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Chapter 1
 

My life, isn’t it grand
 

“Any last requests?” I ask my captive. It has become more of a catch phrase with me than anything else. Frankly, I get a little bored asking it, but I don’t want to disappoint. The fact that it took me two days to run this jerk to ground has me hoping this will be over quickly.
 

“Yeah, go fuck yourself,” he says as he tries to spit at me. The silver chains holding him down make it very hard for him to move, though. Unlike some of my other acquaintances in assassin school, I like to do things up close and personal. None of that sniper shooting from blocks away.
 

If someone has warranted me being called in, they have a right to know exactly why they are dying. You would hope they already had a clue that killing a person eventually catches up with you, but most of the ones I meet aren’t that bright.
 

“That isn’t a very nice thing to say to a lady,” I retort.
 

“Show me a fucking lady and you may get nice. You are just the bitch they hired to kill me. Stupid no good Collective, what have they ever done to help any of us?” he asks.
 

“From what I understand, they have made a world a better place for all of the paranorms out there, it’s people like you who go around killing humans that make it harder for them to work,” I reply.
 

“They try to strip away what we really are. We are killers, haven’t you ever read the book before? It spells it all out. We are meant to rule the world. The Collective wants to make us humans, but we ain’t ever going to be human,” he snarls at me. “Why don’t you just get it over with, so you can go back to hiding away with the other werewolves that think blending in is a good idea?”
 

“Since I am not a werewolf, I think that would be a little hard to accomplish and I am getting tired of talking, so let’s get this over with,” I say raising my gun.
 

“How in the world do you not know you are a werewolf? You hang out with paranorms all day; one of them would have had to tell you by now. This is just great; the famous Nyx Slaughter doesn’t even know what she is. Too bad you are fixing on killing me, we could have tried to have a little fun now that I know you could handle my extra energy in the bedroom,” he says with a sad laugh.
 

“Gross. And I am not a fucking werewolf,” I say really getting pissed off. This is the second execution I have attended recently where the guilty party tried to claim I was a werewolf. Maybe it is the fact that I do hang out with paranorms all day and their scent is finally wearing off on me. I don’t really know, nor do I care.
 

“Come on it would be a lot of fun. I promise I would make it good for both of us,” he states.
 

“In your dreams dog. Everyone knows that Nyx Slaughter is the mangy human left on the Collective's doorstep the day she was born. I have gotten over it, so you can too,” I reply.
 

“Just so you know, when I die I am totally coming back to haunt you just so I can get a look at what I am sure are your delectable boobies,” he says laughing. This guy is clearly delusional because flat chested and I go hand in hand.
 

“And just so you know, William Gene Johns you are sentenced for death for taking six human lives. A jury of your peers has already convicted you. I am just here to carry out the execution. In the name of the Grand Collective, I remove you from this world to make it a better place for others.”
 

With my speech over, I shoot him twice in the heart. Once would have been enough, but he was really pissing me off. I watch as the silver works its way through his body. It’s not exactly a pretty sight seeing his veins expand and start to burst. After about thirty seconds, his body is nothing more than blood and fleshy bits.
 

I collect my chains and toss them in the back of my vehicle. They will be due for another hose down when I get home. You would have thought William would have noticed me throwing the silver chains at him. Obviously if I can touch them, I cannot be a werewolf. Just goes to show his IQ.
 

I leave his remains to wash away with the next storm, and climb into my old, beat up Suburban. I know it’s a tank, but I need the room for all my supplies. I never know what I am going to run into on one of these assassin assignments, but I like to be prepared for anything.
 

For vampires, I have the UV headlights that help slow them down and an arsenal of cutting and burning devices. Staking them in the heart, like books suggest, will do you very little good when they can just regrow it. Chopping their heads off and burning the body is about the only thing that keeps them down permanently. As for werewolves, silver really is the key for them. I imagine, cutting their heads off and burning their bodies would work just as well, but why go through all the extra effort when a single bullet will do?
 

Most of my calls are for those two species and most of them are for execution purposes. I get occasional calls to help with other kinds of shifters, demons, witches, and general misbehaving paranorms, but they are rare. People have started to figure out if you want someone killed, you call Nyx.
 

I try to only take cases from the Collective, because they have tried the guilty party. Every once in a while, I will be compelled to take a private party case, if enough proof of wrongdoing can be given to me. I am a simple assassin and could probably detach myself from the situation if need be, but I prefer to take cases where the target is a no questions asked ruthless killer. I don't get involved in political killings and revenge stuff if I can help it.
 

I check the clock and see that it is just after one in the morning. It seems like my day is just getting started, but it is already half over. When you spend your life chasing down the things that go bump in the night, you tend to pick up their sleeping habits. I am usually only outdoors from nine at night to about five in the morning. The rest of my time is spent indoors training. I don’t think I have actually seen the sun in three years.
 

I have been on this earth for twenty-two years and all of that time has been spent with paranorms. I don’t know why, and no one else has ever appeared to have the exact knowledge, but the day I was born a woman dropped me off at the Collective’s door. No note or explanation, no name given.
 

I have since found out a little information about my dad, but nothing has turned up about my mom. I don't know if she was who dropped me off or not, but I was told looking into it would be dangerous, so I have resisted finding out more information. Not that the danger part scares me, it is just no sane person leaves a human with a collection of paranorms for safe keeping, meaning I would be searching for some crazy psycho I would eventually have to kill.
 

From the moment I was dropped off, Frank, who is one of the top werewolves in the Collective, raised me. He has been a strong father figure and groomed me to be able to do the job I do today. For a human growing up in the world of paranorms, it was both interesting and aggravating.
 

These days normal humans know about the Collective, but that wasn’t the case just a few decades ago. We were a back alley type of society that skirted along the edges. Nowadays it isn’t as bad, but I doubt the human world knows of the assassins like me out there and for the most part paranorms just blend in with society. They do know we police our own kind because they are ill equipped to do it and they hate that fact.
 

Learning all of my training and being the kick ass fighter I am now probably wouldn’t have happened if I hadn’t been dropped off that day. For that I will always be grateful. The aggravating part of growing up there was never belonging. Everyone else around me was special and no one wanted to be a friend to a human.
 

My only consolation was my friend Ryan. He was an orphaned werewolf that also fell under Frank’s guidance. With him being a paranorm he didn’t have to hang around with me because everyone accepted him, but he always tried to make me feel special.
 

These days he is kind enough to pretend to be my boyfriend. We both know he has a mate out there somewhere for him, like all paranorms do, but he still sticks around to try to keep the teasing down. He also claims that I need the protection. Recently, I have been trying to set him free of any obligation he feels towards me. The man is twenty-four and needs to start thinking about settling down and making his own little pups.
 

So far, I have allowed his excuses to stay linked as a couple, but they are going to have to stop soon. More and more he tries to act like a real couple even when there aren’t other people around. Hand holding in private and kisses that go past our previously agreed on pecks are starting to annoy me.
 

I realized early on in life that I was never going to settle down with a husband, two kids and a white picket fence. I think the Collective realized that as well and that is why they have been grooming me for this job from the moment I could hold a knife in my hand. It took a lot of work as a human to learn to fight well enough to take on any species thrown at me, but I have made it through and I can only get stronger.
 

That is enough thinking about how I got to this point for now. I take my smart phone out of the glove box and start up my Collective app. I scroll through looking for the now deceased Mr. Johns and hit the terminated button when I find him.
 

As I go to put the phone away it starts vibrating. When I am on cases, I never have the ringer on and even the vibration has been known to give off my location, so I leave it in the car. When I look to see who it is, I find a text message waiting for me that makes me smile.
 

Hey Cheeseburger, I am a little hungry tonight and was wondering if you weren’t too busy to come join me for a midnight snack. XXX Hawk
 

I guess that means I am going to have to make a pit stop before heading back to the Collective for the night. With no one else on my target list currently, I welcome the interruption, especially from Hawk. I start up the Suburban and head towards town.
 





 
  


Chapter 2
 

A hawk in the hen house
 

Hawk, known to everyone else as Sebastian deYork, is a vampire that runs, for lack of a better term, a den of iniquity called Sins. It is actually a pretty nice place, if you don’t mind getting eyefuls of people doing activities most people don’t witness outside of the bedroom. I take that back, most people probably don’t even see these activities there. That is one of the reasons the place is so popular.
 

I have spent quite a bit of time over the years either visiting Hawk or running down targets that frequent these types of locations. I long ago lost my blush at what went on between those four walls. I mean you can only see people getting it on in so many ways before it becomes a little bit boring.
 

As Ryan is my best friend inside the Collective, Hawk is my best friend outside. If it came down to it, I would love for Hawk to be more than just a friend, but we both know that isn't possible. It's a little odd how connected I feel with Sebastian.
 

We met about three years ago during one of my first missions. I tracked the vampire, whose name I don’t even remember, to Sins and froze when I first got a glimpse of what really went on inside the building. At the time I was a nineteen-year-old rookie that hadn’t even thought about kissing a boy, so my brain took a little while to process things.
 

I knew the basics. Boy meets girl. Boy falls in love with girl, although rumor is love isn't a requirement. Boy ends up sticking appendage between his legs into any hole the girl lets him. Even that knowledge does not prepare one for Sins
 

In my frozen state I heard a whisper behind me. “A newbie, how nice. Do you find anything appealing?”
 

I turned around to face away from the chaos and found a pair of onyx eyes staring back at me. They drew me in like they were delving into my soul to find all my hidden secrets. I had no idea how long I stood there as he studied me, but I finally shook myself out of it to take in the rest of the man standing before me.
 

He was probably almost a foot taller than me, making him around 6’4” and had a pale face with very Roman looking features. His shoulder length hair was black to match his eyes and his lips had an unnatural redness to them. I knew instantly he was a vampire and thankfully not the one I was after. He could have killed me ten times over as I stood there like an idiot. He looked not much older than me, but had this sense of age about him. He had to have been the most beautiful man I had ever seen.
 

“I can help you find who you are looking for, but I do ask that you please take the killing outside of my place of business,” he told me in a velvety smooth voice.
 

“Crap. I cannot believe I came in here with my guard down. What a rookie mistake,” I said chastising myself. I had trained for years with a mind reading vampire within the Collective just so instances like this one don't happen. Put a little porn in front of me and evidently that training went straight out the window. Thankfully, over the years, that was the only time I met Sebastian without my walls securely in place.
 

“You are still just a baby, don’t worry about it. I didn’t get that much information out of you, so you had to have been pretty heavily guarded. I just picked up your reason for visiting my establishment because it was what you were concentrating on before your mind went blank,” he extended his hand and said, “My name is Sebastian, by the way.”
 

“Thanks for trying to make me feel better Sebastian, but it was still stupid of me. I am Nyx, and as you may have guessed I am here with an order of execution from the Grand Collective,” I told him shaking his hand.
 

During the shake he lifted my wrist up to his nose and inhaled deeply. I watched as he closed his eyes and they rolled back in his head. When he opened them again they were totally black, no whites at all. Having been around a few of the vampires in the Collective I knew that look wasn’t a good sign, but as quickly as it appeared his eyes shifted back.
 

“You will have to come back some time to visit me once this nasty assassination stuff is over. I have a feeling we have a lot to talk about Nyx,” he said my name almost purr like.
 

That night he helped me lure my target outside of Sins and into my vehicle, so I could carry out my order. A week later I returned to Sins with a bottle of blood as a thank you gift. From what I understood it was a very good year hence, I thought it would be a nice present.
 

He had met me just as I entered the building like he somehow knew I was coming. I handed him the bottle, telling him what it was for and after looking at it carefully he said, “Thank you for this, but I have a proposition for you that I am hoping you will accept.”
 

“I am all ears,” I said to him, curious what this centuries old vampire may have in mind. I had been asking people that would actually talk to me around the Collective what they knew about him and all they could come up with is he is one of the old ones. Not exactly the life story I was hoping to come back here equipped with.
 

They also hinted that I should stay away from him. Okay, it wasn't really a hint. They were shocked that I was actually standing in front of them after meeting Sebastian. Every other Collective agent that has had the misfortune of meeting him has gone missing. He seemed pretty nice to me, so I just shrugged it off.
 

“Well Nyx, my sweet, I was hoping that we could come up with a business arrangement of our own. Follow me to my office, so we can talk in private,” he said leading me towards the back of the building.
 

When we reached his office, I glanced around to find a very neat organized space. There was a large desk with a beautiful green marble top against the far wall. It had neat piles of papers covering parts of it. On the left wall there was a black leather sofa that seemed to match the black leather office chair behind the desk and the two guest chairs in front of it. The right side of the room was more of an art display that contained pictures of people in different states of undressed. At least one of them showed a vampire feeding on its victim while pleasuring them in other ways.
 

“Please sit,” he said indicating the sofa where he took a seat himself. He set the bottle of blood on a table and focused in on me.
 

I glared at him for a second wishing he would have chosen to sit behind the desk. He did say this was supposed to be a business meeting of some sort. I reluctantly took a seat on the couch opposite him.
 

He softly chuckled and said, “I choose the couch because if you accept this arrangement we will have to get to know each other a little better in order for you to be comfortable. I know you are new to the world of assassins and anyone worth half their mettle in the field has built up a network of contacts over a number of years.
 

“As you have noticed my establishment here attracts all sorts of people from the lower sect of life. With my age has come talents that are very useful in the crime-fighting field, but nothing has ever compelled me to use them in the past. If it got out that I had been helpful in this capacity, I fear that my loyal customers may not be so willing to enjoy the attractions I have to offer.”
 

“I can see where that would be a problem,” I told him. “Do you mind getting down to exactly what you want from me? I have a feeling you are willing to offer what help you can, but I want to know what it is going to cost. I am relatively new in this line of work and haven’t got that much saved up in bribe money just yet.”
 

“Patience, my sweet,” he purred at me. I remember how annoyed I was that he kept calling me that. “You will find I like to draw things out a little when I can. After being alive as many years as I have been the status quo way of doing things gets really mundane, so I have my own style. The business arrangement I want to set up with you involves me giving you information on when the miscreants you may be looking for show up here and, when needed, my assistance for removing them from the premises. In return, all I ask is that you once a week or so join me for dinner where you will be the main course.
 

“Now while you let my request sink in, let me say that I will not be taking much from you for obvious reasons. If I want this to be a weekly affair I cannot very well drain you dry. If you want, during these feedings we can engage in other activities designed to take your mind off of me having supper, but that part of the deal would totally be up to you.”
 

“I am guessing these other activities do not include us playing Parcheesi?” I asked knowing the answer to the question already.
 

“No and the fact that you ask makes me believe that you will not be willing to partake in those activities, at least not in the beginning, and I accept that decision. I will just have to work at trying to make you want to take me up on that offer,” he replied with a predatory grin.
 

“So basically, you help me advance my career and I come over to feed you when you are feeling a little low and no one else is available,” I said working it out in my mind. “Why? From what has been hinted, you don't exactly like the Collective and you are not the helpful type.”
 

“I do not approve of the Collective, you are correct in that statement. I have many reasons, none of which I am going to share with you tonight. This deal we are speaking of has nothing to do with them. It is between you and me. I find you intriguing and that isn't something I find very often.”
 

I laughed. “I am sorry to say that you are sticking yourself with a dud. I am a mere human parading around with paranorms. There isn't anything special or even slightly interesting about me.”
 

“I would like to find that out for myself. I think there is something just under your surface that maybe you haven't realized yet.”
 

We locked gazes for a few moments trying to read each other. I have no idea what he was expecting from me, but his deal was way too good to pass up.
 

“I can live with your proposal. I haven’t fed anyone before, so I should be free of any vampire-transmitted diseases. I am currently only given about a case a week, so I should have plenty of time to swing by for dinner.”
 

“You are clean, I have already checked. You cannot live to be as old as I am without picking up the ability to sniff out diseases. I also know that now that you have spoken your verbal agreement to the deal there is no need for us to sign on a dotted line. You will live up to your end. Are you ready tonight to fulfill your part of the bargain, or do you need some time to prepare?”
 

“There is no time like the present. You didn’t mention having a preference on where you took from, but I would prefer left wrist if it isn’t too much to ask for. Neck and thigh are a little too personal and I am right handed,” I told him.
 

“Your wrist will be fine. I will heal it right away, so you really don’t have to worry about which side I take from. I imagine you don’t want to return to the Collective full of holes like some of the feeders that show up here,” he said taking my wrist into his hand.
 

“I would be grateful if you did,” I replied watching as he paused and sniffed my wrist again like he did the other night. His eyes instantly changed to the full black eyes of a vampire about to feed. I saw his lips move briefly, almost like he was speaking, but I heard no words. I thought maybe he likes to say grace before his meals.
 

I leaned back and saw his fangs lengthen to their full two inches. I hadn't ever seen fangs that long, which means he must be older than I thought. He slowly licked my wrist like he was swabbing an injection site with alcohol. He then gradually began to sink the fangs into my wrist. Surprisingly I felt no pain and after a second I had a reaction I was not prepared for.
 

Then he began sucking and making sounds I had only heard in the outer area of Sins. I imagine, by the way I was feeling, if noises were escaping me they sounded very similar. I focused just on him because the thought of how I was being affected was too much to think about for more than a second.
 

He only took a minute that first time, and I think he got way more than he bargained for because when he withdrew and closed the wound he looked up at me with starry eyes. Literally, his eyes were still black, but white and gold little lights could be seen moving in the blackness.
 

“You really should have asked for more,” he told me shaking his head bringing his eyes back to normal.
 

“Technically, I didn’t really ask for anything. You came to me with a business proposal and I accepted said proposal,” I replied.
 

“It was good for you, right?” he asked staring at me with those dark eyes like my answer to that question was the most important thing in the world.
 

Not really wanting to let him know how good it was for me, I replied, “It didn’t hurt and I would go as far to say that I enjoyed myself.”
 

