back. He took off like he remembered he forgot to feed his Hellhounds and was worried they were moments away from turning into cannibals. I know he can track my movements, but it looks to me like he has been here at least a day. The fact that he just got done saying he thought we would arrive yesterday is a big clue.
“I had to prepare for your visit here,” he replies finally wrestling a bag away from Jake. He is working hard to be helpful and helpful demons should be banned.
“Would you care to explain that further?” I ask as we exit the airport. Even with Ben showing up and pausing my progress, it was the least amount of time I have had to spend in an airport after landing. I am planning a party to celebrate the feat at a later date.
Outside there are four vehicles waiting and they look to be for us. Those that didn’t ride first class are hanging around the airport while we go grab whatever it is Sebastian can’t live without. I am voting it is some kind of special pair of underwear. I am not sure how they will help in a fight, but they somehow shoot bullets in my mind.
Sebastian leads us to the head vehicle and straps Sophia in the middle row of seats. I am not familiar with the make and model, but it is some kind of SUV. As soon as Sophia is in place, Sebastian takes a seat on the other side of her and I fill in the row. Alex takes the wheel, with Dad sitting in front with him. Marcus, Hilda, and Ben finish off the passengers in our vehicle.
“Where are we going? Depending on the direction you take, I may have a pit stop for you to make,” Ben says still not explaining things to me.
“I have a place in Triana that I need to pick up some things from.” Sebastian could of said he has a place in Quiggly Momo and I would have believed it was a place around here.
“If you don’t mind going the long way to get there, we have someone we need to pick up in Macarena.”
“I don’t consider picking up a passenger a pit stop. If you needed to stop for a steak, I would consider that a pit stop,” I say not aware of where we are going and how far out of the way this Macarena is. I am getting aggravated on merit alone.
“Believe me, it is better for all involved if you do what I ask,” Ben replies. “I rarely ever steer you wrong.”
That is only because I try to spend as little time as possible with him. I think he sometimes forgets he is a demon and leading people astray is in his blood.
“Will this person have an effect on our plans for the coming days?” Alex asks. He is driving, but the speed he is employing has to have the people behind us wondering where the parade is.
“That would be an affirmative. Depending on the timing of things he could make all of our lives a lot easier.”
I know he wants to have his big reveal when we get to the mystery person, so I don’t even bother badgering for more information. I have wasted more breath trying to get things out of the men around me than I care to think about. Let’s just say I could fill a couple hot air balloons if I would have collected the wasted air.
“I should let you know that your Great Ruler dropped in looking for you. For some odd reason, she thought you would be with me and she wasn’t too happy about having to look for you. I am choosing to believe that is why she left a giant portal in the middle of my front yard.”
“You two are so much alike. I know you hate to hear it, but the temperament is definitely an inherited trait. She will simmer for a while, but in the end she will love me again. Did Clyde take care of the hole? He shouldn’t have had a problem, but I can stop by and fill it in so it isn’t hazardous to any crawling cuties. How are you doing today, Sophia?”
“Very well, thank you, Uncle Ben. Grandmother is coming over for a visit next week, I think Mom would not be as prone to kill me for suggesting it if you were able to come and serve as a buffer. If you let me know what you like to eat, I can make sure someone has a plate waiting for you.”
I don’t know if she thinks talking in her adult sounding voice is going to smooth over her invite, but I do know bringing it up is a bad move on her part. I think I am going to develop some horrible, incurable disease before this trip is over. Maybe Mommy Dearest won’t want to visit if I am on my death bed. She has already said she doesn’t do well with emotions and I am sure everyone around me would be in tears if I were really ill.
It isn’t going to happen, but my mind is still trying to find some coping mechanism.
“Where am I going? If one more human zooms past us and flips me off, I am not going to be responsible for what I do,” Alex says and I can feel his pain. I spend most of my time on the road making humans eat my dust and no matter what the discussion is going on in the back seat, my foot is to the floor.
“Do you know the city? Just follow this until you see a way to get on Ronda Urbana Norte. I can give you further directions when we get closer. I should have brought my guest to the airport with me, but I was worried what mood you would be in and I didn’t want you to act rashly.”
“If your guest is a succubus that I want to kill, I can assure you there will be nothing rash about what I do to her. I would love for you to just deliver her to me, but there is no way she is leaving my sight without being in a million pieces,” I explain my very level headed thinking.
The view outside is more interesting than watching paint dry, so I am working to enjoy it. There are times when I love viewing architecture and I have heard, through Sebastian, that this city has some beautiful sights.
“First, let me answer the little one. Sophia, I would love to come over and have a tea party with you. Name a time and place and I will wear my best suit. My favorite dishes aren’t available around these parts, so don’t worry about making anything special. Secondly, Candy is in Scotland waiting for you. She is trying to team up and control anyone that may face off against you. When her last attempt failed, she moved on to the bigger fish.”
Of course he has already found out where she is and he just decided to wait to tell me about it. I am already planning on paying the Highlands a visit, so it is nice that she is playing into my hand. Between the Panoptic knife and Aphrodite, I think I might stand a fighting chance. I just have to make sure Gabe doesn’t swoop in and scare her away again.
“Your disappearing act actually proved useful? That has to be a first.”
“You can blame your angel friends for my quick exit. They are either really smart or they are going to get us all killed. I am still leaning towards the former, but the latter is just as likely to happen. Turn left here, driver. Down the street a ways you will see Calle Dr. Marañón. We are looking for the University in this neck of the woods. When you find it, park out front and we will find my surprise guest.”
“Demon, you know how to get on a person’s bad side,” Alex says following directions.
“Guilty. Although most people find me quite charming. It is the people I try to impress that I always end up annoying the most. I have come to the conclusion that I am greatly misunderstood. One of these days, I am sure I will have a child and then maybe just one person will be able to make sense of all that I am.”
“I have been meaning to ask you, since we now know what Nyx is, what evidence did you have to convince Nyx to have your child? When I ventured into that first dream you shared together, you were certain something would change her mind,” Sebastian says.
I remember the conversation and how I laughed to myself at how foolish the demon was. I will point out that having kids wasn’t a choice I technically made.
“I can’t believe that was only months ago, it might as well have been years. So much has happened since then. I guess I can tell you that I found some papers that either mapped out Nyx’s full DNA or one of her offspring. I couldn’t believe the traits I was seeing, but then she walked into that airport like my own personal angel. I just really hope one of these days you guys take pity on me and let me try for a kid of my own.”
I still feel no inklings to grant his wish. I understand his desire more now, but he would have a better chance of finding a way to become human, or any other fertile species, and settling down with a woman of his own.
“Are the papers from the Collective? Why would you think they were from an offspring? Sophia wasn’t born and I verified when we made the little bugger that Nyx couldn’t have had any other children.”
Ben must either be a time traveler, or he knows one. Any other conclusion doesn’t make sense, not that those make a lot of sense.
“Look, there isn’t a date on the papers, but I wouldn’t doubt someone like Witchy here could find a way to travel backwards or forward in time. The science exists for those that can figure out a way to use it.”
“Can we get a copy of what you have? We have multiple people doing some research into what makes Nyx tick and it would be nice to have something to compare it to,” Sebastian says. The papers are exciting him about as much as the sight of me without clothes on does. If Sophia wasn’t in between us, I would consider checking the real effect of the thought of reading medical records has on him.
He is weird. That is all anyone can say on the subject.
“Is this our stop?” Alex asks bringing the vehicle to a stop in front of a building that clearly states it is a university. The sign is all the proof I need. I don’t know if we are all going in or if the guy is meeting us out here, so I sit and await instructions.



Chapter 15
Learning to like the taste of metal
“Are we just going to sit here and wait?” I ask getting bored. It has only been thirty seconds, but I am tired of looking at the people in the crowd trying to decide who looks important enough to be the one we are picking up. All I am seeing are a bunch of humans and if we are picking up one of them I will use Aphrodite to learn how to sword swallow.
“The demon flew the coop the second we parked,” Hilda says from behind me. “I can chase him down if you want, but it might scare the humans.”
I don't waste my time verifying her claim. The car still smells like strawberries to me, but a little of the arrogance has left the air.
“Who wants to just leave him here?”
“My guess is that he knew that would be your first idea because he is jogging at a quick pace heading in this direction,” Dad says pointing out the window.
I bet this is the first time Ben has ever run. Really why would he even need to, other than the fact it looks like he has a human beside him and for some reason he doesn't just zap them both into the SUV. They couldn't have started that far away judging by their speed and the amount of time we have been sitting here.
The guy looks normal enough. He isn't a paranorm, but I can tell there is something different about him. He looks older than me, possibly in the lower thirties range. He is wearing a baseball cap and a pair of sunglasses so his features are hidden. I would say he is trying to pull off a disguise. I hope Aphrodite isn’t as sharp as she looks. It might tickle when I put her down my throat.
They reach the car and they both jump in. We don't really have the room for another person in the car last I checked.
“I guess I can sit on Marcus' lap. It is going to be a hardship on my part, but I will try to endure.” Hilda adds some sighing to her poor acting job. Everyone knows she is doing a jig in her mind.
“Thanks, Witchy. Why don't you start us back on the road, Alex? We can talk on the way to the next destination.”
Sebastian gives Alex a set of instructions and our procession gets started again. I still don't pick up a specific vibe on the stranger. He smells like sawdust, but that doesn't give me a species.
“Are you ready to talk?” A block down the road is more than far enough to get things going.
“It is easier to explain now. You might not have believed me before. My friend here is Solly. I don't think he will mind you using the nickname, as King Solomon tends to raise eyebrows. Let that sink in for a second and you will see my concern with you running into him on your own,” Ben states.
I think I saw a hospital back by the school we just left. It might take demon patients suffering mental problems. I have a nice candidate for whatever treatment they have come up with to cure that particular ailment.
“Are you trying to tell us there is a person sitting back there with you that is over two thousand years old?” I ask trying to do some math with just general numbers and dates that I am trying to remember concerning Solomon.
“That would be a true statement,” the man answers for himself. “I am actually around three thousand if that makes you feel better. I am sure you have a ton of questions, but please let me explain things before you make a play for my ring. As Ben describes it to me, a snatch and grab won't work in this case.”
“You cannot be human,” I say stating what my mind finally comes up with after all of its calculations.
“But I am. It is the very thing you are tasked with taking from me that keeps me alive. If it were to be removed from my finger, all my years could catch up with me and turn me to dust.”