“Next time I will try to last longer, so maybe you can finish as well,” he said with a knowing smirk. “I don’t want you to get all offensive on me, but I didn’t actually know it would be like that with you. I wouldn’t have offered to play Parcheesi, if I knew it wasn’t actually going to be necessary.”
 

I laugh at his joke a little bit more at ease with him. “You didn’t know?” I asked not really believing him. “I am sure this wasn’t your first time feeding, so I find your statement to be questionable.”
 

“Cross my heart and hope to die,” he replied with a statement most people would find comical since he was dead already according to them. “I have never experienced that with just drinking alone. I have heard rumors of things like that happening, but always believed they were just that, rumors. Because of the reaction, I would prefer if you refrain from feeding any other vampires.”
 

“No problem there. I am not planning on making any other deals where I have to give of myself so literally. I should be making decent money soon enough that my bribes can be paid in cash,” I replied moving to stand. Since it seems we both have gotten what we want for the night, I thought it would be a good idea to take off.
 

“If you need any help with those bribes, let me know. I have a feeling you will be a good investment,” Sebastian said rising quickly and going to the door. “Before you go, we should probably exchange numbers, so we are able to keep contact.”
 

It was a good idea, so I got my phone out ready to enter his information. “Just in case either of our phones is compromised we should probably come up with code names, then you aren’t immediately linked to me.”
 

“Great idea,” he said after thinking for a second. “How about this, you can call me Hawk in all of our communications and I will call you Cheeseburger?”
 

“You are joking, right? Cheeseburger. Can’t you come up with something a little more, I don’t know, sexy?”
 

“No, I think Cheeseburger is perfect. I have never been able to taste one before and as much as the humans go on about them, I am sure that is just what you taste like. You have a kind of special sauce taste going for you,” he said with a wink.
 

“Whatever,” I said ready to leave his presence after that remark. We exchanged numbers and I hurriedly made my way back to the front of the building without his assistance.
 

Over the years, it turned out that he didn’t call me once a week. It ended up being once every three weeks or so. I imagine during the down time he has had other people to snack on and that is fine with me. No matter how sexual in nature the feedings are, we aren’t exactly romantically involved. He is well aware that I have a fake boyfriend in the Collective community and I don’t know for sure, but I imagine he has a harem of women just waiting at his beck and call.
 

It has actually been a month since our last meeting for this purpose and with how busy I have been I am happy he has been able to find other sources. I pull up into my usual parking spot a couple blocks away from Sins. With how recognizable I have become these days, I have had to work at concealing myself from wandering eyes. I put on my blonde wig and blue contacts which is a total one eighty from my usual long black hair and dark brown eyes. The curls on the wig tend to make me want to vomit, but no one would expect me to look like this.
 

I climb in the back of the Suburban and quickly change into an outfit more fitting of the environment. The bright pink, plastic mini dress is another thing people would not expect to find in my black outfit laden closet, but it fits well with the wig. One of these days, we will have to find a more beneficial place to conduct these meetings, but in the past three years neither of us has come up with a good solution.
 

For now, I climb out of the van putting on gold sparkly stilettos that may or may not have knives that shoot out of the heels. Hey, besides the little bit of space under my wig, where I hide a small gun, there isn’t a whole ton of room for weapons in this outfit and even with Sebastian’s protection, I have to be ready to throw down in case anyone recognizes me.
 

I walk down the street allowing my hips to sway and ingrain myself into the persona I become in this outfit. If anyone asks, I am Kitty and I can make anyone purr within minutes. Yeah, I know, it makes me vomit every time I think about it, but it is necessary. There is a lot of vomiting going on in my mind right now.
 





 
  


Chapter 3
 

Just a little midnight snack
 

As usual, when I walk through the doors of Sins, the smell of sweat and perfume assails my nose. It always turns my stomach and tends to make me want to immediately leave. With the amount of sweat and the temperature in the building it feels humid and sweat humidity is really nasty. The scenes before me are uninteresting. It must be Beginner’s Night at Sins. Sebby, my personal nickname for Sebastian, doesn’t want to scare away potential customers, so things tend to be tame at least one night a week.
 

The walls of the place are different shades of red and pink with the overhead lighting casting red shades throughout the room. The floor is black and white tile, but other than that the pink and red theme carries through the showroom. It kind of reminds you of someone eating a Valentine’s Day cupcake and throwing it up on every available surface. There are pink couches and pink comforter coated beds spaced around the floor with red dividers interspersed giving couples or groups that want a little privacy the illusion that it exists.
 

If you cannot tell, it isn’t my idea of cute decorating. I guess I shouldn’t really talk, though, because I come in wearing a pink dress to only add to the vomit. That is probably part of the reason I usually wear this color here. If I want to disappear, I just have to go stand up against one of the walls.
 

I carefully make my way towards the back of the building doing my best not to draw attention to myself. It usually isn’t hard because people are either watching or a part of one of the shows going on. Today is no different and I easily make my way to his office. When I arrive I knock softly as a courtesy. Sebastian already knows I am here.
 

“Come in, lover,” I hear him say softly and I open the door.
 

The place hasn’t really changed much since the first time I visited. In fact, other than a few personal photos he has put on his desk, it is the exact same. Oddly enough, the photos are of me and him, but none of the photos actually show my face and some are in my disguises to give the illusion they are of more than one girl.
 

“You know I hate it when you call me that,” I say taking a seat next to him on the sofa allowing him to wrap his arms around my shoulders as he pulls me close and smells my hair.
 

“I know and it is because you don’t think the term applies in our situation, but I beg to differ. So, did you have any trouble with your target tonight?” he asks giving me a quick kiss on the neck.
 

“Does it smell that bad?” I ask aware that I must have left over werewolf guts on my hands or something from picking up my chains.
 

“To someone without my acute sense of smell probably not, but to me it is a little rancid. Do you want to wash up first? Are you in a hurry to get back to the Collective?” he asks.
 

“A shower would be great if you don’t mind waiting. I had no other plans for tonight, so I was actually glad to see your text. Ryan has been acting weirder than usual and I was hoping to spend most of my time out this evening,” I say standing up and heading towards the secret panel leading to his living quarters. “Can I trust you to stay out of the bathroom like a good boy or do I need to lock the doors?”
 

“I am always a good boy around you, my love. Go clean up, then we can enjoy the night without having to smell dead werewolf,” he says not moving from his spot.
 

The plan sounds good to me, so I quickly make my way to the bathroom grabbing a pair of black workout clothes, which I leave over in case I want to change. I shimmy out of the dress and chuck the wig off to the side and jump in his very large and awe inspiring shower.
 

After I wet my hair, I glance at my options for shampoo. Sebastian loves different scents, so he has a wide variety. I find a coconut pineapple variety that I don’t remember seeing before and decide to go ahead and give it a try. The bottle feels full. I am guessing it really is a newer purchase.
 

I soap up my body making sure to get everything cleaned, especially under my nails where guts like to hide. When I finish, I step out of the shower and grab my towel. Yes, it is my towel; it even says Cheeseburger on it. Isn’t that romantic? I dry off and throw my sweats on not bothering with underwear. I wrap the towel around my long hair and leave my wig, dress and shoes to retrieve later.
 

I walk out of the bathroom into Sebastian’s bedroom and find him lying on the bed. It doesn’t really shock me these days. I am just happy to see he has remained in the majority of his clothing. His shirt must have spontaneously combusted on his way in, though.
 

I settle in on what is considered my side of the bed while I am here. “Better?” I ask.
 

“You used the new shampoo that I got for you. I like it and yes, you smell much better. So, do you want to tell me why you are avoiding your ‘boyfriend’? I can only hope he has offended you in some way that you are finally ready to end the charade,” he says rolling over to face me.
 

“I would love to end it. He has gotten way too wrapped up in the acting and has started carrying it over behind closed doors,” I tell him.
 

“That sounds like we have an issue. I am okay with sharing you to keep the idiots from making derogatory comments about you because they seem to upset you, but I will not allow him to have any other part of you,” he says angrily.
 

“I think you are getting a little possessive of your dinner there, buddy. Plus, this day in age anyone making fun of me is just a tad bit moronic, if they do it within my hearing range. Your anger, though, is kind of sexy. You don’t usually get worked up over such little things,” I say brushing my hand across his cheek.
 

“We both know, love, that you are more than just a meal to me. You have been from almost the very start,” he says leaning down to kiss my forehead. “If the boy makes too much of a nuisance for you, just pack your things up and move here with me. You can still pick up their little contracts, without having to be under their watchful eye. I have even offered you the head security position here, if you want to get out of the assassin business altogether.”
 

“I know and you are a sweetheart for giving me options. I will talk with Ryan tonight and see if we cannot get this worked out. It’s been the only home I have known my whole life. Even with the way the others act around me, it would be really hard to leave,” I tell him.
 

“I just want to make sure you don’t forget those options exist. So, aside from pea for brains, how have things been going for you? We haven’t had a nice sit down, or lie down, talk for a while. You have been so busy that I didn’t want to bother you.”
 

“I trust Hamburger and Milkshake have kept you nourished without me,” I say with a laugh. “Things have been good. Lots of paranorms acting out right now, so I have been spending most of my time seeking the riffraff out. Got a short trip to Paris out of the deal running one of them to ground.”
 

“I am guessing you didn’t actually get a chance to enjoy the scenery. Maybe sometime we should take a vacation there. Get away from the dreary underground of Night Owl City and spread our wings.” This is a new tactic. He hasn’t ever tried to get me to go on vacation with him before. It is somewhat intriguing. “And just for the record, I am surprised you haven’t figured it out, there is no Hamburger and Milkshake around when you are off crime fighting. That would feel like cheating and I find that very distasteful.”
 

I stare it for a full minute after that comment. What is it about the guys in my life revealing things I am not sure I want to know? First Ryan acts like we are a real couple and now this.
 

“There is no way that is possible. Vampires have to feed every day to even function. You wouldn’t be here talking to me, if you hadn’t fed in the last month.”
 

“Well yes, most vampires would need to feed that often, but I have two things going for me that make it so daily feedings aren’t necessary. One I am old, really old. I don’t go around town telling people my exact age, but suffice it to say I am probably the oldest vampire anyone can find. Because of my age, even when we first met I only had to feed once a week. From the beginning you were always meant to be my only source of nutrition.
 

“The second reason I can go so long is your blood itself. I didn’t realize it at first, but eventually I started testing how long I could go without having to call you. As you can see, we are up to a month now and I called you more tonight because I missed you than really having to eat. Don’t get me wrong, I still hope to have a bite of my cheeseburger, but I wouldn’t go insane or weak without it,” he says lifting up my arm and smelling my bloodlines.
 

“Seriously, I am the only vintage you have tasted in about three years? You don’t even take that much. I guess I hang out with more werewolves than vampires, but it just seems odd,” I say as he starts licking my arm. “I would think you needed more.”
 

“You should stay away from other vampires when not in my presence. I don’t think it would have the same effect on them, but I don’t want to chance someone else finding out about you. This vintage is one that I have bought the entire stock of,” he says as he sinks his fangs into my wrist.
 

Briefly pondering why he thinks he is special, I am quickly wrapped up in the normal feelings that come with Sebastian eating his dinner. He quickly figured out how to make it so we both feel completion during our intense feedings. Like usual, the second he bites down I am taken to a world so full of pleasure a tornado could rip the building to shreds around us and I wouldn’t care.
 

“Oh God yes,” I hear Sebastian scream as he releases my arm.
 

I become aware enough to realize that at some point during his snack, I grabbed his arm and bit down hard enough to draw blood myself and am now slowly having my own unexpected meal. I quickly release the arm and try to figure out how and why that happened.
 

Sebby has obviously gone delirious because he decides now would be a good time to test the sponginess of my tonsils and crawls on top of me securing his lips to my mouth. His kiss is nothing like the ones Ryan has given me, even the ones where Ryan was trying to be passionate.
 

Sebastian’s kiss blows me into the Milky Way with the amount of desire that starts to flow through my body. Before he goes too far, I bite gently on his tongue to try to tell him we need to talk about this. Just because the Kool-Aid was extra sugary tonight, doesn’t mean we get to sleep together in the way he seems to be hoping.
 

Knowing me as well as he does, he takes the bite to be the red light and not some symbol to move on full steam ahead. He pulls back after giving me one more kiss on the lips and rolls over on his back returning to his side of the bed.
 

“Well that was different,” I say trying to clear the air as we both catch our breaths.
 

He chuckles in a sort of drunken way. “Love, you have no idea. When you bit me I thought I might shoot fireworks out my head. That was without a doubt the best experience I have ever had and I am still wearing my pants. Here, in the chaos I didn’t get your wound sealed. You don’t want to leave here with that still opened.” He grabs my arm and swiftly closes up the small holes.
 

“I don’t know how much time passed, did you get enough? I don’t really want to offer more right now, but I don’t want you to be hungry,” I say still a little blitzed from the feeding.
 

“After that, I am not sure I will ever have to eat again. I guess I should ask if you got enough, love. I think your trying to get a little taste is what blew it up to volcanic proportions.”
 

“Since that is the only thing that was different this time, I would have to agree. I really don’t know what possessed me to do that. I didn’t know I even had at the time. Is your arm okay? I don’t exactly have nice pointy teeth to make nice incisions,” I pick up his hand worried about the damage I may have done.
 

“No problem, it is all healed,” he says waving it in front of me. “You are going to have to keep yourself alive for the next week or so. I don’t imagine you got a ton of blood, but until it is out of your system there is the chance you might turn. Maybe sometime we can talk about finishing that process, but I don’t think either of us is quite ready.”
 

“I am not sure I could handle being a vampire right now, so I will be extra careful on my next mission,” I say sitting up. Now that they euphoria is wearing off, I should probably get going. Sebastian has already been talking like we are a couple and it pains me to hear these things from him. I try to go into our meetings thinking he just finds me a delicious meal and attempt to make myself deaf when he calls me love. If I knew my heart wouldn't eventually get broken, I would go full steam ahead with the relationship. It would be a great solution to my Ryan problem, but in the end I know it wouldn't work out.
 

“Running already. You would think I would become used to it. Maybe next time if I don’t wait a whole month, you won’t turn into a wild woman,” he says standing in one fluid motion. It is really creepy sometimes to watch him move. “Remember, if pea head starts acting stupid, my door is always open for you, my love.”
 

He walks around and lifts me off the bed and to my feet. “You will be my first stop if my talk doesn’t go as planned. I probably better brush my teeth before I go and change back into my dress. I don’t want anyone getting suspicious.”
 

“You do that,” he says caressing my face. His hand feels good, so I lean into it and close my eyes. “I wish I could ask you to not take this next mission. I have seen things that worry me and may affect how you feel towards me. If I could prevent them, I would, but I have always promised myself to allow you to live your life.”
 

“No hints?” I whine as I open my eyes to stare into his sad ones.
 

“No, the gift of the future I have never hated more than I do now, but I still will not sway you. Just know I am always here for you and will always love you,” he says giving me one last kiss before he flashes out of the room.
 

“I love you, too,” I whisper to the empty room. Sadly, it is the truth, even though eventually he will be forced to leave me, I cannot help but feel love for him. He may call me love all the time, but this is the first time he has actually declared his love for me. For now, I choose to be happy with his declaration.
 

I hurry in the bathroom to change and get myself righted. No one in the club would notice a disheveled woman walking through, but I never know who may be waiting outside while I make the trek back to the van.
 

I fold my clothes and I know Sebastian will have them laundered while I am away. I also take a moment to send him a quick text saying I will see him again within two weeks. A month was obviously too long for one of us, and amazingly enough it wasn’t the hungry vampire.
 





 
  


Chapter 4
 

Man troubles. Who needs them?
 

The trip back to the van and the ride to the Collective habitation are uneventful. In fact, they are downright boring. After quickly changing back into my assassin attire, the only thing I had going for me was trying to figure out how to make Sebastian happy and what his cryptic message actually meant. I don’t know of anything that would make me feel different about him. Even though I have only known him for three years, he really is my closest friend. Short of going on a killing spree, he can do no wrong.
 

With my oldest friend driving me crazy as of late, I really cannot stand to lose Sebby. He has to know I would always choose him over something one of my targets say. I mean, my targets are marked for death, they would say anything to get me to not kill them.
 

I haven’t received my next assignment yet, so I have a little time to decide what I should do. I know he said he wanted me to make my own choices, but the fact that this choice may make me not want to be close to him, has me not wanting to take the assignment.
 

After parking the car, I follow the path to my living quarters. The co-Hab, as we call it, is a secluded building in a large wooded area. With all the werewolves it houses, the forest comes in handy when they need to shift and go for runs. It is more or less a motel. Entrances to the rooms are all on the outside, so there isn't a lot of mingling, which is all done in the Collective proper. Right as I am about to initiate the fingerprint scan that will allow me entrance to my pod, a voice startles me.
 

“You reek of him tonight. I thought maybe so much time had passed that you had stopped seeing him.”
 

I turn around to face Ryan looking at me with angry eyes that match Sebastian’s from earlier. There was a small moment when my night was actually going good. Maybe I should go back in time and not kill the target for tonight and see if it doesn’t turn out differently.
 

I complete the scan, so we can take the conversation inside the apartment. I am guessing by the way he is acting this isn’t something I want to be heard by others. For that reason, I press my privacy button the second we enter. That should jam any listening devices that have been installed in my quarters and keep outside ears from tuning in.
 

“How do you know my informant isn’t a female?” I ask. The answer is obvious and Ryan thankfully doesn’t know who this informant is or what the nature of our relationship really is. I do have a few other vampire informants, so it isn’t like Sebastian is the only one. He is the only one I see privately in his bedroom, but not the only one I talk to.
 

“You already know I can sense the difference. This werewolf nose is at least good enough for that. What happened tonight that made it so I want to stand downwind of you?” he asks plugging his nose. We both know that won't do him much good and it is more a gesture of his disgust for the kind of people I have been hanging around.
 

I am guessing the fact that I have a bit of Sebastian’s blood running through my veins has something to do with that and no shower is going to make it better. Of course, I cannot exactly just come out and say that to Ryan. It would be the second time tonight that I had a guy thinking about shooting fireworks out his head and this won't be the happy variety.
 

“Nothing really. He just asked to meet, so he could tell me about a shifty character he has seen around town the last few nights in case it is something I end up having to follow up on. It was like any of our other meetings,” I say. As far as meetings went, the description was on par with what usually happens with my other informants.
 

“I am tired of playing second fiddle to him. I think I should come along on these meetings to see what really does transpire. I am your boyfriend and I have a right to know how you are spending your time with other males,” he says.
 

“First off, in case you didn’t notice you are my pretend boyfriend and if that is getting to be too much of a hardship for you we can make that relationship go away easy peasy,” I say getting angry myself. I cannot believe he thinks he owns me. Sebby gets upset that I have Ryan here, but he doesn’t try to control how I live my life.
 

“Secondly in case your werewolf nose has taken a little vacation or cannot sense it through the vampire stink, as you would call it, my virtue is still safely intact, so there should be no worry on your part about how I spend my time. I am not out there making myself available to anyone who can offer me some information on one of my targets. They, like you, have mates that eventually, I am sure, they will find, so I don’t waste my time trying to hook up with them. Now, if you started smelling tasty humans on me, you might have an issue because with them I don’t have to worry about some girl walking in one day and breaking my heart by taking a guy away from me.”
 

I really wish that dang mate issue wasn't standing in my way. Sebastian and I have such an easy relationship that it wouldn’t be hard to fall into a habit of living with him day after day. Of course, living behind a club where people have sex, do drugs and try really hard each day to be even more depraved than they were the day before, may have an effect on that decision.
 

“Wait hold on just a second,” Ryan says in his calming voice. “No one said anything about us breaking up. I don’t want that at all. I just get frustrated when I smell another male on you and it is worse than usual. I am sorry I lost my temper.”
 

“Look Ryan, you have been my friend forever and I really appreciate that,” I say copying his calmness. “You stuck around even when that made you unpopular, but I really think you should get out and try to find the right girl for you. We both know she isn't me because I am not a werewolf. You have spent so much time with me that I am afraid you are missing out on other opportunities.”
 

“It's him isn't it,” he yells back doing a total one eighty. Heck, this might be a three sixty. His face is growing redder by the second. “That's it. I don't care what kind of information he is giving you, you cannot see him anymore.”
 

“Out!” I scream at the top of my lungs. “You get out of this apartment right now and don't you ever come back making demands of me again. You don't own me Ryan Hart.” I walk to the door and open it waiting for him to exit.
 

“I think we should both take some time to calm down. Being around your scent and his is making my head muddled. I will leave for now, but once you are cleaned up we will continue this conversation,” he says storming out of the room still acting like he would have a say in whether or not I meet with Sebastian.
 

Fat chance, I think to myself as I start moving my tongue around in my mouth. My gums have started to hurt and for some reason something feels off. I shut and lock the door and head to the bathroom to see if maybe during Sebastian's thorough kiss something got nicked.
 

When I look in the mirror to investigate, what I find is definitely not what was expected. First I have targets telling me I am a werewolf and now I conveniently sprout little baby vampire fangs. Oh, this is just too good to be true.
 

Sadly, since I have spent more time with the wolves, I don't exactly know how to make the teeth pop back into my gums. I really hope I don't start having crazy cravings. As I mentioned to Sebastian earlier, I just don't think I can handle being a vampire at present. Speaking of the devil, I should probably call and ask what to do about the teeth. Even though they are kind of cute, I don't want to walk around here flashing them.
 

I dig out my secure throwaway cell phone that I have, so far, never had to use. It only has one number in it and that goes straight to Sebastian's cell phone of a similar nature. I really hope he has it on him because I don't want to spend all night trying to get a hold of him.
 

Thankfully he answers on the second ring. “Love, what's wrong. Pea brain didn't try to hurt you did he?” he asks with a worried edge to his voice.
 

For some reason, I find it funny and laugh. “No darling,” I respond calling him something I have never called him before. “He yelled some, but even he is smart enough not to take me on. I do have a slight issue, which is probably going to cause me to move out of co-Hab for a while, but not necessarily in with you.”
 

“Do you want me to set you up in one of my offsite houses? I realize Sins probably isn't the place you want to live and I am fine with that. I have two house and three apartments that can be made available for you.”
 

“I may take you up on that. I haven't started packing yet, however. That won't start until you can give me a little advice,” I say.
 

“If you are wondering if you should really leave pea brains, then my advice is to go for it,” he says enthusiastically.
 

“No silly, that is probably a given with the advice I am really looking for. I am surprised your all-knowing self doesn't already know.”
 

“As I may have mentioned before, my clairvoyant tendencies are not always clear and with you I tend to have more trouble than most. You tend to change your mind so much that nothing is ever set in stone. So please, fill me in on what you need,” he says.
 

“Okay, so hypothetically, say you know someone who was just turned into a vampire,” I start.
 

“I thought I mentioned it would be best for you not to be around other vampires,” he says interrupting me. He knows I have occasional meetings with other sources, but I imagine he also has meetings with those sources to ensure my safety.
 

Ignoring him and continuing my thought. “And this person was having an argument and just after or during that argument they sprouted little adorable baby fangs, how would you suggest you teach them to put the fangs away?”
 

“Nyx,” Sebastian says in his serious voice. “Being around a baby vampire is not safe for you. You have my blood in you and they may not be able to control their hunger. I am on my way, but please lock yourself in a room to try to keep them away until I can get there.” I hear a whoosh and the call is dropped.
 

Crap I didn't handle that as well as I should of and now he is on his way over here. With our secret meetings, he has never actually been here, but he knows where I live, so I know he won't get lost. I hope I can keep his arrival as much of a secret as possible. To ease things along, I walk over to the front door and open it. I figure he isn't bothering with a car, since he can fly faster, so I might as well clear the runway.
 

Within a minute I find him standing in my pod and I shut the door behind him to give us some privacy.
 

“If you would have waited five more seconds I could have told you I wasn't in any danger,” I say crossing my arms over my chest and giving my best irritated look.
 

“Nyx you were talking about helping a baby vampire with their fangs out. Usually that indicates they are either ready to fight or are hungry. Either of those things might have been deadly to you if you weren't prepared,” he says crossing the room and taking me in his arms. “Now where is the vampire? I will help them and make sure they have a good, legal source of food lined up.”
 

“Well, so far the vampire isn't showing any signs of being hungry, and as far as location, I would say she is in your arms.”
 





 
  


Chapter 5
 

I am a freak, see picture in dictionary
 

“In my arms?” he asks stepping back to stare down at me. I just open my mouth wide to show off my new chompers. “How in the world did you manage to die from my place to here? You haven't even been gone a full hour. Not only that, it usually takes at least a full day for your body to make the conversion. How in the world are you up and moving already?”
 

“I told you they were cute, didn't I?” I ask ignoring all of his questions, mainly because I don't have an answer for any of them.
 

“Yes they are adorable, love. In fact, you should probably quit showing them to me because they are making me think naughty thoughts. Now please try to answer my questions as best as possible,” he says.
 

“Fine,” I say closing my mouth. “Pretty much the only thing I really know is that I didn't die. I drove straight home, no problems, and then arrived here and faced off with Ryan. He was really pissed that I smelled like I had been rolling around on a vampire. I figured it was just your blood in my system that was irritating him. When I finally kicked him out, I started to feel my new fangs popping through and went to the bathroom to check it out.”
 

“And you aren't thirsty? Usually babies are pretty hungry once they turn,” he states.
 

“I don't think I am. Should I try to find a bottle of blood or something to quench it, so I don't go all crazy when I move into my new place?” I question.
 

“We can quench your thirst if you want, but it won't be with a bottle of blood or some willing donor you find. It would seem that at least for the next few months, you cannot leave my side for more than an hour or two.”
 

I look at him trying to figure out what he is saying. The way he is looking back indicates I should have no problem reading in between the lines. He waits patiently as I think back to something he has said that would make sense in this situation. I, finally, remember earlier today when he mentioned that feeding on someone else would be like cheating on me.
 

“If we are both vampires that means I am not your cheeseburger anymore, right?” I ask.
 

“In most cases that would be the truth, but in ours it means I get to be your French Fries.”
 

“How is that even possible?” I ask. “I thought you had to have human blood to live.”
 

“Technically blood is blood to us. Usually vampire blood is not very appetizing to us and we don't feed from each other often. In the case of mates, as you would call it, they are only able to drink each other’s blood. I am sure you haven't run across many vampire ‘mates’ because they tend to be really rare, so you aren't equipped with that tidbit of information.”
 

Reading between the lines, he just told me that we are mates. I didn't know they were rare amongst vampires. I thought they were just like the wolves and everyone eventually ended up paired. That is kind of cool for me to actually have one after I have been on the edge of society so long because it was thought that I never would be able to mate. As I was thinking earlier, he would be the mate I would choose, if I got to do the choosing, so I am actually pretty excited about this revelation. Evidently, so excited that I am rambling in my mind.
 

“So we are mates and that is awesome news, how in the world did I go from being human to becoming a vampire? I keep having people tell me I am a fricken werewolf. It doesn't make a lot of sense,” I say trying to work it out in my head.
 

“Do you know anything about your father?” he asks. This is kind of a delicate subject for me. I am not supposed to know about my father, but I have found a little bit of the information the Collective has been hiding from me on that subject.
 

“I know he exists and is probably alive. Aside from that, I don't know much,” I tell him.
 

“Okay from what I can gather, you have both recessive vampire and wolf genes. I have known from the moment I first inhaled your scent that you were not fully human. You believed yourself to be, though and I wasn't sure if there was a reason for that or not, so I never said anything. I mean you didn't mention the traits, but I thought having grown up in the Collective they would have mentioned it. I am sure you had a blood test some time in your twenty plus years. Taking my blood today must have triggered your vampire genes,” he explains. “I really didn't know it would cause this. I would have been more careful otherwise.”
 

“Wait a second. I am some sort of wolf vampire hybrid? How is that even possible? Those two species cannot breed together,” I counter.
 

“True they cannot and if they could, they wouldn't. Our species get along well enough inside the Collective, but we really dislike each other when it comes down to it. Werewolves, even though they claim otherwise, do not have a great sense of smell in their humanoid form. They are good with genders, but other than being able to smell another wolf on you, they cannot determine species. I imagine, unless they had access to your blood test they would think you to be a really weak wolf because of the human and vampire genes that also make up your being.
 

“If they tell you they smell a vampire, they are really just guessing. Pea for brains probably just smells a male on you in general and knows it isn't another werewolf. As far as he was concerned, it could have just as likely been a human, but since you aren't known to hang with that crowd, or demons or witches, he made an educated guess that you probably confirmed.
 

“Back to your genetics, I have a feeling your father was actually a werewolf,” he says and I do know that is a true statement, but I don’t verbalize it. “I have to believe your mother was a human, otherwise this just isn't possible. She had to have been attacked by a vampire late in her pregnancy and was either turned and then still gave birth to you or she died and you were cut out of her with vampire blood somehow still in your veins.”
 

That part of the story I haven't heard. I only know for sure the paternal side of the equation. I was told that him being a werewolf was not enough to pass the gene down to me, so the thought that my mother was human makes a lot of sense.
 

“I guess I can understand that. I am a little hurt you didn't tell me we were mates sooner, though. That might have been more fun in the bedroom for you,” I say with a little wink.
 

“As I have said, I don't want to influence your choices. You are only part vampire. You are also part werewolf and if those genes were ever triggered you may feel more of a connection with your werewolf mate than you do me,” he says.
 

“But now that I have my vampire mate, I don't have to worry about my werewolf one, right? Those genes cannot be triggered, can they?” I ask.
 

“You are one of a kind, love. I don't know if they can be triggered or not now that you have sprouted your little fangs,” he says with a laugh.
 

“But I can't be both and you better hope Ryan hasn't really been my mate all these years and he just never figured it out. If so, I think you are going to have a fight on your hands,” I tell him while I ponder the possibilities.
 

“I don't think the wee lad will be much of a challenge for the twelve hundred year old vampire. The poor boy won't know what hit him if he tries to take me on,” he states with a cockiness that makes me want to take him on just to knock him down a peg.
 

“Are you really that old?” I ask. This is the first time he has actually given me an age and it is much older than I thought. I had guessed maybe four hundred. Most of the vampires I have met that are willing to give an age are under two hundred.
 

“I was born in 743 A.D., so yes I am twelve hundred and sixty nine years old. I hope you don't mind being stuck with a cradle robber.”
 

“You don't look a day over two hundred, so I am sure no one will notice the age difference,” I say laughing. He joins me and then puts his palm to my cheek.
 

“Love, your fangs have gone away. I know how much you liked them, but for now it is best that they stay hidden,” he says.
 

I put my fingers up to my teeth and sure enough, they are back to normal. Cool. Now I just need to pack and then I can figure out living arrangements.
 

“Let me pack a few days’ worth of clothes and then we can leave. Anything else, I can just pick up at the store. It isn't like I have a ton a keepsakes,” I run to the bedroom and get out my duffel bag.
 

After I throw in an assortment of pants and tops, I grab the few weapons I have in the house. Since I just got back from an execution, most of my main gear is still in the Suburban. With my clothes and weapons packed, I am ready to go.
 

“Are you riding with me, or are you going to fly back?” I ask.
 

“I am with you, of course. I did mention that it is probably best that we don't separate for a little while. Since you weren't actually turned and were born with the trait, you may not experience the baby hunger pains, but I am going to be there if you do. No feeding on anyone else,” he says sternly as we walk towards the door.
 

When I open the door, it is only to be faced with Ryan whose hand is raised getting ready to knock. He looks at my bag and then looks up at me sadly, right before he noticed Sebby standing behind me. As soon as he sees him, his eyes light up as if he is going to shift.
 

Son of a sea faring walrus, and here I thought my day was finally looking up. Obviously, my life has become one huge joke to whoever is out there controlling the cosmos.
 





 
  


Chapter 6
 

My new home sweet home
 

“What is he doing here?” Ryan yells practically foaming at his mouth.
 

“Shh. You don't have to shout. We all have very good hearing,” I tell him.
 

I hope that is a true statement. I have always thought werewolves had good hearing, but since Sebastian brought up their sense of smell not really being as good as they pretend, it makes me wonder. Either way, I am still happy I had my privacy button hit during me and Sebastian's conversation.
 

“I know for a fact that Sebastian deYork is not your little vampire informant, so why would he be here helping you pack a bag?” Ryan asks. “He doesn't seem like the kind of person you would be hanging around with. In fact, if the rumors are right, he isn't the type of person any Collective agent hangs around with unless they want to become deceased.”
 

“You are right. Sebastian is not an informant that would be idiotic on his part. He is, however, someone I have met and consider to be on friendly enough standings that I am going to move into one of his available apartments until I can think about things,” I tell him.
 

Standing in between a pissed off werewolf and vampire is actually a little exciting for me. I guess it just goes to prove that I am always going to be an adrenaline junky.
 

“You are just going to up and abandon your kind for a vampire?” Ryan asks harshly.
 

“Last time I checked, I was human Ryan. I haven't been among my kind since the day I was dropped off,” I say not wanting him to find out I am actually a vampire now or the fact that I am aware there might be a little werewolf in me.
 

“I wasn't being literal,” he says back pedaling. For the first time, I realize that he actually knew I wasn't a plain, ordinary human. I wonder if he has known all along. Sebastian said that the wolves would have thought I was a weaker version of them, so he must have. It hurts more knowing that he kept that information away from me than me losing him as a friend because he thinks I am having some crazy vampire affair.
 

“No, of course not,” Sebastian pipes in for the first time. “Needless to say it isn't that far from dawn and I would like to get Nyx settled before I have to retire for the day.”
 

“You don't have to go Nyxie,” Ryan says. “We can work this out. It was just a little lovers’ quarrel. You cannot just walk out on what we have.”
 

Part of me is a little bit happy that if I had to go one way or the other, that vampire was the side I landed on. I am starting to think werewolves are not all that mentally sound.
 

“Ryan, to have a lovers’ quarrel I am pretty sure you have to be sleeping together and everyone here knows I have never slept with anyone. You have always been a great friend, but lately there has been something wrong and until we can both figure out what that is, I think it is best if I move away,” I reach for his hand, but he jerks it away.
 

“As I told you earlier, this talk isn't over. I don't really want to discuss this in front of your 'friend', so why don't you come back when he takes his nap for the day. Then we can figure out where things have gone wrong and work to fix them,” he says. Done with his speech he runs off shifting as he goes and heads for the woods.
 

Sebastian spins me around real quick and makes a zipper motion with his lips. I nod, understanding that the werewolf hearing thing must be true because he doesn't want us to talk about what just happened.
 

“So, do you know which apartment you would prefer me to stay in?” I ask as we make our way to my vehicle. “I don't want to be too much trouble. Oh and thanks again, for letting me use it until I can find a place of my own.”
 

“Not a problem Nyx, and yes, I have an idea of which one to put you in. It is the one I use the least, so there is no problem with you staying as long as you need,” he replies. “When you exit the drive take a left.”
 

We get buckled in and I follow his directions out of the Collective. As I leave, I wonder if I will actually come back. Any assignments they have for me, I can pick up on my phone, so there isn't really a reason to come around. After finding out they have lied to me all my life, I am leaning towards striking out on my own.
 

Although, I think if they still offer me the assignment that had Sebby worried, I will take it. At first, I was hesitant, but now I am really curious to find out what this target could say to sever our bond.
 