I guess we can forget about the trials. It sounds impossible to achieve the goal following the rules.
“You don’t sound certain that it will out right kill you,” Hilda says. “Have you tried to remove it before?”
I like how we all just take this guy’s word that he is an ancient king. I think it speaks to us all having been around the block a few too many times. No questions about how he faked aging and dying years before make-up artists were all the rage. I am not sure how he could have faked wrinkles back in the day.
“When I was younger, I would occasionally take it off to age. I have had the ring since I was twenty and there were a few times I needed to look more mature,” he explains. “I assume since I would physically change, the years were catching up.”
“Do you have anything up your sleeve that would help, Hilda?” Alex asks jumping right in trying to solve the problem.
“Immortality is really tricky. It tends to need big mojo to pull it off and if you must know, I haven’t perfected it yet. I have learned some tricks, but nothing that would help here.”
Perfect. I wonder if there is some place Solly wants to be dropped off.
“Demon?” Sebastian queries in a voice that indicates his tongue is about to fall out from making the request.
“I have tried to come up with an acceptable solution for the problem longer than everyone in this vehicle has been alive. The only thing I have in my tool belt that we have come up with is to turn him into marble. He didn't like the idea of hanging out in your lobby though.”
“Great. Where can we drop you two off?”
“Not so fast, Buttercup. If the angels say you are going to be wearing the ring, you find a solution to the problem. I have known Solly long enough that I had to let him know change was coming. I just don't know how you accomplish it.”
The angels weren't specific on how far in the future I was sporting the new accessory. It could be centuries before I figure out how to obtain the ring without killing the man wearing it.
“A day or two isn't a lot of time to come up with a solution. She is supposed to have this done before her birthday. I will use the rest of the flight time to see if I can find out more about the ring itself. If I can find out who made it, maybe I can find a way to transfer the immortality to another object and leave whatever powers it holds alone,” Hilda says.
I don't really want to have the ring, but I am curious just what it will do. Gabe and Michael listed so many theories that it would be interesting to know if any of them are true.
“Everyone thinks I will eventually wear the ring, have you found it to be an easy burden to bear?”
“As far as burdens go, the living forever portion is the only thing that gets me down. Don't get me wrong; even after this many years, I am not ready to die. I haven't used the ring’s power for years. The world has changed so much that I don't see the point.”
“I am going to be upset at myself for asking this, but have you thought about turning? Wouldn't you be able to live your life without the ring?” I didn't want to give my own solutions, but it seems like a plausible idea.
“I am adverse to losing the sun and drinking blood. Before now, there wasn't enough of a reason for considering that possibility. I can deal with the change if that is my only option.”
“That's good news. Would it for sure work?” Sebastian asks. “Theoretically it would be swapping one form of immortality for another, but do you think the ring somehow prohibits that from happening?”
“Not enough information to process at this time. After we touch down in Scotland, I should have a clearer picture. I would ask for angel advice, but I don’t think it would be handed out this situation,” Hilda replies. “If you fill me in on just what the ring is capable of, I may be able to cross-reference things quicker.”
“I have heard the rumors of what people think it can do. They are about as trues as the rumors of how many wives and mistresses I had back in the day. The ring doesn’t allow me to control demons, or other species of paranorms that you have come across, and trust me, God didn't have a hand in making this ring. Years ago, obviously, I had a sister that is hard to find out about in the history books because of the amount of brothers listed before her. She was brutally murdered and in my grief I requested help from a gypsy, as some would call them. She charmed the ring to give me the ability to communicate with the dead. I was not aware she also cursed it to make me live with my grief forever.”
The first thought that comes to my mind is that I need to call Gabe and tell him to either forget about it or come up with a different trial. Even if we are able to keep Solomon alive, I don't want anything to do with a ring that allows the dead to talk to me. I have had brushes with ghouls, an experience I don't recommend, and the ghosts are only here in this plane because of some important task they feel they need to accomplish. Sitting around talking to them is wasting their time.
“That is really all it does?” Hilda asks clearly disappointed. “People have been searching for that thing for years and you don't even get to make wishes with it or control another person's mind. Do you at least get to talk to some cool people?”
“You would not believe the number of times I have wished I had never laid eyes on the thing. It didn't even work how I thought it would. My sister stayed around for a couple of weeks, but once I tracked down her murderer, she left. After that, I continued to see dead people all the time and eventually found I could control them if I wanted. It is not an ability worth the price of admission. I finally learned to control it enough that I just turn it off.”
“I am curious, what did the person that gave you the ring tell you it would do?” I ask. If it made him so miserable, I am surprised he didn't take it off once his sister moved on.
“Her words echo through my brain to this day. She said 'This ring will bring you greatness and help you find what you have lost. As long as you wear it, she will always be with you.'”
“Sounds about normal for something a witch type person would say. Maybe she was one of Hilda's ancestors.”
“Speaking of ancestors, the last time I read a history book, your father looked an awful lot like the guy sitting next to you,” Sebastian states drawing my immediate attention. “How exactly does that all work out. Your father couldn't have gotten old and passed everything down to you if he is currently standing in our foyer.”
“That would be rather difficult. I didn't know Ben had changed places with my father back then. I think that is part of the reason he has spent years trying to help me.”
“I explained the situation to Solomon when I realized his dilemma. He didn't grow up missing a father figure because I filled in, but I felt I owed it to him anyway,” Ben says.
“You could always release his dad and let them reunite,” I suggest. Whether he wants to do it or not, I am letting both of my statues get their lives back when we get home. I don't care that they are really Sebby's and that they will be more confused than a dolphin that just grew legs and is walking on land. Let's just pretend I didn't come up with that thought. It was weird.
“It is a nice thought, but too much time has gone by for any kind of reunion. Me being the only person he recognizes wouldn't be fun.”
I don't care. My mind is finally made up and the task will be dealt with. Now, it is time to grab Sebastian's secret weapon and move on. History was never my greatest subject and having had to talk about it so much in the last twenty minutes, or however long we have been driving along, has filled my boring talk for the rest of the year. It even put Sophia to sleep.



Chapter 16
A weapons room my weapons are envious of
The home we pull up in front of is just what I was expecting. Elegant, humungous, and amazing are all words that come to mind. Not at all the type of place I would pick for myself. Something about it makes it hard to focus in on any of its features. You just have to sit back and stare without really picking up any words to describe things.
“Hey, Sebastian, since you are practically my brother, do you think me and Sam could crash here when we decide to tour this city. Maybe we should change our itinerary to places you already have homes.”
Phee is jumping up and down with excitement. I don't know who let her near the sugar, but they should be smacked. She is making way too many plans and I really want to give her a reality check about not all of us potentially surviving the battle, but I just cannot bring myself to do it.
“I will give you a list later. We don't have time for a full tour today, so stick close and don't wander off. I haven't been here for a while and you never know who might have decided to use the place for themselves.”
“You get a lot of unexpected visitors? I find that unlikely.” With the amount of security that we have back home, and Sebastian's paranoia about it, I don't see him being lax on the matter even if we are in a different country.
“People sometimes need a place to hideout, not everyone can gain access to Faerie or Ghost Town. When they run out of options, they sometimes show up here, or one of my other places.”
“Great. Let's get in and then back to the plane. Is whatever you are picking up going to need all of us to carry?”
Maybe he has a giant anvil or something he wants to drop on the Collective's troop's heads. I am not sure what effect that would have on a paranorm, but I am willing to find out.
“You have your special knives and swords, and I have mine.” We have made it to the front door and he opens it up by just turning the knob. He probably has millions of dollars’ worth of stuff inside the home and he doesn't even bother to lock it.
Men. I will never understand how their brains work.
“Do you have Excalibur sitting inside waiting to be pulled out of a rock?”
“Don't be silly. I keep it locked in a case. I was thinking of using Attila's sword for this trip. Excalibur can be fun, but it is more of a party favor,” Sebastian says and starts down a hallway at a fast clip.
The rest of us hurry to keep up and quickly find ourselves being led up a set of stairs. I have a feeling the room he is leading us to is going to be hard for me to leave. He has mentioned two legendary swords that I never dreamed of seeing in real life.
I cannot believe he has kept his best weapons a secret from me. Not only do I love to use them, but I think they make great wall accessories. It is probably good that I am carrying Sophia now. My hands will hopefully keep from grabbing everything I see.
Sebastian turns to a door and enters a code into the keypad there. I guess he has his priorities straight. Everyone come on in and make yourselves at home, the art and such throughout the house is all yours, but the weapons are secure.
“Some of the things in this room are dangerous, so please don’t touch before you ask,” Sebastian says and then opens the door wide. “And if you hear anything speaking to you, just ignore what it says.”
What a fun introduction. “Before even walking in and having a look for myself, what is the newest weapon in your little collection?”
“I would say it is a tie between the Thompson submachine gun and the BAR. Both are from Bonnie and Clyde’s collection, which makes them almost eighty years old.”
“And the oldest?” I can now see the walls of the room covered in swords, knives, guns, tridents, scythes, bows, and axes in all different shapes and sizes. There are a couple of glass showcases with more weapons, but their shininess is nothing compared to everything else. This is what I call art.
“That is hard to answer. I have no way of knowing for sure when some of the owners really lived. That trident over there was supposed to belong to Poseidon. If that is true, it is a good example of the age range you are looking at.”
I hear someone in the group whistle. It must have taken a while to get all of these weapons in one place, not to mention the price tag on some of this stuff.
“I guess I know where we are moving our bedroom to, little one,” I say glancing down at Sophia.
“I don’t think that is a good idea. Can’t you hear the weird voices? Daddy said not to listen, but they are loud.” Her little face is scrunched up in what looks like pain.
I don’t hear anything and it worries me that she does. “Does anyone else hear voices?”
“I do, but I am used to toning voices out with all of my minions,” Ben says. “They aren’t saying anything important. I am guessing you have more than weapons in here somewhere. Ancient relics can be a pain in the butt to deal with.”
“I haven’t heard them personally, but in research I have heard some of the items call out to certain people. Anyone else picking it up?” Sebastian asks.
A round of negatives makes me feel a little better about not hearing it myself. I don’t like that Ben and Sophia both can though.
“Let me just grab that sword I wanted and my original Bowie knife. We can get out of here and worry about what artifacts I have hidden at a later time,” Sebastian says walking over to the wall and lifting a large sword down.
The metal sings as he whips it around a little to get a good feel. Sebastian with a sword deserves a lot of appreciation. Art in motion. That is all I have to say on that subject.