“They are following. This will make things interesting. Head towards Park Street. That is where I want you to stay. You will have plenty of space to yourself and there is even a gym, so you can train. If you ever need a partner to practice with, just give me a call. I am usually not far,” he says putting his hand on my thigh.
 

“Sounds good and thanks again for allowing me to use the space. Hopefully it won't be for too long, just let me know what kind of compensation you need for me using the place,” I say knowing that if I wanted it, he would probably just give me the apartment.
 

“I am sure we will come up with a figure we can both live on, for now let’s just worry about getting you settled,” he says as he directs me to the underground parking garage of my temporary home.
 

We get out and he quickly grabs my bag and my hand and drags me inside. He steers us through a couple hallways before coming to an elevator. He swipes a card and then hits the penthouse button.
 

“Really?” I ask. He just turns and smiles. I am guessing we are still within hearing range of Collective ears.
 

When the elevator opens it is right into a foyer decorated with elegant black marble floors. The walls are painted a rich gold color and there are two statues to greet us. One is of David and the other is the Venus de Milo.
 

“Even if they are replicas, I imagine those set you back a pretty penny,” I say as the elevator closes behind us.
 

“Those are originals, I will have you know. The replicas have always been on display for others to see. You will find I have a very extensive art collection. I have always had an eye for talent and I like to surround myself with the finest art,” he says leading me into the penthouse proper.
 

“Wow,” I say taking in the sleek, modernly decorated place. From the co-Hab to this, one might just have a heart attack.
 

The space is wide open. In the back corner, I can see a king size bed with gold and purple ruffles and pillows. It has stairs to actually climb up into it because of its size. That area also hosts a couple gorgeous cherry wood colored dressers and a matching armoire.
 

The living area has black furniture, two sofas and a chair. They are black and sit low to the ground. Not really comfortable looking to me, but when you have a bed the size of Texas in the same room nothing looks all that comfy.
 

The rest of the space is filled with art to make you feel like you are in a gallery. Everything is really pretty and expensive looking. The ceiling has recessed lighting that highlights each piece perfectly.
 

I notice there is no kitchen or dining room area and suspect, or hope, that somewhere there is a hidden door revealing a bathroom. Aside from the art, the room’s main feature is the floor to ceiling windows that offer an incredible view of Night Owl City. It is still pretty dark outside, but I can see the sun just starting to rise in the horizon.
 

“Do you need to retreat to a hiding place?” I ask still studying the view.
 

“No, love, the sun will not bother me. I should probably leave, so our watchers do not get suspicious. I will return shortly. Make yourself at home. Let me show you where the bathroom is, if you would like to wash up,” he says dragging me away from the window.
 

He walks towards the bed and moves to the wall about ten feet away from it. I notice then that he hits a button that without knowing it is there, you would never see. The wall slides back to reveal an oasis.
 

I thought his bathroom at Sins was nice, but this takes the cake. The centerpiece of the room is a huge Jacuzzi tub. I swear at least ten people would fit in that thing. There is a large vanity area to the left of the tub and in the back corner is a beautiful walk-in shower.
 

“Can I just sleep in here?” I ask noting that it does have a toilet as well.
 

“That would be rather uncomfortable, I am sure. I will also show you how to find the kitchen. With your genetic makeup, I am not sure if you will still need to eat normal food or not,” he says guiding me to the wall close to where we entered the room. A hidden button later and we are in a chef inspired kitchen.
 

“Do a lot of entertaining in here?” I ask marveling at the shininess of it all.
 

“No, other than the workmen who helped move things in, this apartment has been untouched by outsiders. It is one of the reasons why I wanted to bring you here. Now as I said love, I should leave to make this look like something other than me moving my girlfriend into our love nest,” he says taking my hands and kissing my cheek. “I won’t be gone more than a half an hour, make yourself at home. The remote on the coffee table runs everything, in case you get bored.”
 

With that, he releases me and hurries out of the penthouse. Okay, not sure how he expects to get back in if he is being followed, but it seems he knows what he is doing. I walk to the fridge and open it to see what bounty there may be. Since he doesn’t entertain here, I am guessing there won’t be much. I am correct in that assumption, but upon checking out the freezer, I notice that my options are looking up.
 

I grab a frozen steak and fling it into the microwave to defrost. I haven’t eaten in a while and I am actually feeling a little bit hungry. This will be a good test to see my diet has dramatically changed in the past couple of hours.
 

While it is getting all unfrozen, I decide to change into something a little more comfortable. I switch into a black workout outfit similar to the ones I always wear at Sins. Now I need Sebastian to come back, so he can tell me where to discard the rancid smelling clothes I was just wearing. Werewolf guts really do smell bad.
 

When the steak is done defrosting, I grab a skillet and get to work. I have always enjoyed my steaks on the rare side. I wonder now if those werewolf genes had anything to do with that. After giving it just enough heat to get a nice sear on the outside, I find a plate, fork, and knife and dish it up.
 

There isn’t really a place to sit and eat, unless there is a hidden dining room I don’t know about, so I take my food to the coffee table and make myself comfortable on one of the sofas, or at least as comfortable as you can while sitting on a rock. They really aren’t that nice to sit on. If I stay here very long, we may need to make some furnishing changes.
 

I cut into my steak and pretty much start to drool. I take it as a good sign and put a big bite into my mouth. As I chew, my mouth explodes with flavor. Yum, a steak has never tasted so good. In fact, it is so good that before I know it, I am left staring at an empty plate.
 

I glare at it pouting slightly that there isn’t more. “I thought you saved those noises only for my feeding times,” Sebby says his arms folded across his chest leaning against the wall opposite me.
 

“Please tell me I wasn’t moaning,” I say slightly embarrassed.
 

“Not really, but I could tell you were enjoying it. So, food still is important to you, that is good to see. I didn’t want my little mistake to totally change your life,” he says crossing the room to sit next to me.
 

“I am pretty sure it was I who bit you, so I would say it was my mistake. I am not really sure it should be classified as a mistake, though. I mean, I found out I can actually have a significant other that isn’t going to find a mate and leave me someday. To me that is basically my dreams come true. That is what everyone is taught to aspire to at the Collective,” I tell him.
 

“Yes, I know what hogwash they teach at the Collective. They want all the paranorms to pair off and make new little paranorms they can corrupt for their own goals. Me and them have never seen eye to eye and to find out that you have been lied to all these years, doesn’t make me want to kill them any less,” he says tensely.
 

“Hey, for now let’s not think about them. I am thinking after one more mission I should probably cut ties with them anyway. Eventually, they would see my baby fangs and that wouldn’t be good in a place mostly run by werewolves. I am sure the vampires there would get a kick out of it, but probably only for a couple minutes. Then they would perceive me as a threat and issue an execution order on me,” I say grabbing his hand and curling my fingers around it.
 

“An execution order on their perfect assassin that would be kind of funny. We have a lot to talk about, but as the sun gets higher in the sky, I am getting a bit sleepy. Come, let’s sleep our first day together in hopes that there are many more to follow,” he says lifting me bridal style from the couch in one quick motion.
 

“You sure you wouldn’t be more comfortable sleeping on the couch?” I ask. “I haven’t ever actually slept in the same bed as another person.”
 

“Those couches are like rocks, so no I wouldn’t be more comfortable there. If you want space, the bed is surely big enough for the two of us. I have had plenty of time to think of us as a couple, but I know this is all new to you, so I won’t push. Everything is your choice.”
 

“Sebby, I wouldn’t allow myself to think of us as a couple because I was sure it would never happen. Now that it has out of the blue, it is going to take me a little time to wrap my mind around the fact that I am not actually dreaming,” I tell him as he lays me in the bed.
 

“No worries, love. We have eternity to figure everything out, in case you hadn’t noticed. It seems I have a lot to teach you in the coming days because the Collective’s curriculum doesn’t seem up to snuff from what I have heard,” he says relaxing on the bed next to me, but keeping a respectable distance.
 

I guess he likes to sleep in his clothes because he makes no move to change. Fine by me. The second my head hit the pillow the enormity of the things that happened today hits me and I find myself exhausted by the lot of it. Within minutes, my eyes shut and I am fast asleep.
 





 
  


Chapter 7
 

Relationships are trouble
 

I wake up the next evening to wonderful smells coming from the kitchen and an empty bed. A girl could get used to this, I think rolling out of bed and heading towards the kitchen. I can make out the smells of eggs, bacon and something cinnamony. The cinnamon smell is making me very happy and seems to be on top of all the other scents.
 

“What ya making?” I ask as I peruse the bounty.
 

“I ran out and got some perishable items since you may be here a while. I haven’t had to cook anything for a very long time, and back then we didn’t have fancy stoves, so I thought I would try my hand at it. I also wanted to do a little experiment,” he replies as he turns to kiss the end of my nose.
 

“I am not seeing anything with cinnamon. Why am I getting that scent really strong and why am I finding it so appealing?” I ask breathing in deeply.
 

“My guess is that would be me, love. It seems your sense of smell has kicked up a few notches to go along with the fangs. Eventually, you will get used to it, but for a while it might be overwhelming,” he says smiling and turning to start putting food on plates.
 

“What do I smell like?” I ask curious, not really picking up anything, as I smell my own skin.
 

“We each may smell like something different to other people, but to me you smell like coconuts. Whenever you are around I picture us on a sunny beach watching the waves roll in,” he says in a dreamlike voice.
 

“Interesting,” I say thinking of how funny it is for a vampire to be thinking about sitting on a sunny beach. “You are going to have to fill me in on all the rules of being a vampire. I have a feeling, like you mentioned last night, that my teachings have been wrong.”
 

“More than likely. We are a very secretive species, so we like to leak half-truths to confuse people on what we are really like,” he says walking me to the table with plates in his hands.
 

I settle down on the rocky couch and take the plate he offers. “What is the second plate for?”
 

“Me,” he says bringing his plate to his face and taking a deep breath. “After watching you eat that steak last night, I got to thinking that maybe your part human and werewolf blood has given me the ability to actually digest this stuff. For some reason, I woke up hungry this morning and it wasn’t for you.”
 

“Interesting,” I say taking a bite from my own food. There is no seasoning on the scrambled eggs, which is fine with me, but it does seem to have some cheese melted in with them and it is really tasty.
 

I look up and watch him slowly put the fork in his mouth and remove it. He gradually starts to chew and then swallows the food. Not really knowing what vampires do with normal food, I am not sure if the experiment is a success or not.
 

“I think I like cheddar cheese,” he says and proceeds to annihilate the food on his plate. That, I am guessing, isn’t a vampire response, so it seems I do bring a little something to this partnership. I quickly finish my own food and clear the plates, so I can do the dishes.
 

“You don’t have to do that,” he says joining me.
 

“You cooked, I clean. Those be the rules,” I say making quick work of the dishes.
 

“I can have a maid come in here to clean up after us. When it is just me, I don’t make much mess, but the two of us, actually eating, might,” he says.
 

“It isn’t a bother, so I wouldn’t worry about it,” I tell him. “Do you have plans to go into work today?”
 

“Nope, I am taking a vacation. Although, if anyone asks for me at the club, I am in an important meeting,” he says picking me up and carrying me back to the comfy bed.
 

I situate myself so I am sitting leaning against the headboard and he joins me. “How have you been able to come and go without raising the alarm?”
 

“Tunnels. All my places have secret tunnels into them. It gives me a needed sense of freedom because more than likely my movements are usually watched, even without riding in to your rescue,” he explains.
 

“I could see why the Collective would want to keep tabs on you. You are a very resourceful person,” I say.
 

“That I am,” he says linking our hands together. “So where should we start your reeducation?”
 

“You have already mentioned that you personally only had to drink once a week before meeting me, can you go into more detail about vampires’ eating habits in general?” I ask. “I had always thought it was an everyday thing.”
 

“More than likely meant to keep you away from potentially hungry vampires. As babies, yes, vampires eat usually three or four times a day. They cannot really help it. It is just something their body needs. Around the century mark, they can usually start to limit it to once a day. As they get older, more time can pass, but most still seem to enjoy once a day feedings. My goal has always been survival of the fittest, so I have been working for years to go longer. By myself, I was able to make it to a full week. With your help who knows how long I can wait now,” he says.
 

“Interesting, and the fact that I haven’t had to feed once since baby fangs appeared is because I am not purely vampire?” I query.
 

“Probably, or the fact that you have had my blood. I haven’t done a lot of studies on vampire mates because they are really rare, so it may just be we are able to nourish each other over for longer periods.”
 

“See I don’t understand that. The Collective teaches that every paranorm has a mate and acts like they are just standing outside the door waiting to be introduced, but you are saying for your species that is rare,” I say.
 

“You can probably change the your in that statement to our. You are part vampire. Werewolves are the easiest to find mates with and since that place is pretty much run by them, I believe they are teaching their own ways. For the most part, vampires don’t have ‘mates’, per se. We have a person that we connect on a deep level with and decide to spend the rest of our lives with them. We have a choice in the matter, they do not. Their chemical makeup physically binds them to the other person once they find them. One can reject their chosen mate, but they rarely ever do because it is painful. For us, we make the decision and say a few words and voila we are bonded,” he says waving his hand.
 

“Say a few words? I haven’t said a few words and I don’t remember you ever saying them, but yet you called me your mate,” I say trying to make sense of things.
 

“Yeah about that, as long as your vamp gene was still recessive there wasn’t anything for you really to do. I knew I wanted to bind with you, so I said the words three years ago when we first spoke about our business agreement, it is the reason that the feedings are more than just me taking blood. Therefore, technically we have had a one sided bond for that long, which I was totally fine living with. It made it so I found all other blood gross and I was great with that. I think you taking a nibble though closed the circuit. Like I have been saying, this is my mistake and I am sorry. I imagine, if I hadn’t done the binding, then you wouldn’t have probably turned.”
 

“If none of this would have happened, I would never have found out I wasn’t human, so I cannot see it as totally a bad thing, but I am pissed you bonded with me and neglected to tell me about it. What if I would have been killed at some point on a mission? Would you have been able to start drinking from someone else?” I ask.
 

“No, chances are I would have probably died with you,” he says with his head cast down.
 

“Then it was really moronic. I was just a rookie when you did it, as a weakish human fighting paranorms odds were not on my side,” I scream.
 

“I know, but it couldn’t be stopped. Your unique genetic makeup drew me to you. I thought after our first meeting that it was just a fluke and I was picking up something that didn’t exist, but when you came back I could still sense you were different and I knew I had to be tied to you. Since then, I have stepped back and let you make all your own decisions. Thankfully, I have agreed with most of them, so I didn’t drive myself insane,” he explains.
 

“So are we truly mates then? It doesn’t sound to me like we are.”
 

“Mates is a werewolf term. You don’t see demons out there running around with mates. I have never really liked the word, but I figured you would understand it’s underlying meaning. We are simply now two halves to the same soul. From the beginning, I felt that you would complete me and that is why I did the binding. I know there is something special about you and as old as I am there has never been another person that I have found the spark of life you contain.”
 

“You know you are really trying to be too romantic for your own good. I do realize that you did this just because I was different and not because you were madly in love with me. I was like a new toy and you wanted to keep me all to yourself,” I say knowing how Sebastian works.
 

“I cannot say that is totally false. You were new and shiny and so interesting to study. Another part of it was I knew you were special and I felt the need to help protect you. The bond, even though you probably haven’t felt it yet, allows me to feel your emotions. Therefore, if you were to ever become extremely scared, I would have dropped everything and run to find you. Over the years, and even a little at the beginning, I did feel a strong emotion towards you. Nowadays, and for at least the past couple years, my heart it totally yours,” he states.
 

“Part of me wants to believe you, but finding out about the binding done behind my back makes me leery,” I say removing my hand from his grasp.
 

“Well in that case, you will be happy to learn that because of that bonding, I cannot actually lie to you. I imagine that part will be kicking in for you pretty soon as well,” he says smiling.
 

“And you expect me to believe that?” I ask.
 

“Try it. I know the emotions haven’t kicked in yet or otherwise you would know exactly how I feel,” he states.
 

“Okay let’s try something easy. My eyes are…” I start to say trying to finish with green, but for some reason cannot.
 

“Perfect. I have always hoped we would one day get to this point. Now you can see that in three years, I have never been able to lie to you and it isn’t the kind of thing where you can skate by with half-truths. Believe me there are a couple times I tried. My options are to tell you the truth or not say anything at all,” he mumbles.
 

“Really, I want to know about those instances,” I say as I hear my phone go off. I forgot it even existed. “I better check on that. It might be my new assignment.”
 

“So you are going to keep working for them?” he asks.
 

“Just this one last case. You got my interests peaked when you said there was something going to happen during it,” I say looking at the phone. Sure enough, the message is for my next mission. I click the app to see what evildoer I am going after now and find it to be a werewolf named Alexander Monroe. He has been convicted of killing at least three children. Just one child, is a death sentence in the Collective law. “Hmm. Why is it all the really bad guys have to be so cute?” I ask with a smile.
 

“That isn’t very nice,” he growls.
 

“I was just joking. He isn’t really even that…” I say before stopping.
 

“You were saying, my dear? I have a feeling this whole not being able to lie to me might be eye opening,” he replies with a smirk.
 

“Whatever,” I say waving my hand in the air. “Last known location is Emerald Town. At least this one is staying within the paranorm community. Are you going to join me on this last hurrah?”
 

“You would let me join you on one of your little adventures?” he asks with a grin and I can sense that he is really happy. It is probably just the fact that I haven’t stormed out of the house after being told we have been bound together for the last three years. I still cannot believe what an idiot he is.
 

“Well, you did mention that we shouldn’t be apart in case I get hungry,” I say a little harshly. “It is probably a good idea that you come anyway to make sure I stay alive.”
 

That sets him down a peg. Good. “Those are both good reasons. How soon before you want to leave?” he asks while I hit accept on the mission.
 