He grabs a knife that looks like it has seen better days. I don’t get a great look at it before he sticks it in a sheath on his thigh. “Do those weapons have an advantage over the ones we have back home?”
Neither of them shot fireworks to prove they were special. All my special weapons had to be obtained by crazy methods, which in my mind makes them capable of doing whatever the angels claim.
“Yes, I won't bore you with the history since we both know you would fall asleep after a couple of sentences. They don't ensure kills, but they are the sharpest weapons I have and will do a lot of damage. Alex, can I interest you in anything? I have a wicked set of Colts that would be right up your alley.”
“Do you have some good ammo to go along with them?” Alex even pondering carrying a weapon is a phenomenon worthy of media attention.
I have seen him target practice, so I know he is a great shot, but I haven’t seen him with a weapon outside of the house.
“We have never gone against the kind of threat we are going to be facing. The fight that could have happened in Faerie is nothing compared to going up against Stevens. With Candace being there things are even more dangerous. I won't fool myself into thinking I can kill everything they throw at us.”
“I can hook you up with some pure silver. I don't think you will need anything more than that and the guns were made to shoot anything,” Sebastian says as he grabs the pair of guns off the wall and tosses them over to Alex. I am sure they have some great history behind them, probably about the Wild West and a shootout at dawn.
“Are you handing out weapons for anyone in the room, or are only immediate family members included?” Ben asks while concentrating on the wall in front of us. Everyone, even Sophia, has their eye on something in the room.
“Why would you need a weapon?” I ask. I don't plan for him to be on the battlefield with us and I don't believe for a second he lost the ability to just call a weapon to his hand whenever he feels like it.
“I wasn't planning to let anyone just have their choice of my private stash,” Sebastian adds.
“I want to be just as prepared as the rest of you for taking on our opponent. All I am asking is to borrow one of your scythes. I have one of my own, but you can't just call a another reaper's scythe and having two will look amazing while I am in action.”
Maybe for someone of his stature it would work, but if I tried to wield two of those five-foot-long monstrosities would only lead to me tripping myself.
“You are joining us in the actual fight? What about Solomon? It isn't a place for a human even if they have immortality,” Alex states.
A human would have better luck standing between a starving tiger and their first glimpse of edible meat in days. I don't think either side is going to have any give when the time comes. We may be able to knock the aggressiveness out of some of the troops, but they will still be paranorms that think they are on the side of right.
“Do you seriously think I could sit at home and worry whether or not Buttercup is holding her own? She bears my mark and that would give me some input, but not enough to keep the carpet from becoming just threads between my feet. I am guessing someone is staying behind to babysit Sophia, they can look after Solly, too.”
I don't know how much I trust Solly and the idea doesn't sound great to me. If I could believe Ben would remain on our side fighting with us, having a demon around wouldn't be horrible. “Do we have any guarantee that you won't use the weapon you are requesting against one of us?”
“Would you like me to pinkie swear?”
“Does that have some kind of binding that it doesn't have for other people when it is done with you?”
“It can,” he says coming closer to me and extending his right hand, pinkie out, towards me. I hesitate for a second, but I really don't believe locking pinkies will make a lick of difference. The first rule of dealing with demons is still never trust a demon. “I vow to always fight on your side and protect you with my life. May not even my Ruler break this pact.”
My dang little finger heats up and I feel a tingle on the palm holding his mark. “What did you just do?”
“I wanted to make sure you knew I was serious. Your eyes said you didn't believe it was possible.”
What I don't believe is that people in this room probably knew what would happen and they didn't make a move to stop it. They just let the demon make some crazy pact with me. Maybe since I didn't say anything or really do anything in response it won't be true. I know the world isn't going to come to an end with him offering even more protection than he has in the past, I just don't want it.
“Let's just leave that interesting event to talk about later and get out of here. The flight over to Scotland won't take that long and we have a lot of research to do on the way,” Sebastian says and works to get everyone out of the room.
No one wants to leave all the pretty weapons, but we find the will to depart.



Chapter 17
We be roughing it
The ride to the airport and the flight itself takes what feels like only minutes. Everyone seems busy either trying to figure out a way to remove the ring from Solomon's hand or calculating just how many Collective agents they are planning on maiming.
The plane touching down doesn't snap them to attention like I would have desired. “How close are we to the Highland game site?” I ask hoping someone is paying attention.
“We have to stay far enough away not to cause a disturbance on their radar. I am not one hundred percent for sure where their side is staying, so we found a place about twenty miles out. I don't think Stevens would drive more than a mile or two. I won't claim to be an expert on the method behind his madness, but that is the general feeling I have about him,” Sebastian says. “Did you come up with anything good, Hilda?” He finally puts down his tablet. I thought his digitizing of all his tomes would be a good thing, but when a question comes up it is impossible to get him away from the books sometimes.
“My network is coming up blank. Everyone has heard of the ring, but no one knows who it came from. I am thinking we might need to bring in the big guns on this one. You will all forget you heard this, but Addie is probably more knowledgeable about this type of thing. If she cannot think of a solution, I say we just have Nyx turn him. Will doesn't have any of the normal vampire disadvantages, so Solly can't complain.”
“I just thought of an issue with my original thought on making him a vampire. The rule is that we cannot kill him. Do you think the angels would classify the change as killing him? Doesn't he have to 'die' for it to be successful?” Solomon is sitting in the cabin with us and I am sure he enjoys us talking about him like he isn't in the room. I know I always get a kick out of it when people do that to me.
“Good point. I don't know how the angels would take that little twist. Let's get everyone situated and we can give Queen Adeline a call. I am curious to hear what she has been up to,” Alex says. He is curious to see if she has analyzed my blood and discovered that I have giant squid DNA. All right, maybe not giant squid, but it is my blood he wants to know about.
“Do you actually have places for everyone with us to crash?” Phee asks as we depart the plane.
I don't know where exactly we are in Scotland, but I don't think it is a major city. The trees lining our landing strip, which appears to have been made ten minutes ago, is a big indicator for me that a five-star hotel isn't just around the corner. Good lighting is lacking because of the missing sun in the sky, but most of us can see there isn't a lot in the vicinity other than trees. Oh and grass. If we were cows we would have it made.
“I think we packed a good seventy-five tents. That should be more than enough with people bunking together,” Sebastian says and then grabs Sophia's car seat away from me. “Are you ready for an adventure, little princess?”
I wonder if anyone warned Smitty about the accommodations. I know he is not big on roughing it and tent living is about as back to nature as one can get. “Where are you expecting our daughter to sleep? I believe you promised we could stop by a grocery store if we needed to pick anything up.” He couldn't have lied to me, so I am sure he has a plan.
“Civilization isn't that far away, but we didn't want an influx of paranorms showing up all at once. I am positive some of the locals will be heading up to the games and I don't think they would have any problem spreading the word to the people we are trying to keep that a secret from.”
“Just how far away is this civilization?” Phee asks. “What if just me and Sam go rent a room somewhere? I don't think I can live without hot running water.”
“You need to stick around to plan with us. I am thinking we need some folks to go do recon work and a lot of the key players will be out of that action, but a handful of us aren't as well-known,” Hilda says.
“I hate to break this to you, but if we are really within twenty miles of the head honcho, and Candy Cane is with him, we just lit up like a nuclear bomb on her radar,” Ben informs us. “There is no way this many paranorms doesn't show up for even a minor demon. I am not sure how many you were expecting on their side of things, but there are a good three hundred paranorms in that twenty mile radius, not including the ones from the plane.”
“So much for using surprise as a weapon,” Dad says looking out into the forest around us. “I like this spot, Sebastian. It is a good place for things to end. It reminds me of camping trips my dad would take us on whenever he got a few free moments. They didn't happen often, which made each of them special.”
“I think the hope is to draw them to us. Stevens is too big of a coward to come alone, so we are banking on the succubus to drive him here,” Alex says.
“We have the perfect bait, even if I hesitate to use her. Candace won't be able to resist going up against Nyx. Hilda is right about us sending people ahead to see what we are facing, but she is wrong in thinking Nyx won't be involved. Your daughter has to be seen, and it would be better if none of us were with her at the time,” Sebastian adds.
Whoa. I cannot believe he really just said that. I get to actually put myself in danger? Somewhere in the world a cat just snuggled up to a dog. I know sometimes they do that on their own, but I am thinking a wild tiger and a wolf. I doubt that is a common occurrence.
“Don't get too excited. I was referring to the menfolk staying behind. You have to take Hilda and Phee with you and since there is likely to be shopping booths, I think you are going to get the short end of the stick,” Sebastian says. Depending on the timing, the humans could be asleep and that shopping threat is nonexistent.
“Just when did you come up with this plan? It wasn’t talked about at the round table. Just like that, I am bait and we are fighting here in this clearing. Hilda, you need to remove their link. I am tired of learning things after they have sat around talking without me being able to add input.”
“It was a long plane ride, Babe. The weather conversation got boring quickly. Let’s worry about setting up our tent. We brought a portable crib for Sophia and there is a stream not far away for washing.”
I sure hope they had a long conversation on what they were going to do about bathrooms. We have a lot of people here and a baby that may or may not be potty trained. I guess the plane has facilities and they aren’t bad up front. Did they consider food? We consist of mostly meat eaters and Clyde isn’t able to go thirty minutes without grinding his teeth on something.
“Not a huge deal. I didn’t bother packing weapons. I packed a six-foot-long cooler full of meats for me. As long as we don’t take more than three days, I should be sitting pretty.”
That is one worry off my mind. I think I have seen him hungry only once and he was willing to gnaw on any ankles that got close to him.
The troops are unloading massive amounts of cargo from the plane. I must have slept an extra day in order for them to load all this stuff. Either that or my ready for anything mates must have a plane loaded with tents and all the finest camping accessories at all times.
“Thanks, Callahan,” Sebastian says taking a large bag from a guard. He is lucky that I love the baby he is carrying or I would take advantage of him having his hands full. “Do you have any preference on where in the clearing we sleep?”
“Do you think one little tent is going to be enough for the four of us? I know the grownups won’t take up much room because I can use one of you guys as a mattress, but a portable crib is going to take up some space.” I have slept under the stars before, but never inside of a tent.
“Most of the tents are nine-by-nine dome tents; however, ours is a four room cabin away from home. I think a spot over there by those trees will be good for our group. The guards can get a little loud during the day and with us going into battle soon, they need to work off their extra anxiety.”
I guess my opinion doesn’t really matter. It was nice of him to at least ask. I let him lead the way to his approved spot. Dad, Walt, and Jonas follow close behind without tents in their hands. Ben and Solly are not far behind, but Ben can probably make a tent appear out of nowhere, so I don’t find that strange.
Dad catches me looking and smiles. “We are wolves. The canopy of trees overhead is the only thing we need. A chunk of grass to lie on is always nice, but we can deal with hard dirt.”
He must not have heard Phee earlier trying to get a lift into town to find a hotel. I don’t think all wolves are created equally, but I am happy to hear my family has some sturdy stock in the roots.
“How long do you think it will take to get everything setup? We need to discuss how you guys see things playing out and how us girls are going to travel twenty miles away with only a jumbo jet as a mode of transportation.”
“First things first. The tent is a quick set, so it will take about ten minutes. Before you make any plans to run off, you need to call Adeline and see if she has any suggestions for obtaining the ring. You can brush it off all you want, but I still think you need to complete the trial. If you don’t, later in life you will kick yourself for not finishing something that most people don’t have a chance to even dream of trying,” Sebastian says as he unloads the tent. Sophia is sitting nearby him watching everything.
“He is right, Princess. You don’t back down from challenges. I know it isn’t a fight like you probably hoped the angel trials would be, but it is a challenge and you love those.” Jonas’ words do hit that competitive part of my brain.
“Did the angels really think you would run into physical problems trying to get the ring?” Ben asks. He has picked up some rocks and is juggling them to amuse Sophia. It is yet another wrong image that my mind has trouble accepting.
“They thought there was enough danger involved that I would need special weapons to get a hold of it. Since you guys are so buddy-buddy, would you be the reason angels haven't been able to find the trinket? The way they talked there had to have been some giant monster guarding it like gold.”
And really, how silly were they to arm me with an angel sword and in the same breath tell me I couldn't kill anyone during my task. The ring doesn't even sound like it does anything all that special.
“You have seen my true form; would you call me a giant monster? Were the angels hoping to use the ring to imprison my kind? I would love to see the looks on their faces when they realize it won't help them. They are just going to try to come up with another way to win people over to their side. I hear cookies are great motivators.”
If, and that is a big if, I do become a member of the angel ranks, they better not think I am going to be out on the street promoting goodness. I don't think people would take kindly to me showing up at their door with my Hellhound and asking if they have thought about being good today.
“Enough silly stuff for now,” Alex says. “Make the call to Adeline, so we can get on with things.”
Fine. I take out my phone and dial the number someone was kind enough to store for me. I still hope she won't be able to help. I seem to be hoping a lot of stuff lately. It must be my new favorite action word. Let's pretend it has nothing to do with having angel blood.



Chapter 18
A visit from the Queen
The phone rings five times and I am about to hang up when a high pitched squeal echoes through my brain. I shake my head to clear it and pull the phone away from my ear. I haven’t heard a dog whistle before, but I think one just went off in my brain.
“Adeline, if you speak to me in that tone of voice, I am just going to hang up. I am putting the phone back to my ear now and you have half a second to find a lower octave. I can’t believe you answer the phone that way.”
“Nyx, is that you? I didn't have your number programmed in. I wouldn’t have used my special voice if I knew it was you. I am glad you called. We have so much to discuss.”
I haven't got the phone back to my ear yet, but I am glad to hear the voice I heard when we met in person. She is talking as fast as Phee does when she is excited, which of course worries me.
“It hasn't been that long since we saw each other. You couldn't have gathered too much stuff to talk about. I am told I need your advice on a matter, whether I really want it or not.” I don't know why someone else didn't make this call. Her and Hilda seemed to rekindle some kind of weird girl romance thing. Do they have a word for that? I have heard of bromance, but is there a female equivalent? Gromance sounds weird. Hmm. I am going to have to search the Internet for that answer later.
“Wow. None of the people around you could come up with a solution for something. Are you about to make me use all my mental capacities?” she queries. I have only been successful in getting her more wound up.
“I don't know about mental, but magical ones might be taxed.” Sebastian has successfully pitched the tent, it is as large as he claimed, and he has moved on to putting together the crib someone brought him. Alex ran off, after making sure I dialed the phone, to gather firewood or something. Everyone else is either putting their tents up or entertaining Sophia. She has her own personal circus. I don’t see any clowns around, which is good because I predict I would become violent around one.
“I assure you my magical capabilities are all back online and ready to be used. What can I do for you?”
“We have an enchanted, cursed, charmed, whatever you want to call it, ring on a guy's finger that is giving him immortality and we want to remove it without killing the guy. Suggestions?” I see no reason for going into the backstory that has gotten us to this point. I don’t know how up-to-date she is on human history and stating names won’t make a difference in this case.
“And Hilda has no easy fix for this? Hasn't she conquered that pesky little task of immortality? That is a rhetorical question, so don't bother answering. What else does the ring do? I am guessing the wearer isn't the one that enchanted it, but I know immortality is rarely gifted to a person by itself.”
I haven't known the lady long, but I can envision her looking through her knowledge base like she was flipping through a book. It is a really big book from what I have heard from others.
“It lets him play with ghosts. We are unclear if that is really all it does, but he is a few thousand years old and so far that is all he has done with it,” I explain.
“That is pretty boring. Ghosts aren't usually a lively bunch. We don't deal with them much in Faerie, but I have heard of them. You are sure removing the ring will result in death?”
“He says he aged the times he removed the ring before. I don't think he has done it in a few years though. He doesn't look much older than me, so I would say it has been well over a thousand years since the last time he tried it. He doesn't like the idea of trying to take it off to see what happens.”
I hear her humming to herself and I am not sure how to interpret it. Maybe she has moved on from being a book to turning into a computer.
“A couple of questions before we proceed. First, just to verify, he is human, right?”
“Correct. He was a King back in his day and supposedly well-known. I have heard of him, but I don't have a full biography to hand out.”
“Great. What does he look like? Let's go on a scale from one to ten, ten being the highest.”
I understand the species question because I would think the amount of power she packed into a spell might be different on a human, but why in the world would how he looked matter?
I look over at the man in question. He is still wearing his hat, but the glasses are off so I can see his eyes. They are an eerie shade of gray that makes me think of a wolf for some reason. He has dark olive skin and very strong facial features. His cheekbones are pronounced, his nose is straight, and he has a hint of stubble growing around his chin.
“I don't know. I guess a high seven or eight. I am not really a good judge on that type of thing. I can ask someone with me that would give you a better answer.”
“Not necessary, can I talk to Hilda or Sebastian real quick?” She is turning out to be my least favorite person to have a phone conversation with. Answering the phone in an annoying voice, asking weird questions, and then wanting to talk to someone else equals three strikes against her. I think in baseball that means she would be out.
“Sebby, are you at a place where you can talk to Her Royal Highness? I don't think I offer good enough conversation.”
I walk over and shove the phone at him. I didn't get a sense of whether or not she thought she could help in the situation. I do have the feeling that if I said Solomon was a dog, as in ugly, she would have said killing him would be best.
I leave the phone with Sebastian and wander over to Sophia who is watching Clyde practice his fire breathing techniques on leaves Ben is throwing into the air. She seems to be enjoying it so I take a seat on the ground next to her.
“Well, she says she is on her way,” Sebastian says handing my phone back to me.
That was quick. Wait a second, what did he just say? “Care to repeat that?”
“She needed to know our location and the guesstimation of how close the nearest Faerie mound is. I gave her my best guess and she said she would be here in about ten minutes,” he explains. “There are tons of mounds here in Scotland, so she should be able to find one that is close by.”
She must have had a ton to talk about if she is now able to just come over for a visit. What in the world did she find in my blood that is lifting her self-imposed ban on venturing to our world?
“Did she say anything about being able to help with the situation?” Ben asks while he pauses his antics. “I cannot say that I have met a Fae before. They are normal sized people, right?”
“I didn't really get a yes or no answer on that subject,” Sebastian claims. “I would be inclined to think that since she is coming here, she has an idea. Yes, the Fae are the same height as us. It is the other species of Faerie that don't tend to be as tall.”
“We have a few species that could compete against the tallest person in your world, but they are hard to find. This forest is beautiful. All the shades of green are breathtaking. I was worried that your talk of progress had destroyed places like this.”
I turn around to find the Queen and her entourage have already arrived. No way it has been a full ten minutes. She must have run.
She is decked out in a full-scale ball gown. The thing sticks out a good two feet around her ankles. She most certainly did not dress for roughing it. I see Killian standing close to her and I believe the rest of the visitors are her Knights of the Round Table that helped guide us through Faerie. I couldn't tell you a single one of their names.
“Holy smokes,” Hilda says jumping out of her newly erected tent. “I am going to have to make sure I give myself better hearing soon. I wasn't aware Addie was coming for a visit.”
“Don't worry, Darling. It was all very last minute,” Addie says joking with the witch.
Maybe womance will work as a word to describe their relationship. I know BFF is probably what Phee would use, but it is too juvenile for women of their age. Breast mates might work because face it they both have them and it is kind of funny.
“So which piece of flesh am I here to inspect. Eeny, meeny, miny, moe,” Addie says pointing her finger around and landing on Solomon. She starts stalking around him and I can only compare it to what I imagine people do when they are buying a horse.
“Does that help find a way to keep him alive sans ring?” I ask getting creeped out by her perusal. If she starts running her hand up his thighs, I am turning the other way.
“You would be surprised how much it helps. Are you afraid to travel to a new place that can sometimes be home to strange and unusual creatures?” The question is directed to Solomon.
“Do I have to turn into one of those strange and unusual creatures?” he asks in return.
Addie has stopped circling and is standing in front of him. “No.”
“Then, I see no problem with visiting a new place.” Brave words from a human. I have run into some of those strange creatures and I like to think I am lucky to still be alive.
“Do you have any aversions to intercourse?” Is she planning on selling him off as a sex slave? I am pretty sure I will never understand this woman's line of questioning.
“If it is with strange and unusual creatures, possibly, and I prefer female bed partners.”
“Perfect. I had to get rid of a few concubines that weren't working out anymore and I have an opening I think you would fill nicely.”
I look to see what Killian thinks about this development, but as usual, since his Queen woke from her coma, he is smiling like a fool. I cannot really throw stones with two mates sharing my bed, but my brain still finds multiple bed partners odd.