“I would like to get it over with as soon as possible, so I can get on with my new life. You know another fun reason for you coming along?” I ask.
 

“What?”
 

“Just think of how aggravated the Collective will be at seeing us together in action. I can almost see their heads exploding now,” I say rubbing my hands together evilly.
 

“And here I have been dreading you going on this mission. I believe you have become a monster,” he says with mock astonishment.
 

“Takes one to know one,” I say sticking out my tongue. “Now that I have closed our bond, are you still worried about me meeting this guy? I have a feeling that might have made a difference.”
 

“I still don’t want you to meet him. He was going to tell you about what I had done. Since he cannot exactly do that, anymore, I don’t imagine he will change how you view me. I have already taken care of making you upset with me. I still feel threatened by him, but won’t go into detail why,” he states.
 

“You know that is silly, right? You have said it yourself we have to stick together now or we will die,” I remind him.
 

“Yes, but you may take things back to the way they were when you just stopped by every few weeks. I was hoping you moving in here was a turning point in our relationship, but I am afraid my underhandedness has set us back,” he says.
 

“Since you could feel my emotions, you knew how I felt before your big reveal. You knew that I was thrilled we were what I thought was mates and was totally ready to see where this ship takes us. You revealing that you pretty much caused this did anger me, and I am still angry, but mostly because you are an idiot and endangered yourself. Either way you look at it, we still aren’t jumping into bed together to try to make little vampire babies. Not that I am even sure that is possible, because from what I have heard it is not. So, enough with relationship woes for now, let’s go kill us a bad guy,” I say springing into action.
 





 
  


Chapter 8
 

Road trip fun
 

I quickly change, in the bathroom, into one of my assassin outfits, since we are going to a paranorm community, I don’t have to worry about concealing my weapons, which always makes me happy. Thankfully, the artillery I want to take tonight are pieces I have multiples of, so they were packed in my duffle bag.
 

I put on my skintight black jeans. The material is a little bit stretchier than a normal jeans and they may not even be considered jeans in some circles. The material is specially woven to make it harder for bullets to penetrate, but still flexible enough for me to move around easily. My top is made of the same material and is a long-sleeved V-neck.
 

With clothing in place, I add my thigh sheaths for my throwing knives. Tonight, I am carrying the whole enchilada with six in each sheath. One set is silver and the other is iron. I, then, wiggle into my triple holster. It is kind of like putting a vest on. The right side of it has one holster for my Smith & Wesson 9mm automatic and the left has two holsters, one for my Colt 1911 and the other for my Beretta. The Colt has a special bullet that stops vampires in its tracks. The others carry silver. Technically no vampires are on my list tonight, but along with the iron knives, I am prepared for practically anything that jumps in my path.
 

Everything else I need is in my vehicle, so I am good to go. “Have I ever told you how sexy you look in that outfit?” Sebastian asks standing in the doorway.
 

“You actually have once or twice,” I say moving to exit the bathroom. “I just remembered that my chains are probably still nasty from last night, so we will have to make a pit stop somewhere to get them taken care of.”
 

“Already taken care of. I had one of my day runners get it cleaned up. On the way from co-Hab to here, I had to hold my breath the smell was so bad. Other than the last known location, do you have any other details on your target?” he asks.
 

“Nope, that is usually all it takes. I am usually pretty good at picking up a trail. I am hoping any new abilities that come with baby fangs will only make it easier. We really do need to sit down so I can figure out what I can expect. I don’t imagine I will be running around and flying like you immediately, but I know you do those things.”
 

“No, probably not, but as I have said you are a unique situation. Maybe when you finish this mission we can do that sparring I suggested when you moved here. That will teach you what it is like to fight a real vampire. So far, I imagine you haven’t met anyone over the age of two hundred,” he says.
 

“Sounds like a plan. So, how are you getting out of here if no one knows you are here?” I ask.
 

“Meet me at Sins,” he says and then vanishes.
 

Freaky. I retrace my steps from last night and make it to the Suburban without any difficulties. I make the ten block drive over to Sins and see Sebastian waiting in the parking lot. I pause long enough for him to jump in and then start towards Emerald Town. It is a three-hour drive, so we have plenty of time.
 

“Safe?” I ask wondering if we can talk in the car.
 

“Yes, I had the day runner install some extra sound proofing. No one will hear us,” he claims.
 

“Good. So, are you up to answering some questions?”
 

“You need to be more informed, so I think that would be a good idea,” he says.
 

“As far as abilities, I was wondering about your clairvoyance. How exactly does that work?”
 

“It isn’t really anything that is predictable or reliable. With free will, it is always changing. I see glimpses from time to time, if I concentrate on a person, of things that may happen in their future. I, by no means, see everything. I didn’t see us in the situation for one. Your choice to bite me changed the path I saw you on. You will still end up at the execution for this target, but the circumstances have changed. If I wouldn’t have mentioned it to you at all, you may have just been done with the Collective after last night and would have never met him,” he explains. “I guess what happens after this mission is done really is my fault.”
 

“Nothing is going to happen. I go in read my lines and kill the guy. If you want, I won’t even ask if he has any last requests. That way he isn’t given a chance to talk,” I say.
 

He laughs. “I would love to see you try to do that. I have a feeling this guy is a talker. No matter what, you and me will remain in each other’s lives, so I can live with that. No one can technically take you from me without killing us both, so that will have to be good enough.”
 

“No wonder I never spent more than a couple hours with you. You are really morose and it is really annoying,” I state.
 

“It is just the situation I find myself in. You just watch, once this is over I will be my cheery self again. In fact, I will be so cheery you will probably be complaining about that. Why don’t you move on to other questions? I don’t imagine glimpses of the future are in your future,” he says.
 

“Fine. It was just the one that seemed unique to you, so I wanted to know more. Lay it on me about the rest. Smell is already coming online. When can expect hearing, speed, strength, wings and whatever other things you can think of normal vampires have?” I ask.
 

“I will say you already have a jump up on most. Your diet and your sensitivity to light are two biggies most other vampires will never see. Since you didn’t die to become a vampire, you will be able to walk in the daylight, I am pretty sure. It took me many centuries to even be able to stand some level of ultra violet rays. As far as the other things you listed, yes, those are typical and you may start seeing them surface in the next month, or you may not. Everyone is different and usually they start out weak and you have to train yourself to use them fully,” he explains.
 

“I already know the myths about wooden stakes to the heart are false, but you are confirming sunlight is deadly?”
 

“For the majority, it isn’t really deadly, but they will get burned horribly and if they stand in it long enough they will not be able to recover. Infants usually are scorched the second they step outside. They are actually the most vulnerable to the myths. If I was able to lie you, I would insert a joke about garlic being able to ward them off, but sadly I cannot,” he replies.
 

“That is actually pretty funny. So, what kind of things have you wanted to lie to me about before or have just plain kept from me?” I ask.
 

“Let’s see, I neglected to tell you I had bonded with you against your will. Oh wait, you already know that one. Most of the things I have kept are things I see in the future and my real opinions on the Collective. I didn’t want to influence your path, so I kept that information to myself. As far as not talking to keep me from covering lies, I actually cannot think of anything specific. It was never anything major. I mean, I kept quiet about my age the few times you have asked me. Just little things like that.”
 

“Okay that doesn’t seem too bad. No disgruntled girlfriends coming out of the woodwork?”
 

“No serious relationships within the last century, so you should be safe there. I already know I have Ryan to worry about on your side and I can only imagine how fun that will be when he finds out what I did. The anger I was expecting from you is going to be about a thousand times stronger in him,” he says laughing. “From what you have mentioned and what I heard last night, the boy has turned your fake relationship into a real one. I, of course, see the logistics behind it, I mean you are awesome, but he is rather delusional. Someone needs to hurry up and find him his real mate before he goes off the deep end.”
 

“Maybe with me away from the Collective he will have that opportunity. So, what are we going to do about our relationship getting out in the open? I won’t be working for the Collective anymore, but I do think I want to continue doing assassination jobs. I get a lot of requests that I have been turning down. Now with some more free time, I can potentially use my skills to help others,” I tell him.
 

“I have no problem shouting from the rooftop that you are with me. You not being associated with the Collective probably doesn’t hurt, but I imagine eventually people will realize that I have been your accomplice. Of course, they won’t figure that out until they stop scratching their heads on how in the world goodie two-shoe assassin extraordinaire, Nyx Slaughter, ended up slumming it with the likes of Sebastian deYork, the king of all things wrong in this world. Can you just imagine the headlines? The Incorruptible Corrupted, Opposites Attract, Holy Cow! What is wrong with this picture?” he says laughing hysterically.
 

“Seriously, you aren’t that bad and I am not that good,” I say.
 

“Did you know there are rumors out there that you are so on the straight and narrow that the Collective handed you down an order to kill your father and you did it? I have never brought that up because you have said you don’t know about your biological parents, but I do find it to be an interesting statement,” he replies.
 

“At the present moment I choose not to comment,” I say and with my lack of comment, I am probably saying more than I should.
 

“Interesting reply. I have a feeling at least part of that statement is true and before the end of the night, I will know which part,” he says cryptically.
 

“Once we are in a place that I am for sure is secure, I may just let you in on some secrets of my own. I don’t know a lot about much, but there are a few things you may be interested to know,” I reply.
 

“You know I love it when you are mysterious. I am in no hurry to hear your secrets and if this vehicle is not secure we are in a lot of trouble because we have been followed most of the way. They picked us up just outside of town.”
 

“I figured as much, but have enjoyed living on the dangerous side. What we have said, so far, only affects you and me. I can live with any of the repercussions and anyone that has something to say about what we have been discussing can take it up with me. Other people are not as resourceful and I always champion the underdog.”
 

“See, the kick ass assassin with a heart. That is what everyone sees when they look at you. It is kind of an oxymoron if you think about it. Usually for that occupation the heart has been removed,” he says.
 

“I know for sure no one sees me having a heart, you are so full of it. Lucky you are going to be able to see what I am really like, since we are living together now. Let me just say that I clean up nice for the public, but after being raised as an outsider, I don’t walk down the straight and narrow as much as people think,” I assert.
 

“Oh love, this is going to be so much fun. Why don’t you pull over and get some gas? I have the munchies and that gas station up ahead is attached to a McDonald’s. I can finally try a real cheeseburger and see how it compares,” he says smiling.
 

I have a feeling he is going to be sorely disappointed, but do as he directs. 
 





 
  


Chapter 9
 

What do you do when bullets aren't enough?
 

“Oh my God, your face,” I manage to get out in between laughs. We are still sitting in the McDonald's parking lot. It is just after midnight, so it is pretty much empty.
 

“You could have warned me,” he says cringing at the thought of his Big Mac.
 

“I could have, but first what fun would that be? And second, how was I supposed to know that your palette would reflect mine? I have never been able to handle processed foods, so fast food has always been a no-no for me.” I start the vehicle back up and get back on the road. We are only thirty minutes from Emerald Town and I would like to hurry up and find the trail.
 

“Well, since I got my appetite for food from you, it might have been nice if you mentioned what I could actually handle,” he says throwing his one bite short cheeseburger out the open window.
 

“What did you just do? You littered. You are as bad as all the papers say,” I comment still chuckling.
 

“I am so happy you find me amusing. We are pretty close, have you picked up anything yet?” he asks.
 

“Don't think so. All I can smell is baked bread and with your cinnamony flavoring it has me wondering is a cinnamon roll would taste good. I am guessing there, for some reason, is a baker in the neighborhood getting a jump on things,” I reply.
 

“Just for giggles, why don't we follow the smell? Maybe I can see what your face looks like when eating something new and different,” he says.
 

I find it odd that in a closed vehicle I am actually able to smell something other than cinnamon. Must be this ramped up new nose. I do as he instructs and end up parked at the edge of a forest.
 

“So what are we looking for, the witch's house from Hansel and Gretel?” I ask trying to look through the trees.
 

“Highly doubtful, love,” he says taking my hand. “This is where the fun begins. Keep following the smell and see where it leads.”
 

“I am looking for a target, not a fricken bakery. Let's go back to town and show his picture around.”
 

“You said it yourself, you are good at tracking. Follow the scent,” he says sternly.
 

“Woof,” I reply and run off into the woods. At this point, I am not sure if I care that Sebastian follows. He is being a bit of a dick.
 

Without vampire speed, I run slower than I would like, but quickly track down the source of the scent. I enter a small clearing and find a man sitting on a rock looking at me expectantly.
 

“Babe, you made it. I heard the contract went out a few hours ago and wasn't sure if you would be here tonight or tomorrow, so I have been waiting around,” he replies. It would seem I have stumbled on my target without even trying.
 

“I have promised to make this quick, so for now I am ignoring that you called me babe. Alexander Graham Monroe you are sentenced for death for taking three human children's lives. A jury of your peers has already convicted you. I am just here to carry out the execution. In the name of the Grand Collective, I remove you from this world to make it a better place for others,” I say and take out my Beretta. Without further ado, I pull the trigger and watch as the bullet hits him in the arm. Dang it he moved, but no matter the silver is in him. The death will just be a little slower than I anticipated.
 

“Now you've done it. Since you brought your friend,” Alexander says tipping his head towards Sebastian who has made it to the clearing, “I have to assume you are being followed. Things would have been easier if you had come alone. At least, that is how I always pictured our first meeting.”
 

I stare at him harshly. “Me being followed shouldn't be your concern. I just shot you with a silver bullet, so you don't have all that much time left on this earth.”
 

“One would think that was true with me being a werewolf and all. Luckily, I have an ace up my sleeve. Since we are being closed in upon, why don't we carry over this conversation to tomorrow night? Try to lose the tail and meet me at Molly's at one. Day or night, it doesn't matter, I will be there at both times. I suppose you can bring your friend if you choose the night option, but I wouldn't mind meeting alone,” he says just before shifting into a pitch black wolf and running off into the woods.
 

“Time to go,” Sebastian announces and then grabs me and pushes off the ground to launch us into the air as enormous wings spring from his back.
 

“Holy crap. Why are we in the air?” I ask wrapping my arms tighter around his neck.
 

“The mutt was right. Collective agents were closing in. We are going to need to lose them tonight. It wasn't bad on the road because they were just reporting back a location, but since I am under the assumption they are out for blood now, we are going to need to be more careful,” he answers.
 

“How do you know they are out for blood? They might have just wanted to make sure the job was done and take back the goo for evidence,” I say.
 

“I have my reasons; you will find those out tomorrow. Until then, we need to find a place to stay and figure out where Molly's is. I am not aware of one here in Emerald Town.”
 

“I am hoping you have ideas on places to stay because I don't know of anything other than a hotel and with the Collective on our asses I am guessing that would be the first place they looked,” I supply.
 

“I have numerous acquaintances in the city. We should be able to find a place to lay low. There are a few tunnels that I am aware of that we can probably use to get out of town even,” he flies us deep into the heart of the city and then lands on one of the tallest buildings.
 

“Are you going to go all King Kong on me now?” I ask.
 

“No, hurry get inside, so we are off the radar,” he says pulling me to a door. I notice that his wings have already retracted. I cannot wait to see what mine will look like. In the dark, I couldn't really see his.
 

He leads me through a maze of hallways and stairs before arriving at a door with a number eight on it. There, he does this weird little secret knock and waits for acknowledgment from the other side.
 

“What's the password?” a male voice asks from the other side of the door.
 

“Open the door now Smitty, I don't have all day,” Sebby replies.
 

“Are you sure Sebastian, because if I remember right, the day hasn't given you too many issues for a while now,” the man replies, but is smart enough to open the door.
 

I am dragged inside and placed in a corner while Sebastian turns to stand in front of me.
 

“Mine,” he says before anyone can say another word.
 

“You actually brought her here. That is a little bit surprising. I figured you would keep her hidden from me forever,” the man says. With the Sebastian wall in front of me, I cannot get a look at our host.
 

“No time for fun and games this time Smitty. I just wanted to clarify that she is my girlfriend before I introduce you,” Sebastian tells him.
 

“Girlfriend, really? I know you mentioned that you were interested in someone, but I didn't know it had gotten to that stage just yet,” Smitty replies.
 

“Yeah, where did the girlfriend label come from?” I ask tired of their five seconds of bickering. “I cannot say that I ever agreed to be called that.”
 

Sebastian turns to face me and probably tell me to save it for later, but before he can, Smitty yells, “Oh shit! You brought Nyx Slaughter into my house. Are you insane?”
 

He disappears for a second and returns with a gun in his hand pointing it in my direction. I just roll my eyes. I am used to people running in fear, but they usually don't arm themselves.
 

“Really? What do you have in the gun? For some reason, I have a feeling only rubber bullets would work on me right now,” I say laughing while thinking this is where Sebastian thought we would be safe.
 

“Currently they are silver, so I imagine they will work on you,” Smitty replies.
 

“Like I said, rubber bullets are currently your best bet in caliber. I imagine a hatchet would probably scare me more than the gun,” I say.
 

“You are not killing her. There are so many reasons why you aren't, but at the top of the list currently is the fact that it would kill me too,” Sebastian states. “Can you imagine how the state of our movement will be stunted without me around?”
 

“Oh shit!” he yells again. I have a feeling it is a favorite phrase. “The only way that is possible is if you bonded with her and I know you are not a big enough idiot to do something as stupid as bonding with Nyx Slaughter.”
 

“Hey Smitty, we agree on something. I had the same reaction when he told me what he had done. I mean, he has to have a death wish, right?” I ask.
 

“I would prefer if you pretend you don't know my name,” is his reply.
 

“How about we lower the weapon?” I ask. “You may not love me, but everyone loves Sebby and we don't want him going hungry.”
 

Defeated Smitty switches the safety on and sticks the gun into his waistband. It gives me a chance to actually take a look at the guy without the imminent threat of a bullet. He is tall, probably just six feet. He has sandy brown hair and blue eyes. With his pretty boy face, he is the exact opposite of Sebastian. More a cheerleader's wet dream than a Goth girl's.
 