Solomon looks Addie up and down to get a look at what he is signing up for. “I like what I see. There shouldn't be any problems on my end fulfilling your needs. Does that mean you have a way for me to go ringless?”
He is a guy and she has boobs, so I didn't think there would be any issue on his end with getting down and dirty. Personally, I would have asked a few more questions about what my new home was like.
“You can take it off now if you want. As soon as you said you approved of my terms I put my plan in place. You see, I have the ability to control time, even outside of my little world. I have made it so the time right up next to your skin no longer advances. That should hold you until we get back to your new home where I can mix you up a potion that will make you a little more hardy and capable of rising to the occasion whenever I need you.”
So, a little immortality mixed with make Willie happy pills. How that is not the weirdest combination of things I have heard of is shocking.
Solomon looks down at his ring with unsurety crinkling his face. He slowly takes his other hand and twists the ring off while closing his eyes tight. He doesn't vanish before our eyes. Crap. That means I have to take the ring.
“Does anyone have a chain I can wear that thing around? I don't want another accessory for my fingers at the moment.” I don't think just putting it in my duffle to deal with later is a smart option.
Sebastian pulls a thin gold necklace out from under his collar. I haven’t seen it on him before and it is odd that he would wear it when we are planning on getting our hands messy.
“I wear it for luck. It was my mother's and I didn't think you would be willing to wear it, so I am wearing it for you. My mother was a very lucky woman.” He hands the chain over and Solomon does the same with the ring.
“If you want, me and Hilda could look the ring over real quick and try to decipher what power it holds,” Adeline suggests and I think that sounds like a great idea.
The ring warms and glows in my hand briefly as I hand it over. It is never a good thing when stuff like that happens.
“I think it likes you,” Adeline says while she looks it over. “It isn’t a kind of magic that I am familiar with.”
“Let me see that thing,” Hilda says snatching it from her. “I am taking it Ben hasn’t ever got a good look at the inside of this thing. If the angels know the back story, I can understand why they have been looking for this.”
Ben moves in closer, but doesn’t make a move to possess the ring. “Oh. I am glad I didn’t go to her for help. I thought about it a number of times, but help from her always comes with a price.”
Now, I want to grab the ring back and see what they are looking at. I still don’t want to wear it though.
“The ring was very limited in its powers when a human wore it. If it were to be worn by someone that happened to have golden wings, you get a whole different story being told. I cannot predict what power it holds, but your mother likes to do strange things to objects. As much as you will hate to hear this, I am guessing this ring was always destined to find you,” Hilda says handing it back to me.
I wonder how far away the stream is that Sebastian mentioned was around here somewhere. I have a burning desire to just throw the dang ring as far as I can down river. Instead, I do the responsible thing and put the ring on the chain and secure it around my neck. It wouldn’t be good for an unsuspecting human to find it and end up ruining their life by putting it on.
Problem one solved, time to move on to the next one. One of these days, I hope the problems run out.



Chapter 19
Hook, line, and sinker
“Do you want to explain to us why you and the gang rushed to meet us when we could have sent Solomon over to Faerie for you to do your thing with?” Alex asks.
“I would love to, but I have to acknowledge the little one sitting in the weird chair over there. The last time I saw her she was hidden behind a bit of flesh. I believe you would be Sophia, right?”
“That’s right, Sophia Rose deYork-Gentry-Monroe-Slaughter. Thank you for your help in getting my grandfather back from those bad people.”
It figures she is on board with the long hyphenated last name. I will keep fighting it, but I am guessing it is one of my many losing battles.
“I don’t think I have seen a baby look that much like her mother that young. They also don’t tend to be able to talk when they are that size either. You guys are both very special, which leads us to why we are here,” Addie says before giving Sophia a quick wave and turning back to me. “Your blood is a melting pot of at least seven different paranorm species. The angel, werewolf, and vampire overpower the rest to the point where they aren’t apparent on the surface, but I did find Fae and what I believe is dragon blood swirling around. I have no idea what the other two species could be.”
“We are going to want to try to figure out the missing ingredients. We have someone from this world getting ready to do some testing too and maybe they will have come in contact with the other species. Since she hasn’t ever turned into a dragon, I am going to assume the other types are just for variety,” Sebastian says. I am glad he doesn’t sound worried about the development.
“There isn’t enough of the other stuff to even bother with. There was just enough Fae that I could use it to develop a serum to allow us to become solid over here. I have to say if you guys feel this heavy all the time, I am sorry to hear it.”
I will probably never understand how she can do what she does, so I don’t bother even trying to.
“How long are you planning to stick around?” Sebastian asks. “If you don’t mind, I would feel more comfortable sending Nyx in on a chase the rabbit mission with extra backup.”
She looks around and sees the tents all up and people sparring to get ready for battle. “We can stay to fight whatever threat you are facing. You helped save my people and if yours are being threatened I will do what I can to assist.”
I don’t know if now is a good time to ask what happened with her sister, so I ask another question I just thought of.
“What is the plan for Sophia during the fight? I think we need to figure that out before we go any further.”
Alex and Sebastian exchange a glance. Sebastian nods and Alex clears his throat. “We don’t expect the fight to happen until tomorrow, even with you going in and waving the red flag. We will sleep here during the day tomorrow and then we are sending Sophia, Solomon, Dante, Will, Hilda, Walt, and twenty of the other forces into town to hide out.”
Walt in the mix is a little surprising. The only person that would have beat him out for the shock factor would have been Dad. I know they both have a vendetta to see brought to an end.
I look over to Walt to see how he takes the news and he just smiles and nods at me. “You need the strongest, non-essential, person to make sure the heir to the throne is taken care of in case you all die tomorrow.”
If looking at it that way makes him feel better, I will let it go, but I am not planning on dying anytime soon. I feel comfortable leaving her in that many capable hands. It is a little worrisome that we have to lose that many troops for babysitting duty. Don’t get me wrong, Sophia is worth it, but that is a lot of people.
“It sounds like we are facing about two hundred and fifty troops or so. Fifty of the troops Ben mentioned when we touched down should be on our side. We will be shorthanded, but that has never deterred us before. We have the weapons Carl created to defuse some of the problem, but it will still be a no holds barred grudge match, like we have all assumed. They will have some things up their sleeves and I hope we have a few tricks of our own,” Sebastian says.
They are going to outnumber us and they have a succubus on their side. We have me, who could end up being really dangerous because of the timing of everything. I don't know exactly when I was born, but we are going to be close to whatever magically will happen when I turn twenty-three.
We also have a reaper demon that claims he will fight for us. I am still surprised that he has stuck around this long. He tends to get bored quickly and takes off to parts unknown to find amusement.
“I can send a couple of the knights to protect the teeny one as well. A little magic may come in handy,” Adeline suggests.
“Thank you. I didn't want to impose, but I would like anyone that can be spared protecting my daughter.” Sebastian speaks for me and Alex when he talks. If we could, we would stay behind and make sure no one got to Sophia.
“Think nothing of it. Is it time to do this red flag waving? Between Hilda and myself, we should be able to pop anyone where we need to be.”
Ben has that ability as well and I don't enjoy the process. For quickness, the sun is going to be up within a few hours, I suppose I am going to have to deal with the annoying sensations that it causes.
“Just the girls are being sent in for this mission. I don't know that the games are run at night, but the people that need to see you should be out and about. After Candace verifies that Nyx is here, we should be all set for step two. While you are gone, we will get everything ready here,” Alex says. “There is a worry that they will take the bait too soon and that is why Hilda is going to be with Team Sophia. She can zap her out of here or anywhere they end up if danger comes calling.”
“Great. Quinn and Ronan will also be able to perform that task if needed. Where are we headed and how close do you want us to get?”
“I can target you pretty near Candace if that is the goal,” Ben offers.
“I would shoot for a couple of blocks down the road. You don't want to scar Nyx by letting her drop in while Candace is in the middle of one of her bedtime snacks,” Sebastian says.
Definitely not my idea of fun. The only one that would get any joy out of one of those snacks is the succubus herself. “Go ahead and zap away. I want to be back here in time to kiss Sophia good night. You aren't hungry or anything, right?”
She ate on the plane and so far hasn't seemed to need hourly nourishment. I am not sure what we are going to do tomorrow when she could very well be away from me for most of the day.
“I am good. I might take a little nap, but I will try to wake up before you come home.”
“If your tiny butt is tired, just go to sleep and don't worry about waking up for me. By the time I get back, I will be ready for bed myself and you don't want to be wide awake all day while everyone else is sleeping.”
“Are we ready to get this show on the road?” Phee asks grabbing my arm. “I can't believe we are going to teleport. How freaking amazing is that?”
The girl likes to shop, so there is obviously something wrong with her brain. What she just said proves the point even more.
“Are you sure you can guide us in without coming along?” I ask Ben wanting to make sure he didn't have plans to do something crazy.
“You guys just stand close together and I will take care of the rest. You are on your own getting back. I figure you girls will know the way.” We huddle in our small group and I feel a bit of energy surround us. “Buttercup, if she makes a move to end you, do you promise to take her out?”
“It aggravates me that you even have to ask,” I reply and I feel the world disappear before my eyes.
It quickly reappears in another clearing. This one has less trees standing and more giant logs lying on the ground.
“It looks like we are in the caber toss field,” Hilda says. “Anyone sensing any evil presences?”
I don't see anyone, but I can feel and smell paranorms not far. They are off somewhere to the right of us. It would be nice if we could just walk that way and find a hotel welcoming furry creatures.
“I say we go that direction,” I say pointing to where I want to go.
“What are we looking for? A description would be handy in case we split up,” Addie says.
I start walking before answering. The quicker we get this done, the faster I can get some shut-eye. I think some jet lag is starting to finally kick in.
“I don't know what any of the Collective forces will for sure look like. The female we are looking for can change appearance, but she prefers to look like a temptress any guy would die to have and a giant road kill smear to any female.”
Hilda hurries to run up in front of me. Phee skips along beside me and I suppose Addie has the back covered.
“This doesn't look like a group of girls out for an evening stroll. Can you act normal?” I don't think that is possible with the eclectic group we have put together, but it is worth a try.
“You wouldn't fool anyone doing that, river rat,” a voice says and I see Candace step out from behind a tree up ahead. What has it been, a whole ten steps? “Your arrival here set off all of my warning lights. I wish the guys would have come with you. It isn't as fun killing someone when their loved ones aren't around to watch.”
She starts laughing and I grind my teeth. By now, I am well aware of what makes her tick. If she wants to play, I am game.
“Aphrodite,” I whisper not caring if anyone hears. “Let's have a little fun.”
“Sounds wonderful, but first,” she says sweeping her right arm to the side and sending everyone with me flying through the air. “Let's make this just between us. It appears that I don't have long before you come into your full powers. They even let you have one of their little toy swords. How cute. Maybe you can use it to whittle your coffin together.”
“You will see how cute it is when I drive it through your chest. I hear it stings a little for a demon.” I am not sure she understands the meaning of the word whittle because I don’t think it is something you do with a coffin.
“It is too bad that you are still just a baby. All the fun is going to be missing from the fight.” She smiles and a sword that looks a lot like mine appears in her hand. “A little small for my liking, but we can try it out.”
I don't feel like talking anymore, so I start charging at her. Sometimes it is the only approach my body will allow. I think some more calculated moves would work better here, but I am tired of drawing out this fight that should have ended weeks ago.
“Malairt!” I hear someone shout and I feel the dang world melt away again.
“Why would you do that?” I ask and turn to face the magical people in the group. We are back in tent city and I am not happy.
“If you killed her now, I doubt Stevens would show up here. We were supposed to just be bait to get her excited. You did that and then some,” Hilda explains. “Plus, Phee's noggin isn't healing as fast as it should. She was pushed full force into a tree and the tree won the battle.”
I look over to where Sam is hovering over his lady love. Not good. I make my way over to have a look.
“What's the verdict Doctor Sam?” I ask hoping to lighten the situation.
“She has a hard head, like we both know all too well. I can still talk to her and I think she is going to be just fine. A little rest and she will be as good as new. The bad news on her part is that this is going to relegate her to babysitting duty. A concussion for a werewolf can be dangerous. We can sleep them off, but it takes a day or two for the brain to fix itself.”
I like the idea of her staying away from the battle. I wouldn't have asked her before because it would make her think I didn't trust her abilities. I do know she can kick butt in any situation, but I want to make sure she is safe.
“First watch, you are on. Everyone else get some sleep. We are going to have the fight of a lifetime on our hands tomorrow and I want everyone to be ready,” Sebastian calls out before turning to me. “That means you too, my little warrior. Alex has Sophia all ready for bed. She is just waiting for your kiss.”
“I was so close to just running my sword through her. It isn't fair,” I whine a little on the way to our tent.
“Tomorrow, you will make things right then. Tonight, just look at your baby girl and know that what happens later is all for her. We have had opportunities to finish this silly war off over the years, but the thought of our child not being able to live her life free to do as she wishes is what makes now the perfect time for things to end.”
I sigh knowing he is right. He always is. All those years of living have made him into the most logical person in the world. It can get rather annoying. I get to the tent and kiss Sophia good night. I made it just before her eyes closed for the day.
I stand and look at her sleeping for a few minutes. I really do hope everything turns out okay tomorrow. I have a few people I need to talk to in the morning to ensure that no matter what happens she will be okay.
I don't think sleep will come easily tonight, but as I snuggle in next to my two mates, it takes only seconds for me to get pulled under. Definitely jet lag.



Chapter 20
Theoretical good-byes are always interesting
Dream meadow awaits me when my eyelids close. I was hoping to dream up some new moves for the fight tomorrow, but it has been a couple of days since Gabe annoyed me, so it is to be expected. I hope he doesn’t have a friend waiting to try to attack me tonight. I don’t feel like playing unless it is the real thing.
“I am busy, if your all-knowing self wasn't aware of that.” I don't see him yet, but I know he is there. Hearing that the angels have invisibility up their sleeves makes me wonder how many times he has been around without me even knowing it.
“You know I do not know everything. I am only clued in on key events when I need to be. I have heard there is going to be a big battle tomorrow, but your outcome in it all is still hazy,” he says appearing before me. He always seems to wear the same thing. Maybe when Phee gets better I will suggest she take him out shopping. That will be a nice punishment for him making me come to this meadow so many times.
“It may be hazy for you, but rest assured that I will be on the winning team.” I sit down on the ground surrounded by flowers.
“That never was to be questioned. The Collective will cease to exist after tomorrow. What hasn't for sure been written yet is whether or not you get your halo, as you put it. I am sensing you have already found the ring. There is a lot of power coming from your chest and I don't think your mother's milk has that ability.”
I don't know about that. Sophia seems to like it an awful lot. “I thought the ring was my only challenge. I have it and I didn't kill anyone to get it. Doesn't that mean I win? Oh, and in case you were wondering, the ring is staying with me.”
“You don't have any extra glow around you, so I don't think you have completed one step in the process. I had thought you may accomplish it by getting the Seal, but that doesn't appear to be the case,” he explains. It isn't much of an explanation. He doesn’t seem to care that I am not handing the ring over. That surprises me a little because it sounded like the angels wanted a closer look.
“You told me about finding the Seal, but you cannot tell me the missing step? How do you expect anyone to pass your trials?”
“I hope you didn't go into this thinking it would be easy. You, of all people, should know that life is rarely ever that way.” He shocks me by taking a seat next to me. “About me and your mom, it was a really long time ago and there are no leftover feelings in that department.”
“Dude, I really don't want to be clued in on any of those details. If you happened to want to check her out, after all these years, Sophia invited her over for a tea party next week. When I know the details, I can pass them along,” I say feeling that he isn't quite as over her as he wants everyone to think.
“That might be fun, for old-time's sake. Are there any questions you have about things in general that you think I could answer for you?”
The open ended question surprises me. There are so many different things that I could ask, and he would probably know the answers to at least ninety percent of them.
“Why was I made?” I was an experiment as far as I am concerned, especially after hearing all the things that are hiding under the surface.
“I am guessing you mean beside the fact that your mother is a lunatic that does weird things whenever she gets a bee in her bonnet,” he starts off his reply. “I like to think a greater power was in control of this one. There is no denying how special you are. Even the children you end up creating won't have your uniqueness.
“The world of paranorms has been at odds amongst itself for generations now. Even before the Collective came around to muddy things in your world. Look at the demons and angels, we have never been able to get along and we were here before the rest of you. I don't think Lucy knew just what she was doing when she made you what you are. She would never agree to having peace, but I like to think that is exactly why you are here. To bring us all peace.”
That is a scary thought. I have trouble bringing peace into my household and I have the desire to kill at least a couple of demons daily. Ben won't probably ever meet my axe, but that doesn't mean I don't think about it often.
“The world is a messed up place.” I cannot think of anything else to say in response.
“Do you mind if I ask you something? You don't have to answer, but I would really like to know,” he says.
“You might as well. You brought me here, so I cannot leave until you think we are done.”
“What is it like to have the love you feel for another person returned? I know how it feels to love. I have felt that emotion in the past, but I highly doubt I have ever really had it returned.” His tone is sad and I know it is the Devil's fault for burning him.
“I imagine most people would tell you that it is a hard thing to explain. I don't think it is that difficult. The feeling of knowing another person, in my case persons, will always have my back is probably the first thing I noticed. Never having that before, it still astonishes me to know it is true. There is an overwhelming feeling of joy to know I am going to wake up next to them for the rest of my life and that mostly comes from them feeling that way about me. As much as I hate it, being able to feel their emotions makes me realize how they really feel about me. I don't think the feelings are that different from what you feel when you love another.”
I am pretty sure that made sense to only me, but oh well. I didn't promise a response that was comprehendible.
“That is kind of what I thought. There are days I am pretty sure succubi were made in your mother's mold. I never really felt anything you just described. I am certain one of these days I will find someone that doesn't think only of themselves. I still wouldn't mind stopping by to see what has become of her. From what I have heard, it isn't pretty.”
He waves his hand over some flowers next to him and they begin to wilt. He quickly counters the motion and they are brought back to perfection and he picks one and hands it to me.
“I am not a flower person,” I say taking it from him anyway. I hold it for a couple of seconds looking at its purple hues. Flowers have no hope of holding my attention longer than that, so I place it on the ground next to me.
“I wish that would have been mentioned in your brochure. I would have held our meetings in a dungeon to make you more comfortable.”
That makes me laugh. It is funny that true statements always seem to bring me humor.
“How often can I expect you to show up when this is all over?” I need to know if I should have a room prepared just in case he stops by for a surprise inspection.
“It depends on what tomorrow brings. No matter what, I will probably stop in at least once a year, just to say hi. I will have other charges to see after and they don't get the pleasure of living outside of Upstairs.”
He told me before that I got to be special as far as my living arrangements are concerned. I wonder if that spreads to my offspring. I am not going to be happy if they think Sophia needs a proper education in one of their angel schools. “Will you show up when Sophia comes of age?”
“It hasn't been determined if she will have enough angel in her to make the conversion. We know there is some, but you are a direct descendant of one of us, where she is third generation. I hope she will end up having her own trials and if she does, I will make sure my name is on the list to oversee them. Maybe she will have more time and actually be able to do something cool for her trials.”
“No one will ever be able to convince me that your trials don’t suck, but it has been interesting getting to know you a little while I tried to figure things out,” I say feeling that my time in the meadow is coming to an end.
“We do like to make things strange. It quickly weeds out those not qualified for the job. Have you found out anything interesting about the ring?” It took him long enough to ask.
“Other than King Solomon himself was walking around still wearing it, not much. I don't know what it does, but a witch and a demon have both determined it is my mother's making. You didn't happen to know that going into this, did you?” If he didn't, I am sure someone, somewhere, knew what I was getting myself into. They always do.
“That makes sense. I didn't know that when I told you about it, but the trials do things like place artifacts with their rightful owners. I know I mentioned we might try to take it for safe keeping, but I think we can trust you with it. Did you come up with a reason why the angels couldn't find it?”
“Since a demon led me to it and was old chums with Solomon, I believe that explains things.”
Gabe laughs. “That is a logical explanation. I better get you back. Good luck tomorrow. I truly do hope you pass that final task. You can do what I think you are meant to do without your full capabilities, but I believe they would make you even stronger.” He sounds a lot like Alex and Sebastian.
“Well, until you get bored and want to torture me with a field of flowers again, I guess this is good-bye.” I still chuckle at the thought that a few months ago I would have stood and said good riddance instead of being cordial. Things can change real fast.
“I will just say until we see each other again. I hope that will be soon, Nyx.”
After he says my name, I find myself in a normal dream, much like the one I was hoping to have today. The battle is brewing all around me and I am ready for action.