“How long?” Smitty asks.
 

“Three years. She has only found out about it in the last twenty-four hours, though,” Sebastian replies.
 

“That is just wrong man. She is enemy number one. Why would you tie yourself to her?”
 

“Have you not smelled her, yet? I would think my original reason for doing so would be obvious. Aside from that, I do actually love her,” Sebastian says grabbing my hand.
 

“Seriously, dude? I have known you six hundred years and you are claiming you did this because you love someone? Do I need to start listing off names?” he asks.
 

“See I knew it, you have been in love before and this is all because of the shiny toy feeling,” I say.
 

“Love, we have gone over this. I cannot lie to you; we have already run that test. Shiny toy feeling left the building long ago,” he says trying to calm me.
 

“Have your lovers’ spat later, why does she smell so strong of wolf if she has been hanging around you? You don't usually play with the beastlies,” Smitty states.
 

For some reason the room has started getting really warm. I am not feeling all that great and I hope this conversation is going to be at an end soon because I think I may just throw up.
 

“I was afraid of this,” Sebastian says. “Smitty, we will be back to talk in a second, but we need some privacy for about five minutes.” He quickly lifts me and runs into a room slamming the door behind us.
 

“What's wrong?” I ask. The quick movement didn't really help the way I feel. I am definitely sweating now which I didn't think a vampire tended to do.
 

“You need to feed now,” Sebastian says lifting me up. “Wrap your legs around me. Since I let you choose wrist years ago, my choice is neck, so get going.”
 

“But baby fangs aren't out. I don't know how to do it.” I whine feeling sicker by the second.
 

“Just put your nose in close to my neck and inhale,” he says tilting his head to the right.
 

I do as instructed and breathe in his cinnamony goodness. “Yum,” I whisper rubbing my nose against his neck. Just the concentrated smell is making me feel not quite so bad.
 

I feel my gums tingling, so I open my mouth and start sucking on his vein to make it easier to get to.
 

“That's it, love. You are a natural,” Sebastian says in a hoarse voice.
 

When I start to roll his vein around with my tongue, I decide it's probably safe to bite, so I slowly sink my little baby fangs into his skin. The second the blood hits my tongue, I am in ecstasy. My lady parts literally explode with pleasure.
 

“Perfect, that is just perfect,” I hear Sebastian say as I start to feel him move our bodies against each other causing some delicious friction. “See if you can't go just a little deeper.” I bite down harder as instructed. “Oh God that's it. Take as much as you need, love. Make sure you get good and full.”
 

At this point, he is moving our bodies together so quickly and roughly, I am about to climax again. I have sat on his lap a few times, but usually when he feeds were aren't touching this intimately, so there has never been the friction component. It is a factor I may have to insist on in the future.
 

“Sweet baby Jesus!” I yell releasing my grip and hitting an octave, I didn't know I had. At the same moment, Sebastian suddenly stops moving and is holding me up while his body convulses.
 

After a few moments of deep cleansing breaths, he lowers me to the ground.
 

“Wait, I didn't do anything to close it,” I say when my feet touch the carpet.
 

“No need. Super old vampire here, I heal immediately,” he says picking me up again anyway. “But I did forget how much I love to taste myself on your lips.” He proceeds to crush his lips to mine and work his tongue into my mouth and playfully toys with my fangs.
 

A knock on the door startles us into separating. “It sounded like a fascinating show and all, but could you guys come out so we can finish our conversation?” Smitty asks.
 

Drat, dang vampire hearing. As lively and fun as our talk earlier seemed, I can just imagine how the end of the talk will be after two thirds of the participants just took a break to pleasure themselves. 
 





 
  


Chapter 10
 

A game of secrets
 

Sebastian leads us out of the room. He looks like he is floating on air, while I feel more like I am on the walk of shame. As a technical virgin, someone overhearing what happened in that room has got to be my most embarrassing moment.
 

“Don't worry. I am sure he has heard a lot worse things than your first real feeding,” Sebastian says trying to soothe me.
 

“Worse, God yes. I have heard all sorts of things that I wish I didn't have supersonic hearing for. Your audio though would have probably scored big at any porn awards show. I cannot remember a time I almost got off on just noise alone,” Smitty responds as we enter his living area.
 

“That does not make it better,” I say covering my face.
 

“You needed to eat, love, before you got really sick. I gave us as much privacy as I could. I didn't figure you wanted to give him a floor show to go along with the sounds,” Sebastian says lifting my hands from my face and lowering them to my sides.
 

“You are right. I mean it isn't like we had our clothes off or anything, but visual would be worse,” I say. Now that I am not stuck behind Sebby or arguing with Smitty, I have a chance to look at the apartment we are in.
 

It isn't anywhere near as nice as the penthouse, but it is tastefully decorated in a minimalistic way. A black leather sectional is set up in the middle of the room as the focal point with a glass coffee table set out a couple feet in front of it. There is a television hanging from the ceiling close to the wall opposite the sectional. There is no art, but the lighting is recessed like the penthouse. Other than that, there is nothing but black carpet and red walls.
 

“So, now that you guys have had your fun, let's go back to the question I had just asked. Why does she smell like dog?” Smitty asks.
 

“Because she is part wolf. She was born with both genes, but they had been recessive traits. One of my feedings the other day got a little intense and she ended up taking a sip for herself, which we believe is what activated her fangs,” Sebastian says.
 

I smile at Smitty, showing off baby fangs since they are still out. “Cute, aren't they?”
 

“This is priceless,” Smitty says laughing.
 

I decide to take offense. “Apologize to baby fangs. They don't like you laughing at them.”
 

“Don't worry, Ms. Slaughter. I am not laughing at them. I am trying to figure out how the Collective's human assassin has been out there this long and no one has reported back that she wasn't actually human,” he says with a hysterical edge to his voice. “I mean, really, how ironic is that?”
 

“Sorry, I have lived a relatively sheltered life. I imagine most of the people at the Collective knew, but just couldn't, or wouldn't, tell me. Sebastian has known for years, but thankfully, he was nice enough to keep the information private. Although, it would have been nice if he mentioned it to me. Most of the other people I meet and deal with end up dead after the meeting, so they are not fountains of information,” I explain.
 

“So wait, not only are you this one of a kind hybrid, but you also didn't actually know it?” he asks. “This really does just keep getting better.”
 

“All true statements, which bring us back to the reason we are here. She is parting with the Collective, but agreed to take on one more mission. I, inadvertently, made her interested in it, and it has now become a suicide mission. Even if she hadn't converted and left the co-Hab this was going to be her last Collective mission, but since she did, we are now being followed, so we need to hide out until we can figure out where we are supposed to meet her target,” Sebastian briefs him.
 

“Interesting. I am guessing, since you are sounding knowledgeable of this mission you saw something in the future and that is what has led us to this point,” Smitty replies.
 

“That would be a correct guess,” Sebastian confirms.
 

“So is this target supposed to call or something? How are you going to know where to meet? Why would a target schedule a meeting in the first place?” he fires off.
 

“Because the target is Alexander Monroe,” Sebastian states like the name means something.
 

“Oh, now that makes things really interesting.”
 

“You have no idea,” Sebastian comments.
 

“Okay, who in the world is this Alexander guy? All my sheet said was he liked to kill kids, but you obviously both know him,” I say.
 

“Yes, well I can tell you right now that Alex does not go around killing children. The Collective just wants him killed because he is the werewolf leader of their opposition. How they found out that information, I don't know, but obviously they feel threatened by it. We try to keep that kind of info on the down low,” Smitty answers.
 

“There is actually a group mounting to take on the Collective?”
 

“You have been a part of them since you were a child, so you don't understand how corrupt they are,” Sebastian says. “I mentioned that one of the things I have kept from you over the years is my real opinion of the Collective and that's mainly because I am a part of the opposition. Your oath at the time was to them, so I couldn't let you know.”
 

“How involved are you? Maybe if you told me sooner there was this organization banding together against them, I would have gotten out sooner. I have known for a while that there is shady business going on inside those walls,” I state.
 

“How involved is he?” Smitty asks. “Alex may be the leader of the wolves, but Bastian here is the leader of us all. He has been looking for a way to take down the Collective since they had one of his pals killed decades ago. Probably before you were even born.”
 

“Wow, look who's been keeping secrets,” I say staring at Sebastian.
 

“You have to admit telling the Collective's number one assassin that I was trying to bring the organization down, wouldn't have been a very healthy idea on my part,” he claims.
 

“True, but if I told you my father was Aaron Gentry, would that mean anything to you?” I ask.
 

“No way,” Smitty says in a whisper. “Aaron has been buried deep underground for months now. After he infiltrated the Collective a while back, he said it was necessary to lie as low as he could go for at least a few months.”
 

“That's because I told him it was necessary. I had an order of execution for him. It is the only one I have ever been handed that I didn't actually see through. I let him go and marked him as terminated. When anyone asked if he said anything before I killed him, I just always told them he didn't have a chance and didn't clue them in that I found out who he really was,” I inform them. I turn to Sebastian and say, “I told you I wasn't the straight and narrow person everyone always believed me to be. I couldn't kill my own father and I can tell you right now I do not regret that decision.”
 

“You shouldn't. Aaron hasn't ever done anything wrong except work against the Collective. In your assassin status, you were only supposed to be sent on missions where the target had killed innocents. I wonder if they actually did figure out that he was a spy,” Sebastian says stopping to ponder for a second. “What if that wasn't what the order was about? What if they had figured out that you were his daughter? A simple blood test would have done it. They have had your blood for a couple decades, so if they somehow got a hold of his and put it in their computer a match may have come up. We will have to ask him what he remembers about the time.”
 

“Why would they order him terminated for just being my father? Not only that, but why would they send me to do it? He might have said something, if he knew the truth and I would think they wouldn't want that to come out,” I say.
 

“It could have just been to test your loyalties or a test to see if he actually knew. Since you turned in the termination though, hopefully they have closed the book on that chapter and will allow Aaron to live in peace,” Smitty says. “The man has done invaluable work for the cause and he deserves the rest and relaxation he is currently receiving.”
 

“You knew going into last night who Alexander was and you still let me shoot him, why would you do that?” I ask.
 

“A couple reasons, really. One, it made me feel better. Two, I had an interest in seeing if the bullet would harm him,” Sebastian replies shrugging at his description lacking reply.
 

“I take it that is all I am going to get out of you, so moving on in the here and now, what are our plans?” I ask.
 

“First things first, does Molly's mean anything to you?” Sebastian asks Smitty.
 

“Sure. It's the code name for an underground bar called Webster's. It is just before the end of the east tunnel,” he replies.
 

“Good, then tomorrow afternoon we are heading there to have a meeting with Alex. If you still want to,” Sebastian says.
 

“Might as well. It sounded like he had something he wanted to say and I would really like to know why my bullet didn't do the damage it was supposed to,” I state.
 

“Oh yeah, I am sure he has tons to say. Sadly, I am sure I won't like a word of it,” Sebastian claims.
 

“I thought you were like brothers in arms with the guy. Why are you sounding so against him now?” I ask.
 

“Situations change, my love. There is no doubt Alex is a great guy, I am just having a slight issue with him currently,” he says.
 

“Well mister, just because you like my mysterious answers, don’t expect the feeling to be reciprocated. In other words, if you got no real answer for me, zip your lips,” I say sticking out my tongue and just now noticing Lil and Bebe have disappeared. Those would be the names I decided to give my fangs for those of you at home.
 

“That could equate to days without hearing my voice,” Sebastian says sarcastically.
 

“Whatever, now I am getting a little sleepy. Are we staying here for the day or are we running somewhere else?”
 

“The spare room is yours,” Smitty says. “Sheets should be clean and you already know where the bathroom is. I am going to step out for a few minutes for a snack, but feel free to make yourselves at home.” Just like that, he vanishes from sight and I hear a quick opening and closing of a door.
 

“Come on Sleeping Beauty,” Sebastian says picking me up. “You have already visited the bedroom once tonight. This time I will turn on the light, you can actually see there is a bed.”
 

“Don't bother. Just lay me on the bed and cover me up. If you really love me, you will go ahead and remove my weapons. I am down for the count and can’t be bothered,” I say as he follows orders perfectly and I venture off into dream world.
 





 
  


Chapter 11
 

This just keeps getting better
 

“Wake up, love,” I hear Sebastian say as he nuzzles my hair.
 

“Why? Sleeping is fun,” I reply.
 

“That it is, especially with you in the bed, but it is noon and I thought it would be fun to show up in the day just to mess with Alex,” Sebastian says.
 

“That does sound like a fun. I am guessing the majority of people don't know about your love of the sun,” I say stretching trying to wake myself up.
 

“That would be very true. I am sure none of the wolves know and very few vampires do. I think it is time to let my true power be made aware,” he answers.
 

“We don't have any clothes here do we? We will have to remedy that after our meeting because I am feeling grungy,” I say pushing him over on his back and giving him a sweet kiss on the lips.
 

“So are you really offended by me introducing you as my girlfriend? Is there another term you would rather me use?” he asks.
 

“You don't think acquaintance is strong enough?” I ask sweetly.
 

“Since we cannot live without each other I think mere acquaintances is a little weak, love.”
 

“You are probably right. Can I think of what term sounds good to me and get back to you? I guess for now you can go with girlfriend, unless you want to tell everyone I am your midnight snack,” I tell him finally getting out of the bed. “How far away is this meeting location?”
 

“It will take us about thirty minutes to get there, so we should probably get going. When we are done here, hopefully we can get back to our penthouse and figure out where to go from there,” he says joining me at becoming vertical.
 

“You think it is safe for us to go back to the city?” I am sure the penthouse is being watched, so I figured we would be going underground, especially since he believes the Collective is trying to kill me.
 

“Don't worry, we will be well protected. Let's go. Smitty is asleep for the day, so he won't be joining us,” he says grabbing my hand and leading me out into the main room.
 

He walks over to the television and hits a button causing it to rise into the ceiling. He then stands on tiptoe and presses a button on the wall behind where the television was. The wall slides away opening up a passageway.
 

“If I spend more time in the penthouse, will I find cubby holes like this?” I ask.
 

“As I said, we will be well protected there. You cannot go up against an organization like the Collective and not have plenty of secret weapons,” he states walking into the passage.
 

“And do you consider me one of those secret weapons?” I ask following him.
 

“Not unless you want to be. As always the choice is yours, and if you did want to become a weapon for our side, you would be the greatest one we have in our portfolio,” he replies.
 

“I think greatest is a little overkill.” We start making our way down a very long flight of stairs. For the most part everything is dark, but there are little sconces every so often lighting the way.
 

“You are unique, so no one knows what you can really do, especially since you grew the fangs. I don't think greatest is too far of a stretch,” he responds.
 

“I do. So, do you know what is going to happen at this little meeting?” I ask.
 

“This is one of the moments where I choose to be silent. I haven’t seen anything specific about your interactions with Alex since the first time and many things have changed since then. I do, however, know Alex, so it is bound to be exciting,” he says and I can tell he is smirking.
 

“You should have stopped at choosing to be silent,” I retort.
 

“But it is so fun to ruffle your feathers, love.”
 

“Is Tuesday your day to be annoying?” I say as my come back.
 

“Turn here. We are done with the stairs, now we just have to get to the other side of the city,” he replies. “And no, Tuesdays are not my annoying days. I reserve those for Saturday.”
 

“Good thing I am in shape, otherwise I would have been dragging by now. How well do you know these tunnels?” I ask.
 

“I helped build them, so I know them better than most. There are also markings on the wall to indicate where we are going. I am guessing your night vision isn’t active. Just as well, I like leading you around.”
 

So, he proceeds to just that. If I was asked later to follow the path from Smitty’s to the bar alone, I would be lost. If the way smelled like cinnamon still, I might be able to make it a little ways, but I highly doubt it.
 

As we go deeper into the tunnels, shops start to appear. A small grocery store, a bookstore and a couple restaurants line the way. Before too long Sebastian stops in front of a nondescript door.
 

“This has to be it, we are at the end of this tunnel,” he says as he reaches out and turns the doorknob. It doesn’t seem locked, so that is a good sign.
 

We enter a typical looking bar. There is a giant wood counter lined with a dozen or so bar stools. The wall behind the bar is lined with alcohol of all kinds and giant mirrors. Scattered throughout the room are half a dozen tables. The lighting is low, but I can make out a few pool tables in the back of the room. The time of day evidently is really slow for business because I don’t see a single customer.
 

“What can I get ya?” a man behind the bar asks. He has an Irish or Scottish accent, for some reason I never can tell those two apart.
 

“Just here to have a talk with Alex, Joe. Have you seen him around?” Sebastian asks.
 

“I am a little surprised at ya bringing an assassin into our midst. If Alex hadn’t already mentioned she might be stopping by, I would have probably shot her on first sight.”
 

“You would have tried,” I remark. “Others have tried and so far no one has been successful.”
 

“It’s the thought that counts,” he counters. “Alex said you could go on back. Didn’t even ask me to check for weapons. Pretty silly if you ask me.”
 

“He knows she won’t kill him once they speak, so he has nothing to worry about. When does the traffic start to pick up in here?” Sebastian asks.
 

“Not until the sun goes down, so you have a few hours. Every once in a while a wolf or shifter may stumble in before then, but it is rare,” the man replies.
 

“That’s what I wanted to hear. We probably won’t be long, so your customers won’t run away from the sight of her,” Sebastian says laughing as he leads me to the back of the room. On the way, he pulls a light cord hanging overhead and a wall opens.
 

“How did you know to do that if you haven’t been here before?” I ask.
 

“The bar and name are new to me, but I know everything there is to know about the location.”
 

We walk behind the wall into an open area where bench seating around the wall horseshoes the entrance. Alexander is casually lying along the far wall with one of his knees up.
 