Chapter 21
Let the battle begin
I wake up to find everyone moving around me like ants stocking up their supplies. I swear I used to be a light sleeper. I hate it when they start doing something and forget to wake me. It is dark, which leads me to believe time is running short.
“Ben says they are on the move. The other leaders we were expecting from our table discussions have shown up with the rest of our troops. Sophia is about to be taken to safety, but she refuses to go without saying good-bye to you,” Sebastian says as he kisses me quickly on the lips. “I have to go call home and tell them it is time. They should be just waiting for the word.”
I am not sure how Sophia can refuse anything, since she is carried around everywhere. However, I would have been really upset if I missed her. I spring up and hurry outside of the tent where Hilda is holding my little girl and her bag of supplies.
“Have you eaten this morning?” I ask knowing that I have been known to be able to sleep through her breakfast in the last couple of days.
“I am good. I haven't been very hungry. I am worried about the fight today and I wouldn't be able to keep anything down. Be careful and listen to daddies. They know what is best.”
Not the parting words I was hoping for, but it proves her fathers have rotted her brain. I will have to work on desensitizing her tomorrow. “I love you, Peanut, and I will be on my way to find you just as soon as I can.”
“I love you too, Mommy. Everyone has told me you are invincible, so I know I will see you again.”
I smile at her and wave while Hilda grabs a hold of my hand. “If you need anything just call out and I will send everything I can your way.”
“There is something I had to ask you before you go. If anything happens to me and the guys, I want you and Marcus to raise her. My life started out with you and as much as I hate to admit it, I think I turned out okay.”
She nods and then hurries away. I think I actually saw a tear in the corner of her eye. I wasn’t trying to get emotional; I just wanted to have a plan in place in case things don’t go as planned. Now that I have gotten that off of my chest, it is time to arm up.
I make my way back into the tent and change into my standard clothing. I arm myself to the usual level, plus my axe, and then twist my hair up and add a couple of thin knives to the hairdo. If I am down to just them in the battle, it probably means trouble, but there is always Aphrodite to call.
“We just unleashed the peppermint angel blood bombs over the forest. They are pretty much right on top of us. I suspect they will want to have a few words before things get under hand, but I need a kiss before I face them,” Alex says wrapping me up for a whole lot more than the quick peck Sebby administered.
By the time he is through, my breath takes a full ten seconds to catch back up. Talk about a wow kiss. My lips are left feeling bruised and I love it.
“I think I am ready,” I say. After that, I believe I can take on the world, no problem.
“Remember, if you need any extra power boosts during the fight, you can tap into either of us. I think we are both trained well enough to not have an issue with the loss.”
I don't care how well they are trained, I am not about to weaken them. I bet he wouldn’t enjoy it if I told him the same thing. “Just keep the lines of communication open. If I get walled out, I will be pissed and I am libel to accidentally stab one of you for the offense.”
He grabs my hand and drags me out of the tent. I see our side standing to face the trees in front of our fake cabin. We have a good number of troops, but I know they do as well. I am aware that the Collective doesn’t teach their guys to be pansies, so this is going to be a lot of fun.
Sebastian and Dad both come to stand beside us. “Let's get this party started,” Dad says and then leads the way. Sebastian and Alex both take one of my hands.
I have been excited to finally get this over with, but I have only been fighting for months, whereas most of these people have been at it for decades. I can only imagine the emotions running through them.
As we walk through our team of soldiers, they part to let us pass. Almost all of them are werewolves, but there are at least twenty vampires I can feel through the ranks. Ben is waiting in front of them all and Dad stops next to him. Sebastian brings us to a halt behind the two of them and in a way blocks me from view.
I hate when they do stuff like that. I can make out Candace's blonde hair through Ben's left arm, but that is about all I can see. I want to see just what I am up against.
“You have seen our forces; it is just like looking in a mirror. You will see everything soon enough,” Sebastian says trying to calm me down.
“Are you sure you want to do this, Aaron? It would be easier to just give up the girl and take your forces home,” a man calls from the other side of the battlefield.
“When did this fight become about my daughter? I thought all these years it was me you were after,” Dad answers. I guess he forgot it was not long ago they kidnapped him in order to try to get me.
“My friend here has pointed out to me that you aren't the threat you once were. The girl is the issue here and we would like to have her back. We did technically have her first.”
Okay, that is just stupid. I am as big of an issue as any of the people standing around me. I blame She Demon for this state of events. I cannot wait to finally kill her.
“You will be dead in the ground long before I give my flesh and blood over to you, Stevens. If that is all you have to say, I think we should just get this thing started. My granddaughter will be ready for her supper before too long.”
“Benny, are you sure you want to be standing on that side of things?” Candace hollers. “I am still pissed that you chose her before, but I can think of ways you can make it up to me.”
I see Ben's body shiver as he thinks about his options. I have never had any faith in him doing what he says he will, so I can see him answering either way.
“Like I have told you before, we had some good times, but I give my loyalty to a different woman now. You are stupid to risk this fight. I stand behind her and I will protect her with my life.” My dang hand with his mark burns again as he says those words.
He wasn't joking about that pinkie promise. A quiet descends upon the field. After a minute of allowing everyone a chance to think about why they are here, Dad turns to our troops.
“Stevens is mine, Nyx or Ben has to take on the succubus. Other than that, fight to win, but not to kill. I hope most of their side can be rehabilitated and I don't want to see our former brothers die because of their lack of judgment.”
That was always in the plan, even if no one said it aloud. I hear a whistle coming towards us and before I can move, Ben pushes Dad out of the way and takes the bullet in his chest.
“I guess that means it is time to fight. Let's go,” Ben says not worrying about a silly bullet and pulls Dad back up off the ground before taking off in the direction the shot was fired from. I am not sure he knows how to just maim and not kill, but I am not running after him to give him a lesson.
Cowards. That is what the Collective has made them. I grab a couple of knives and start running off to the right. I keep the Panoptic one sheathed for the time being. There is only one person that it will be used on and I am guessing it will take me a few seconds to get to her. I don't see her running directly towards someone that would actually give her a challenge.
I am greeted by a large male werewolf and my blade meets his. There are no words exchanged and I have no idea who he is. I surmise quickly that it isn't going to be a very big hurdle for me to get past. I dodge his blade a few times, and a couple of bullets that are making their way through the crowd of people.
Wanting to move on, I jump over him and then attach myself to his back before snapping his neck. It is the easiest way to get him out of the fight without doing permanent damage. Another wolf takes his place and the dance begins again.
This one proves to be more of a challenge, but nowhere near an impossible task. I thought we were going up against the best of the best, but either I have gotten a lot stronger in the last hour, or these guys aren't as good as we thought they would be.
I doubt I have changed, so it is good news that we are facing mostly normal forces. Maybe the gas bombs they let loose had more of an effect than what we thought. I am going to keep trying to come up with a reason why I have met two opponents that aren’t what I was hoping for.
“Behind you,” someone shouts and I turn to see a sword coming a little close for comfort. I sprout wings and take to the air. This allows me to do a couple sweeping neck breaks before I land back on the ground.
While in the air I was able to see Dad chop someone's head off. It is a little strange seeing him with that much anger strumming through his body, but at the same time it makes me proud to call him my dad. I assume since the removal of one's head is a killing action, he has Stevens under control. That means it is time for me to do my part. I switch weapons and crack my neck. I am ready to kill me a succubus.



Chapter 22
Beyond the bright light
The fight is swirling around me. I feel no pain so I know my mates are holding their own, which I foresee continuing. I need to get to the heart of the threat against us. Our group can easily defeat any of the vampires or werewolves the Collective has brought into the battle, even if they have a few more in their advantage. They all seem to just be cannon fodder. The only thing that serves as a real threat is Candace.
Stopping her from doing damage is my number one priority. Finding her proves to be easy as I pick up a swirl of her blonde hair out of the corner of my right eye and I make a beeline in that direction. She is fighting with one of our vampire guards and he is holding up well, but I have a feeling it is just a game for her. Any second she will probably tear him to bits.
“Why don’t you try to go against someone of your own gender? I think we have something to finish between the two of us and now seems like a good time to have it out,” I say drawing her attention.
“Great idea,” she replies and waves her hand to throw the guard a good fifty feet away. I am sure he will be fine, so I keep focused on the evil witch in front of me.
“Not worried that my mommy will kick your butt for trying to kill me?” I have the Panoptic knife firmly in my right hand and Helen in my left. I am ready to slice and dice. I want to be able to use both hands effectively, so Aphrodite will just have to wait to get in on the action, if I even bother to call her.
“A few years of punishment will be nothing compared to the joy I get out of killing your ass. You may have the rest of the world wrapped around your little finger, but to me you are just an annoying little gnat that needs to be dealt with.” Huh. That sounds just like something I would say.
“I don’t think you packed a big enough lunch to handle me, Candace. I may still have a few minutes, or hours, before I get my full powers, but I don’t think defeating you will tax my system too much,” I taunt.
“Bitch,” she wails and makes a move towards me while making a pair of knives appear in her hands.
I am excited to finally get this fight out of the way. I was disappointed she didn’t try to go head-to-head against me when I was rescuing Sebby and getting zapped back to base last night was just wrong. I am hoping this will make up for that.
We meet in the middle of the distance that was separating us and start our epic battle clashing our knives together, her right to my left. I make a move to drive the Panoptic knife into her side, but she skirts out of the way. At least it doesn’t seem like this is going to be a one-sided fight. I would have been frustrated if it was.
“You know they only love you for your power. No man is actually capable of real love,” she says as she tries to kick my legs out from under me. I jump up and land a kick to her gut instead. It knocks her back for a second, but doesn’t really do much.
“You must not have met any real men before. I promise you, what they feel for me is real in every sense of the word. When you are as connected as we are, you kind of know these things,” I reply and try to slash the killer knife into her shoulder. I don’t know if just a scratch will do her in or if she needs stabbed in a certain location, but I am willing to try anything. I thought I wanted this drawn out and brutal between us, but I have changed my mind. I want to be able to go help the others and I cannot do that with her wandering around.
“That is just what they want you to think.” She disappears from in front of me and reappears with a knife cutting into my back behind me. I should have expected that little trick. It smarts; I won’t lie. I kick back with my right foot backed by a whole ton of power this time and send her flying away from me.
“I can tell your mother never loved you as a child, since I didn’t grow up with mine, I do sympathize, but that doesn’t mean you have to be a royal bitch about other people actually finding the person, or persons, that complete them.” It feels nice to actually be able to curse. I don't plan on making it a habit again, but it is liberating. She is still on the ground and I attempt to take advantage of it and run towards her with my knife out ready to go in for the kill.
I guess she has a similar idea because I see Candace sit up and conjure a ball of fire in her hand. I watch in slow-mo as she hurls it at me. At this distance, I don't think I will be able to get out of the way in time. I just have to hope it isn't something that will do unrepairable damage.
"No!" I hear someone yell and witness a body fly in front of me. Okay, that was not expected at all. The fire is gone and Candace is looking on in shock while I continue my advance. The distraction works in my favor. I am able to reach her and I quickly drive the knife into her chest as she looks to our side with her mouth hanging wide open.
“Why would he do that?” she whispers as the lights start dimming in her eyes. “He knew that was my Killing Blaze. It is meant to destroy anything in its path.” Her torso falls to the ground and her body looks to be dissolving around from where the knife is still embedded.
I pull it out and I can see the earth through the hole. As it continues to grow, I deem her defeated and turn to look at another body lying not far from us. Surprisingly enough, it is Ben with a large burn mark on his chest. He is a demon, so I doubt a little fire will keep him down for long, but I go check him out anyway.
“Well, Buttercup, I doubt either one of us saw this coming,” he says when he sees me come close. He doesn’t bother to try to move around.
“I am sure it isn’t the first time you have gotten a little scorched. Do you want some salve or something for that wound?” I ask.
“I don’t think it would help me much this time. I saw her conjure up the Killing Blaze and I couldn’t let it hit you. I may be a demon, but there are people in this world that are meant to be protected. You are one of those people, Nyx, and I die willingly to keep you safe,” he says and grabs a hold of my hand. “I guess this means I won’t get to be a daddy, but I hope this makes us even for me keeping that secret about your mom and mentioning to her that you exist. You wouldn't dare remain pissed at me after I die.”
“What are you talking about? You aren’t seriously thinking a little fire is going to do you in, are you?” I am starting to get concerned that the fire went straight to his brain and caused a little damage.
“You do understand what a Killing Blaze is, don’t you? It isn’t something anyone recovers from. I am surprised I am still able to even talk. It doesn’t really hurt, which is nice, but I can feel it working through my body. I don’t have long. I want you to know that I do care deeply about you. Not in that lovey dovey way that wolfy and fangy do, but you are one of a kind, Buttercup, and you make people want to be the best they can be. Even a demon like me.” He closes his eyes and takes a deep breath.
I may not agree with him the majority of the time, but I don’t really want him to die. Just thinking of a demon dying is really weird. “Isn’t there anything I can do to stop this?” I ask hoping for some kind of reprieve.
“No, it is almost done. Tell Alex and Sebastian your care is totally in their hands now. I expect them to keep you safe because we all know you are going to go looking for some kind of new trouble tomorrow.”
His voice is getting softer and I am not liking this one bit. Especially, the fact that I feel a tear rolling down my cheek. That is really wrong.
“If this is it, I want to say I forgive you for the little betrayals you stated earlier. I like to hold grudges, but it is the least I can do for you taking a fireball meant for me. I don’t know where anyone, let alone demons, go when they die, but I hope you find a lot of peace there.”
“Thank you,” he says and his body relaxes. I look up to try to clear the tears from my eyes and I see the fighting has stopped. Everyone is looking at us with saucer eyes. I guess a demon dying is something that you don’t see every day. I never expected to.
Alex and Sebastian separate themselves from the crowd and make their ways to me. The rest of my family follows closely behind. They move me a little away from Ben, which is for the best. Seeing him not moving makes things worse.
“So, is that it? The battle is just over?” I ask wondering why things are so quiet. I could use some noise right now to keep me from thinking about my friend just dying. Yes, I said friend.
“I would have to say that you have turned twenty-three, love. We need to figure out a way for you to tone down the glowing. You cannot really fight a battle with a white beacon blinding everyone.”
“What?” I ask and look down, not seeing what they are talking about.
“The hair is what really has me concerned,” Alex adds. “I don’t think she is going to be happy about that at all.”
“What?” I repeat and grab a strand of my long hair that has fallen down to see that it isn’t black anymore. My previously inky hair is now white. Oh. My. God. Some would call it blonde, but I am going with white.
“Why did you have to say that? It only aggravated her more and turned the high beams up from just blindness to bore your eyes out of your skull level,” Sebastian says and takes my hand. “Grab her other one and try to calm her down.”
I feel Alex do as instructed and a calmness immediately washes through my system. Their love does tend to ground me. I am not sure I want that right now. I think being able to grieve over Ben would make me feel better.
“That’s better,” Smitty says. “I guess this means you passed all the tests.”
The group isn’t shielding their eyes anymore, so I assume I have stopped glowing. It would be nice if I could see the glow as well to know when I need to adjust myself.
“I really thought the blonde hair was a dream,” an unknown voice says and I look over to find a man I have never seen standing next to Jake.
“Hey, who are you?” Jake asks stepping back a little looking surprised to find the man there. He would know the regular guards more than me and if he doesn't know the guy that is a little strange. Maybe it is someone from the other team.
“What do you mean, who am I? This isn’t the first time we have met Horny Wolf. Did the shiny white lights blind you that much?”
“I am with Jake here, you aren’t anyone we have ever met,” Jonas supplies.
“So everyone has gone blind now. Great. I hope that you humanoids can hurry up and clear up your vision troubles. I guess since everyone is done fighting, that means Buttercup is named the new Queen of the World,” the man says and my jaw just about drops to the ground.
“Ben?” I question. This is not Ben. The man in front of me doesn’t have a hole in his chest, for one, and he has none of Ben’s general looks. He is probably the same height, but he is skinnier and the green eyes and red hair are not right.
“Duh. Why is everyone looking all shocked to see me here?”
“Here,” Phee says pulling a compact out of her belt. Seriously, Phee? A makeup mirror is not something you take into battle. What in the world is she even doing here? She was supposed to be off with Sophia's team. I bet Sam let her lead him around by the testicles again. He had been doing so good.
She hands the mirror over to Ben and he opens it up. “Holy shit. Why am I in my human form? I have not reverted back to this appearance in eons.”
“The bigger question is why aren’t you dead? You said that the Killing Blaze wasn’t something you would survive,” I say.
“Oh crap. I forgot all about that little detail. Everyone was so wrapped up in you being a light bulb that I didn’t even realize I shouldn’t have been able to stand up off the ground. What is going on here?” At least now, he is as confused as the rest of us. He starts waving his arms around like a mad man. “Where are my powers?”
“You are no longer a demon,” Gabe says appearing out of nowhere, just what we need, more confusion.
“Angel Boy, you better get to the explaining part of your visit,” Ben tells the newcomer.
“You never were good with patience, Martin. Maybe if you would have learned that sooner, you wouldn’t have ended up serving the Queen of Hell.” Martin?
“No one has called me that name for a very long time and I still prefer Ben, even if my powers have gone a little wonky,” Ben says and I sense the two of them have met before and they aren’t Christmas card pals.
“Your powers are gone for good. You no longer serve the Underworld. You are free to do your own bidding once again. This time I hope you choose a little more wisely,” Gabe replies.
He lifts his hand to silence the words that are about to come out of Ben’s lips. I am just happy to sit back and watch this. I am sure my questions will eventually be answered.
“Nyx forgave you and, without even knowing it, she offered you redemption for the things you have done wrong in your life. Giving redemption to the truly deserving was her final test and most angel hybrids going through the trials never accomplish it. I tend to leave that part out of my sales pitch. I didn’t want you thinking the chances of her becoming a real angel, instead of the training model, were slim to none.
“Back to Martin, sorry Ben, you may have done things in your human life all those years ago that would be considered evil, but you giving your life for hers erased all the previous wrongs. A demon willing to save an angel has no place in Hell. Your soul is your own again to do what you will with your life, but we hope you eventually agree to our plans for you.” Just out of curiosity, I look down to see I no longer have a demon mark blemishing my hand. I never thought I would live to see this day.
“And what, I am just supposed to live my life out as a human? That doesn’t seem all that appealing to me,” Ben replies. The guy was brought back from the dead and he is complaining? He can just go find a vampire to turn him if he wants to live forever. I don't think drinking blood would faze him.
“You aren’t human. You don’t have your demon powers, but we did make you an immortal. You have saved Nyx’s life more than once now, if you count the time you rescued her from the deranged werewolf, and we are hoping you would like to continue down that path in life and be a permanent guard for her. We think you will agree to our way of thinking, so we brought back a race that vanished from this plane years ago. They are the best fighters and could probably even give Sebastian a run for his money. I will let you figure out just what you are, but please use your abilities wisely. I am sure Nyx will need them in the years to come.”
“I cannot believe you won't give me any hints on what you have turned me into, but if you say I am immortal, I can live with that. I will have to make arrangements for the care of my Hellhounds, though. I don’t think I can just bring them topside,” Ben says and his outlook on life seems to have greatly improved. “It will be nice working for Nyx. Sorry to say this, but your mom is a bit of a bitch.”
“To quote you ‘duh’.” It is my turn to start asking questions. “So what now? I have past the trials and, if the hair is any indication, I have my angel blood kicked into high gear. What are you guys expecting from me?”
Gabe laughs. “Why would we expect anything? You are stronger than all of us now. I think it is us who should be asking what you expect from us. It will take you a while to realize what has really happened here today. I suggest you go home with your mates and the rest of your family and raise your child. There will be more of them to come and, at least for a while, I think you will have the peace needed to just sit back and watch them grow.
“I will add that the Collective is essentially no more, so you might want to consider taking some of the extra guards you will find yourself with and putting together an institution that actually does work for the greater good. It will be a refreshing change.”
“We already have plans in place for our people,” Sebastian says and gives me a kiss on the cheek.
Alex mimics the kissing and says, “I cannot wait to finally be able to give you some loving in hopes of giving Sophia a little brother, or sister.” His priorities will always be a little skewed.
Gabe may not have any future plans for me, but Alex sure does and I may just be willing to help him out with his desires. The journey to this place in my life has been a long and winding road, but I am ready for the next chapter to begin. If that chapter includes me raising a football team of kids in peace, for once in my life I can say I am ready for that test.
Actually, with a family like mine, I am ready to take on any of the challenges ahead. Like they say, you cannot always pick your family, but I wouldn’t trust anyone else to have my back.
THE END
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