“Babe, you brought the blood sucker. I find myself a little disappointed. Don’t trust yourself to keep your hands off me without him?” he asks.
 

“I have a name, use it, and my hands are having no problem not reaching out to you,” I reply.
 

“That really hurts, Nyx,” he says emphasis on his use of my name. “I take it you were able to help her out last night, Sebastian?”
 

“That was a little rude of you, but yes I helped. It wasn’t my place to say anything and since you were absent I thought it best,” Sebby replies.
 

“It would have probably been a lot to take in. I am guessing the fangs are a newer touch, since the grapevine hasn’t reported them yet.”
 

“How did you know about them?” I ask moving my tongue around to make sure they aren’t sticking out.
 

“The only way Sebastian could have helped last night is if your vampire gene was activated,” he states simply.
 

“What do you know about my genes?”
 

“Enough. We have crossed paths before, correct that, I have come across you before. Just one chance passing on a street, told me a world of information about you,” he replies.
 

“Sebastian, have you been giving him mysterious lessons? Because let me tell you I have had it up to the sky with all this crap. Someone just tell me what is going on,” I scream.
 

“Well love, last night answered whether or not your werewolf gene could ever be activated now that I have triggered the vampire one,” Sebastian says. “That answer is yes. I did not feed you last night because you were hungry.”
 

“I do wonder what would happen if she ever tried to take a sip from me,” Alexander interrupts causing Sebastian to growl. “Don’t worry. We aren’t at that point in our relationship yet, fang boy. Babe, the reason you had to take a bite out of him last night is because meeting your werewolf mate made you want to shift. You got all connected on the chemical level everyone is always talking about. If he wouldn’t have interrupted the change, you would have gone furry and since I wasn’t there to assist, it really was best for it not to happen just yet.”
 

“I sincerely hope you aren’t implying what I think you are. As far as I know, you are the only werewolf I met last night and I would rather die than have you as my mate, you inconsiderate jerk,” I say scowling at him.
 

“You are just too cute. Apparently, you dying is just what the Collective had in mind sending you after me. If you had been successful, you wouldn’t be standing here right now. Of course, since you have a connection with both of us now, I do wonder if you may be able to survive a single one of us dying. I guess it will depend on your diet and such, but that is talk for another day,” Alexander remarks.
 

“That is what you meant by it being a suicide mission,” I say to Sebastian. “But wait I did shoot you, how come it didn’t have the normal effect?”
 

“That would be because my mate isn’t a normal werewolf and as I imagine parts of your lifestyle are rubbing off on Sebastian, I too get to benefit from our relationship. You aren’t the first assassin they have sent for me. Thankfully, the others came after I saw you eight months ago. Since then, I have learned silver doesn’t have its usual effect on me. I have to assume that is because of you.
 

“I imagine that is also why the Collective ended up sending you. After three assassins returned to them peeing their pants and two were never to be heard from again, they had to resort to the big guns. Whether or not they know why silver no longer affects me, I cannot say, but I have a hunch they are aware of our tie,” he says finally deeming it time to sit up.
 

In the darkened room, I cannot get a good fix on his features, but the Collective photo indicated he has bright green eyes. Those are what actually made me comment on his appearance to Sebastian. Even in the photo, they searched you out and made you want to spill all of your secrets. Too bad, he is an ass in real life.
 

“So this means I am seriously going to be sprouting fur? What if I don’t want to, can it be stopped?” I ask. “It seemed that Sebastian was able to stop it last night, can we just keep doing that?”
 

“I would prefer you didn’t,” Alexander replies. “At least not when I am not forewarned, it is rather awkward from my point of view.”
 

“What do you mean?” In my mind, my feeding should not have any effect on him.
 

“He feels it when we feed. Probably even experiences the same ending result, if I were to guess,” Sebastian offers.
 

“Yup, for the last eight months, nine times my regular scheduled life has been interrupted by you two. As I said, if someone sent me a memo about it, so I can seek privacy, I wouldn’t be complaining. It has made a couple strategy meetings more interesting, though. Thankfully, I am a gentleman and don’t kiss and tell, so the people around me don’t really know what happened,” he explains.
 

“How did you know it was us causing it? Maybe you were just really randy at those times,” I suggest.
 

“I didn’t at first. I followed you into Sins after the fourth time, just to try to make sense of it. I didn’t know anyone else I could be connected with on that level and since I experienced the phenomenon that night, I put two and two together. Remarkably I came up with four,” he clarifies.
 

My newly developing relationship with Sebastian seems to have grown a third wheel and I am not really sure how I feel about that. Okay that is a lie; I am pissed by the thought of even being connected to this jerk. 
 





 
  


Chapter 12
 

How do you spell jerk? A L E X
 

“Great. So, what do we do now?” I ask.
 

“Well, Babe, I thought at first about the rejection way out of this mating, but decided I liked being immune to silver, so I discarded that idea pretty quickly. Plus, even though I can take bullets now and heal pretty quickly, I still don’t enjoy pain that much and rumor is rejection hurts. I think you have had quite a bit of time to grow affectionate with your fangy side of things, so eventually I think we are going to have to spend a little bit of time together. Otherwise, our relationship would be a little bit strained.
 

“I say, you go back home and get settled into whatever life you are planning to make for yourself and in a couple months I will seek you out, so we can go on some dates to get to know each other better. I will note ahead of time that Sebastian is not invited to these dates, so please leave him at home,” he states.
 

“Why? Do you see us settling down sometime soon and having one big happy family? You can keep your extra abilities and just let us live our lives. Sure, Sebastian may need to help me to keep from changing into a wolf and we will probably feed every once in a while, but I can call you when we plan to and give you warning,” I propose.
 

“You want to tell her, or should I?” Alex asks, his full name is just too long, I have decided.
 

“It is part of your culture, not mine,” Sebastian says.
 

“Fine. Since it is September, we have four months to get to know each other better before we are forced to get to know each other better.”
 

“What is that supposed to mean?” I question. I mean, I know how it sounds, I just really hope I am not right.
 

“Love, it means that January is the Wolf Moon. During the Wolf Moon, wolf mates do what they do best and mate. You, basically, will be going into heat and sadly, he will probably be the only one that can alleviate the problem,” Sebastian offers.
 

“No, that just ain’t right. You cannot expect me to submit to that. Lock me in a closet and throw away the key until it is over,” I say praying that will be enough.
 

“You really are just adorable,” Alex says standing and crossing the room to pinch my cheek like a child stuck in their grandmother’s clutches. “Don’t cause us both unnecessary pain. I have already offered to adjust my schedule, so we can get to know each other better. I will even allow the fact that you will probably practice with your vampire before then, but I will not allow you to refuse me.”
 

“What makes you think you get a choice on what you ‘allow’? I live my own life and make my own decisions,” I screech.
 

“You haven’t made a decision by yourself since the day you were born. The Collective has guided you all the way. I have already stated my aversion to pain and the pain from not mating would be so intense I would find you anyway and take you against your will. It would be for your own good, if you didn’t resist,” he claims.
 

“And what if I were the one to just reject you now. That would mean we don’t have to go through with it, right?” I ask.
 

“Do you know how to reject a mate? It isn’t something they teach in school sweetheart, so I don’t think I have anything to worry about.”
 

“I hate you!” I yell at him.
 

“We cannot all be as perfect as Sebastian. Maybe if I didn’t have such a problem with sharing you, I would be a little bit more sympathetic. Mates are supposed to be instantly connected and all lovey dovey I have heard, but you not being single natured is causing a strain on that easy relationship. It isn’t like I can just run out and pick a willing girl to fill my bed when you aren’t around,” Alex retorts.
 

“Maybe you should try it. It might take the edge off a little for you,” I suggest.
 

“Wouldn’t that be nice? Too bad, it isn’t possible. If I were to do that, as my mate, you would feel it and feel like your heart was being stabbed with very sharp knives. The thought of you being hurt, for some odd reason, is distasteful to me. Believe me, if I could find a way around that fact, I would be out having fun at all hours,” he says with a look that would probably knock over most women and children. “Your 'feedings' with the vampire don't have an adverse effect because we are all somehow connected, but don't think I haven't felt you kissing someone else. It isn't as bad as it could be if you had full intercourse, but I still feel it.”
 

“You don’t have to be so cruel about it,” Sebastian says. “We can work something out. We are all adults and you and I are leaders in our species, there is no reason to be childish.”
 

“You want to see childish, watch this,” Alex says and then moves so fast that I don’t see him grab me, instantly locking his lips on mine.
 

As big of a jerk as he has been, I don’t open my mouth for him, even though the contact itself is increasing my body temperature dramatically. He realizes he isn’t getting any further and sets me down. His release of me doesn’t help my overheating and I feel myself start to shake. I slowly fall to the ground in pain.
 

“Sebastian?” I call weakly.
 

“No, he isn’t helping you this time. This time we get to see what you really are,” Alex interjects.
 

I close my eyes trying to find a calm place somewhere in the pain. I feel arms wrap around me and know they are not the evil wolf’s. “Shh, love,” Sebby says smoothing my hair back from my face. “It will be okay. It is probably best to have your first change in his company, even if he is going to be a jerk about it and not guide you through it.”
 

“She thinks she knows everything, I figure she knows what to do,” he replies.
 

“Way to make an already difficult situation worse, Alex. I am not trying to keep her to myself. I could have and she never would have made the bond with you. Instead, I am letting her make up her mind on where her life will go after the Collective, but you are being a grade A ass about it. You really need to grow up and think about someone other than yourself,” Sebastian yells at him.
 

Hearing him stick up for me makes me extremely happy to have him by my side. “What do I do?” I ask still weak.
 

“Sorry, love. This is a case where I cannot help you. I would if I could. Just try to let the process take over. Don’t fight,” he says still caressing me.
 

“Why didn’t she just change? I initiated the process; it should have been pretty much instantaneous,” I hear Alex say in the background.
 

“She isn’t a full wolf, idiot. Who knows how things are supposed to happen for her? She is one of a kind and needs to be handled a lot differently than I have seen today,” Sebastian snaps at him.
 

“Here step away. Let me see if the scent of the wolf doesn’t calm her more.” I feel shuffling and then feel my head lifted, so my nose is in the curve of a neck. “Inhale, Babe. Breathe it all in.”
 

I do as the voice says and instantly I am hit with the smell of baking bread. “Hmm. Smells good,” I mumble.
 

“It does, doesn’t it? You smell real good too. Now think of a wolf. You saw me change last night, think of me in my other form. Think of what it would feel like to run your fingers through my hair. Think of running through the forest chasing the moon beams floating to the forest floor,” he instructs.
 

His voice has changed from the harshness I have heard since we entered the room. It is like a soft serenade that is drawing images in my head. I can vividly see him in his black wolf form, standing proudly and running through the trees. As I am imagining it, I start to feel pressure in my mouth very similar to what I feel when Lil and Bebe make an appearance. This feeling is more, though and it is like someone has put their hand in my mouth and it trying to tilt my head past the point of my jaw hinge.
 

“Hurts,” I say not sure if I am really speaking. The next thing I know, I have been released and I am sitting on my hands in knees as my body starts shaking even more violently. Bones seem to be realigning themselves and I can feel my form shifting. If this is what I have to go through to shift into a wolf, I am hooking up an IV between me and Sebby, so I never have to do it again.
 

After a few more moments of shifting bones, the pain stops. I collapse down, so I am lying flat on the floor. A gasp is sounded in the otherwise dead silent room and I direct my head to Sebastian where it came from.
 

“Love, I have to tell you, you are the prettiest wolf I have ever seen. Since I don’t particular like the wolves, you should take that as a very high compliment,” Sebastian says affectionately.
 

A wolf howl echoes through the small space and the next thing I know Alex, in his black wolf form, is pushing his snout into my side trying to get me to move. I stand up and say, “What do you want?” I don’t think any words actually left my mouth, though, which kind of bites.
 

“Oh good,” Sebastian says. “I was worried only another wolf would be able to understand you, but I can hear you too.”
 

“I just need to scent you,” Alex says. “Sorry, this is probably weird for you, but when you finally changed I couldn’t stop myself from changing as well. I won’t actually bite you to mark you as mine until January, but until then I have to ensure that you carry my scent.”
 

“What exactly does that entail?” I ask suspiciously.
 

“I am not going to pee on you if that is what you are asking. I am just going to bite down gently on the back of your neck. It won’t leave a mark, but it will hold my scent on your skin, even if you shower, for a couple weeks,” he explains.
 

“Sebastian is that okay?” I ask. To me, he is as much a part of this as me or Alex. From how Alex has acted today, him getting close to me with his wolf fangs is not exactly appealing.
 

“Always your choice, love. It may help the situation. You smell strongly of me right now, so it has probably been difficult for him. I can acclimate myself to the combined scents without too much misery,” he responds.
 

“Okay, you can do it,” I instruct and feel Alex shift to lower me back to the ground probably for easier access to my neck.
 

When I am lying back down, I feel him hover over me before lowering his head and clamping his jaws around my neck. His teeth make contact with my skin and he holds the position for a few moments and then steps away.
 

“Thank you. I feel more at ease now,” he tells me. “I am sorry for making this change hard on you. I hope future ones are not as painful. I cannot promise I will stop being a dick. It is really hard knowing I have to share you and that will take some getting used to, but hopefully Sebastian is right and we can find some kind of happy medium.”
 

“That is a total one eighty from what you have been like so far. I am not comfortable with the situation myself. I have had years to reluctantly fall in love with Sebastian. You were kind of just thrown at me and every time I turn around you are a jerk,” I say.
 

“I know we didn't start out very well. Feeling your pain just then broke my heart. Like I said, we will work on it. Sebastian has my number, when you get things settled, give me a call and we will try to get together. I think we both have a lot to learn about one another,” he says.
 

“So, fences are being repaired, how about someone answer the important question for me? What color wolf am I?” I ask. “The room is too dark for me to really tell and I don’t think my vision has quite adjusted to things.” 
 





 
  


Chapter 13
 

A little tale about me
 

“Gold,” Sebastian says with a little bit of awe and whisper to his voice. “It isn’t a shade I have ever seen in a werewolf or natural wolf. It is really quite beautiful. If there were more light in here, I imagine it would reflect the beam making you sparkle.”
 

“He is right, gold, at least that shade, is not an expected color for a wolf of any kind. It is something we should probably keep under wraps. You are already unique enough with your triple nature, adding this may cause others to become concerned,” Alex adds.
 

“Darn, I was hoping I was somehow purple. I imagine that would really get people talking. So, now that we have gone through the painful shift, how do I change back?” I ask.
 

“I can shift back and bring you with me, if you want. I really didn’t know you weren’t going to be able to do an instant shift earlier, or I would have tried a different method to calling out the wolf,” Alex replies.
 

“As little pain as possible would be preferred,” I impart.
 

“One, two, and three,” Alex says and we are both back in our humanoid forms fully dressed.
 

“That was a way nicer experience,” I claim thankful I didn’t have to feel bones reshaping again. “So where do we want to go from here? Now that you have calmed down, let’s try to talk about some things like adults.”
 

“Got it, practicing my yoga deep breathing exercises now,” he replies.
 

“First, on the very top of my list of things to work out, is nicknames. I hate the term babe, so unless you want to lose testicles you need to come up with something else. Love and Cheeseburger are already spoken for. Nyxie has been used by others, but it currently saddens me a bit, so I don’t suggest it either,” I explain.
 

“Really, it offended you that much that with the chaos between us, you made it number one priority?” Alex asks sounding a little offended himself. “Fine, I will come up with something different. As we spend more time together, I am sure I will come up with the perfect name.”
 

“Thank you. As for the rest of our personal issues, I really don’t know where to start. I only started, what I see as my first romantic relationship within the past two days, so I don’t even know how to make it work with one guy, let alone two. I kind of feel like a child whose parents are going through a divorce. I mean do you guys get me every other weekend or what?”
 

“If you want, I cannot stay with you at the penthouse,” Sebastian suggests. “At least for the time being, when Alex is in town. I will be in the building, but not sharing a bed. That way you can be independent and be allowed to date us both without the weirdness of me being there when he walks you home.”
 

“Sometimes you are just way too understanding, Sebby. I am still nervous about this, but that seems like a way for us to all start getting used to being around each other. If I am going to for sure need to eat every once in a while and at least once a year turn into a wild women, we need to find a happy medium where we all coexist,” I say.
 

“As long as you are still offering phone calls before feedings, I am game with us taking it slow and becoming accustomed to each other’s company,” Alex says.
 

“See that wasn’t that hard. So, for today, me and Sebby are going to head back and try to piece a life together for me post Collective. I need a storefront I think. I am imagining me being like a private detective or something. I don’t really want to just go around killing people for no good reason. I want to first substantiate the claims made against them and then hack them to little bits,” I declare.
 

“I can see that. Previously, you have had the Collective making the choices on who should die and I am sure you realize now, like in the case of Alex and your father, not all of their execution orders are legit,” Sebastian says.
 

“Really? I heard rumors they sent you after your old man, but that is really harsh,” Alex offers.
 

“Thankfully for him, when I asked if he had any last requests, he had a really good one,” I reply.
 

“Now that is a story I would love to hear. Why don’t we all sit down and you can tell us what happened,” Sebastian suggests.
 

“I second that. It sounds like you let him live, so I would love to hear an answer that moves killer Nyx Slaughter to spare a life,” Alex adds.
 

“Fine. I am not really that great of a story teller, but if you guys insist we can go over the tale. This is a secure location, right? I don't want to endanger the man. At some point, I am going to want to sit down with him and figure out how I came to be on this planet,” I say.
 

“As far as we know, the Collective doesn't know of this place and even if they did we have so many jammers in place we are lucky we can even carry on a conversation ourselves,” Alex insists.
 

“Okay, it was five months ago. I had actually just finished one execution and got an emergency assignment. I had never gotten one before, but had heard of others receiving them, so I didn't think anything of it. The location was nearby and the offense was killing a woman. I tracked him to the west side library in Night Owl City.
 

“I waited for him to come out and then followed him to a hotel nearby. After following him to find out which room he was staying in, I scouted the place for a couple hours to see if anyone came or went. Eventually, I snuck into his room. He was sleeping at the time and since I like to give my speech, I nudged him with my gun to wake him,” I tell them remembering what it was like first meeting my father.
 

“They are quicker than I thought,” he said. “Let me straighten up real quick. I want to look my best for my execution.” I backed up a little giving him some room. The gun remained pointed at him the whole time, so I wasn't worried about him getting away. “I find it very interesting that they sent you Nyx.”
 

“I was close by and available. Don't read anything more into it. Your offense was actually pretty mild for what I usually handle,” I informed him. He stands up next to the bed and adjusts his clothing. He doesn't totally tower over me like most male wolves, so he is maybe five nine. He has shoulder length dark hair, probably black, but I cannot see for certain in this light, which is preventing me from getting a really good look at him.
 

“What trumped up charge did they get me for?” he asked.
 

“Have you done so many things that you don't have a clue what they could have charged you with?” I questioned.
 

“Technically speaking I haven't done anything to warrant death, so you will have to tell me,” he replied.
 

“Your crime is killing a woman, and I have other things I want to do tonight, so let's move on with this. Do you have any last requests?” I asked.
 

“I have many, the main one would be to let me live, but I imagine you hear that one a lot,” he stated.
 

“A few times, anything else? Because that request has never been granted,” I told him.
 

“How about the fact that I would like to live to see my grandchildren grow inside of you?”
 

“I will give you a point for originality. I haven't heard that request before,” I said.
 

“Because no other male could make that request. Since I am the only one that can make the claim and back it up, I have the right to make the request,” he replied.
 

“And just how do you expect to make me believe that you are my long lost father? I was a baby when I was left to the Collective to raise and have been told all my life no one knows who my parents are,” I claimed.
 

“You have me for a father and just my werewolf blood isn't enough to make you wolf, but everyone from my line gets a small purplish wolf head on their right thigh. You obviously don't have to show me yours, but if you would like I will show you mine,” he commented.
 

“That information could have been found in one of my files. Drop your pants and show me the mark,” I told him. “Slowly.”
 

“Yes, dear,” he said and proceeded to turn a little to the side and work his sweatpants down to his knees. He then lifted the corner of his boxers slightly to reveal the birthmark he described that matches mine perfectly.
 

“Aaron is your dad?” Alex asks bringing me back to the present.
 

“You have seen the birthmark?” I ask.
 

“No, but the family mark is well known. They are descendants of the first werewolf. If we had a hierarchy, they would be at the top. I always thought that the Gentry's didn't have female offspring,” Alex declares. “In fact, I am sure I have never heard of one.”
 

Interesting. I knew I had a lot to learn about my heritage. Maybe I can find some reliable books somewhere. “Do you want to see the mark to prove my story?” I ask.
 

“No need. I imagine, eventually, I will see it anyway, but you taking off clothing with all three of us in a room will not end well, so we should leave that reveal for another time,” Alex says.
 

“Good, I didn't feel like doing it anyway. Well my two potential beaus, I think I have had enough revelations for a while. What do you guys expect the Collective to do when they figure out we haven't killed each other off?”
 

“They will send more people after us. As Alex has already said, you are the sixth to come looking for him. We are currently very durable, well at least us guys are. I sincerely hope with the two genes activated you have become so, too. If not, we are screwed. As a precaution, when we get back to the city I vote to have guards with you at all times,” Sebastian suggests.
 

“I am a trained assassin. I will look like a pansy, if I have to have guards,” I whine in my most unpleasant voice.
 

“This is one thing I agree with fang face on,” Alex comments. “Right now you may be the weak link between the three of us. If you go down, we all do and as much as you dislike me currently, we all know you love Sebastian and would hate to be the cause of his death.”
 

“Do I get to pick the guards at least? What about the fact that I am still a baby vampire and may need to feed on a frequent basis?” I ask.
 

“I will be in the city and be able to reach you within a minute. I imagine, at least half of the time I will be with you anyway. Not in boyfriend, or whatever you want to call it, capacity, but as a teacher to the real paranorm way of things. I won't have all the wolf answers, but I will be able to help you make sense of the lies the Collective has been shoving down your throat,” Sebastian replies.
 

“So, I am going to start my new business with guards shadowing my every move? I don't think that sounds like something I want to put on my business cards.”
 

“Do you have plenty of guards for the different shifts?” Alex asks. “With all these attempts on my life, I am not sure I can personally come and offer my assistance, at least not immediately. I have a few things I will need to tie up here first. Then, I can bring myself and my guard into town and see how brave the Collective really is.”
 

“I have quite a few vampires readily available. That leaves daytime hours a bit open still. We usually sleep then and I imagine that might be when the biggest threat is. Maybe if we turn our hours around for a little while that will catch them off guard. If you have a few werewolves you can spare, I think we may be able to give a big enough display that the Collective will be forced to step back a little. I doubt they have seen a vampire walking around in daylight. I think that will be one of the first things I show them upon our return. Just to let them know what they are really dealing with,” Sebastian says with a smirk.
 

“If it is played as a sign of strength and not just people milling around waiting to jump in front of a bullet for me, I will go for it. I also want to start the real vampire training as soon as we get back. If I can prove to you that I can fight good enough to defeat you, I get to lose any guards, right?” I ask.
 

“Sure, I will make that deal,” Sebastian says instantly.
 

“I don't know how old he is, but I think you just made a deal you will ever win,” Alex provides.
 

“We will just have to see about that,” I state.
 

“One more thing before we go,” Sebastian says. “She has a wolf that is severely attached to her in the Collective. Your scenting her will block his attentions, right?”
 

It is Alex’s turn to growl. “For everyone except me, her triple nature should be a turn off. The bit of wolf they could smell would confuse them more than anything when the gene wasn’t fully activated. Does the kid have mental damage?”
 

“If you were to ask me, yes. He believes them to be a couple and, last I knew, was hoping to talk things over so they could get back together,” Sebastian replies.
 

“Ryan isn’t a bad guy. He has stuck by my side all my life. His feelings just went in a direction that mine didn’t,” I explain.
 

“His feelings have no place going in that direction. Yes, it is possible for us to enjoy the company of others before we find our mate, but usually we keep them to little flings where both parties know one day it will end with no hard feelings on either side. We just don’t fall madly in love with a person other than our mate. I wasn’t joking when I asked about the mental damage. Are you sure there isn’t something physically or mentally wrong with him?” Alex asks.
 

“As far as I know, he is fine. Just recently, he tried to take a relationship to a place that I wasn’t comfortable with. Knowing that he had a girl out there somewhere that was made for him, I pulled away from the relationship. Maybe he just wanted one of these flings you described and didn’t articulate that to me. I wouldn’t have consented to it, but that could have been the case. The last time we talked, though, he was so irate that I smelled of another guy that he blew his lid. I had never seen him that way before,” I say.
 

“I will investigate. We have a couple operatives in the Collective now, so I will see if they can get a hand on his medical records. I have a feeling something is wrong with him,” Alex says. “Now, my dear and fangy, we should probably draw this meeting to a close. I will try to wrap up my business and head into Night Owl as quickly as possible. I see no weapons on our girl, so I assume you have to go back to where you stayed last night before you leave town and that place is Smitty’s, yes?”
 

“That would be correct,” Sebastian offers.
 

“Good, I will have two guards sent to join you on your journey and I will work to rustle up some more to meet you in the city,” he says. He moves to my side and grabs a hold of my hands. I am still not really comfortable with his touch, so I don’t close my hands around his. I can see the hurt in his eyes at this action, but there is nothing I can do about that. “I will see you soon, but until then try to keep yourself alive. I would love to give you a kiss right now, but I have a feeling we aren’t at that point in our relationship.”
 

“Your feeling would be correct. It was interesting meeting you Alex. You will go down with the heralded after accomplishment of being one of only two targets Nyx Slaughter had an execution order for that she didn’t carry out,” I say with a smile.
 

“I hope in time, I will add many more accomplishments to that list. For now, I bid you adieu Nyx Slaughter with the hope of seeing you again soon,” he says returning the smile.
 

“Good-bye Alexander Monroe,” I say and follow Sebastian back out into the bar. 
 





 
  


Chapter 14
 

Making friends as I go
 

“That could have gone better,” Sebastian says as we are making our way back to Smitty’s.
 

“You think? I was thinking, at the beginning, we were really going to have to test that theory on whether I would die if he were killed. I wonder how many bullets I could have shot into him before he stopped being a jerk,” I reply.
 

“So you really aren’t instantly in love with him like normal mates would be?” he asks quietly.
 

“Are you kidding?” I scoff. “No way. It will probably take us years of therapy to get to the level you and I am on, if that is even possible. Not that I really want another ‘love’ added to my life. I was more than happy just trying to grow what we have. Even in our relationship, I didn’t picture me ever settling down and being the quote perfect couple. I love you and all, but I still don’t see the white picket fence in my future.”
 

“You are a very unique being, love. I strive for us to be that perfect couple, but of course I have been connected to you a little bit longer. I have spent years feeling your emotions and adjusting myself to the person you need me to be,” he answers.
 

“I believe that answers a question I haven’t felt like asking just yet. If you wouldn’t have bonded with me, you wouldn’t be in ‘love’ with me today, would you?” I ask.
 

“We will never know. I don’t regret doing it for a second,” Sebastian says firmly.
 

“Of course not, you get to eat real food now and who knows what else you may have picked or will pick up. So far, the freak events of my birth seem to have great benefits to the guys involved,” I claim.
 

He stops in his tracks and turns around to face me causing me to stumble. “I don’t regret doing it because I am stuck for eternity to an amazing, strong, beautiful woman. Like I really care about being able to eat a steak. So far, your wolf side has done little or nothing for me. Other than them sprouting fur there isn’t much they can do that I already couldn’t, so unlike Alex’s new found silver resistance I don’t benefit. The bond made it so I could only feed from you, so it actually made me more vulnerable. Does that sound like I achieved tons of benefits by doing this?” he asks shaking my shoulders gently.
 

“I did this knowing what drawbacks there were, but still decided that you had something I had to be connected to in order to protect. Did I do it out of love? No. We didn’t even know each other at the time, but the romantic side of me hoped that maybe something would grow out of it. We, at least, started off friendly, so I had hoped I wouldn’t find you over my bed one day with an execution order in your hand and you carrying it out no questions asked.”
 

“You always know the right things to say. How do you do that?” I ask. “Okay pity party over. We cannot go back to change the circumstances of your decision. I still think it was stupid and as far as I have seen there isn’t anything all that special about me. If anything, I am just a freak of nature.”
 

“Maybe I will suggest to Alex that freak would be a perfect nickname for you, or maybe I will just start calling you that myself. There is no denying that the word does describe you. I will have to write to the dictionary companies and submit your photo to be included next to the word,” he suggests.
 

“Jerk,” I reply. “Let’s hurry up and get my guns. I want to go home.”
 

“Aye, aye, Captain,” he says lifting me up bridal style and taking off in a run. Within seconds, we are back at Smitty’s door.
 

“Why didn’t you do that in the first place?” I ask catching my breath.
 

“On the way there, I was buying time. On the way back, I wanted to see what you were feeling.”
 

He puts me down and I see we are in Smitty’s living area, but we are not alone. Smitty is sitting looking very disgruntled and two hulking men are standing leaning up against a wall with their arms across their chests. These guys are literally huge. I think someone needs to check them for banned substances.
 

“You two have an explanation for why these two mutts were pounding on my door waking me from a very peaceful days rest?” Smitty asks.
 

“I am guessing they aren’t door-to-door salesman,” I offer.
 

“No, they are your guards, love,” Sebastian explains. “Alex and I thought it best that she be guarded at all times. If anything happens to her, we all three would probably die.”
 

“Oh shit!” he exclaims making me laugh. “She is Monroe’s fricken mate too? What did you guys do last night? Go to bed praying that this already messed up situation would step up the ladder a little on the totally preposterous scale?”
 

“I already knew the situation, so no praying was necessary,” Sebastian states. “A few other things were revealed that would probably blow your mind, so I will save those for another date.” Sebastian directs his attention to the wolves in the room. “Can I get your names, please?”
 

The slightly bigger of the two steps forward. He has dark brown hair with matching eyes and a scowl that seems to be permanently attached. They are both dressed in all black attire that should blend in well with me. “I am Jonas and this is Jake. We have been told to protect the woman with our lives.”
 

“I am sure giving up your lives will not be necessary. I imagine, you already know who I am, so you should know I can defend myself fairly well,” I say.
 

“We are aware you are Slaughter. Alex was very clear in stating that we were not to allow you to even get a paper cut, though, so we may have some issues on what you think we are going to do here,” Jonas responds.
 

“Seriously, the jerk said I couldn’t get a paper cut? I am going to shoot him. Sebastian you had better straighten him out. If I have to talk to him, we are all going to end up dead. I cannot believe he would say something like that. I told him what my plans were for when I got back to the city and they weren’t wrapping myself in bubble wrap and sitting in my room all day,” I scream. I am pretty sure there is smoke coming out my ears at this point. I thought we had left the meeting all on the same page. Why in the world would he decide I needed this level of protection?
 

“I am surprised he only sent you two, if those where his instructions,” Sebastian says giggling like a girl.
 

“Not helping. Let’s get on the road. We can figure out how this is actually going to work later. It’s not like Alex will know if I get a paper cut, so maybe we can just keep that information from him,” I propose.
 

“You guys are chemically bonded now,” Sebastian says in the midst of a full on laugh now. “He will feel any damage your body takes.”
 

“I need a second please,” I say heading to the bedroom I stayed last night. I see my knives and am happy they haven’t been moved. I pick one up and stab it into each of the fingertips on my left hand. I have never been shy around pain and the wounds don’t even bleed. Temper tantrum over, I walk back out to the living area.
 

“Hold on, she is right here,” Sebastian says handing me the phone. “Your picture is going next to childish, too.”
 

I put the phone to my ear and say “Not even a paper cut. Are you insane? I cannot believe you would order something like that. Are they to watch me while I shave my legs to insure I don’t nick myself?”
 

“I miss you too, pumpkin. Did you really have to stab yourself to make the point? I was a jerk earlier today and I thought showing my concern for you in this matter would make you feel better,” Alex says.
 

“Just because you don’t like the idea of being in pain, doesn’t mean you can send Frick and Frack over here with orders that I cannot live my life. In what universe would you think a person that has trained and lived her life as an assassin, would be okay with that?” I ask.
 

“It wasn’t only about me. I thought we all agreed you were to be protected. Maybe the paper cut comment was a little too harsh. I will adjust the order if you promise to try to not injure yourself unnecessarily,” he replies.
 

“I don’t go out of my way to be injured. Other than in training, I probably haven’t been hurt in a long time. Have you been in constant pain these last eight months?”
 

“Not constant no, but there has been pain involved. You would think I would get used to it, but the fact that the hurt is coming from you actually makes it worse. Let’s go with a happy medium and I will change my orders to preventing anyone else from hurting you. They didn’t exactly do a bang up job of stopping you from stabbing yourself a minute ago. I forgot to mention to them that you are a tad bit psycho. I will have to solve that problem,” he mutters.
 

“Fine. If they have to stick around they can assist when others are involved, but I get to take the lead in those situations and it can only be if I look to be in trouble,” I counter.
 

“Maybe. I would prefer you not fighting anyone right now. I am guessing that is a pipe dream on my part,” he responds.
 

“That would be correct. I cannot do the job I am creating for myself with my hands tied like that. It is going to be bad enough that I show up everywhere with the Cujo twins in tow. It isn’t very professional,” I tell him.
 

“Okay. They have heard the conversation, so the new orders are protect you without getting in your way. Sound good?” he asks.
 

“I can live with that. Thank you,” I reply.
 

“Good. Now have a safe trip home and I will see you soon, pumpkin,” he says.
 

“Good-bye again, Alex. Maybe I will actually get out of town this time before we have another argument,” I say ending the call and handing the phone to Sebastian. “Thank you secretary that will be all.”
 

“Cute. Gear up and let’s hit the road. Smitty is going to be joining us. I have plenty of room in the building and the older the vampire, the better to guard you,” he replies.
 

“So we are going to have day and night shifts?” I ask.
 

“Probably, the wolves can guard you in daytime and the vampires at night,” Sebastian suggests.
 

“I have to interject here,” Jake says speaking for the first time in a very deep voice. Even though he is as big as Jonas, his features are lighter, light brown hair and hazel eyes. He doesn’t look quite as mean either. Maybe he just isn’t as upset with the assignment at Jonas. “Alex changed the orders as far as when we step in, but there is still the order that one of us has to be with you at all times. He said, even when more wolves come, me or Jonas will be by your side.”
 

“Really? Phone please, Sebastian,” I say holding out my hand. When I have it in my possession, I hit the button to return the last call. “You forgot to tell them they don’t need to watch me shower,” I say when I hear the line connect on the other end.
 

“No, I told them they had to be in the room, but couldn’t watch,” he counters.
 

“Bathroom and bedroom are off limits, and any feedings they have to leave the room for,” I say.
 

“Turning their backs isn’t enough?” he asks.
 

“They have really good hearing as it is. Even if they are outside the room, they are already going to get more information than I want them to know. There are just certain times I need to be alone. In a lot of those cases Sebastian will be with me, so I won’t need extra guards. If something comes at me and Sebby and we cannot fight it off, chances are we would die anyway,” I comment.
 

“Fine, they can use their own best judgment on whether they are needed in a given circumstance, but one of them will always be on duty. That will not change. They are the best guys I have and I need at least the illusion that you are safe at all times. These dang feelings weren’t that bad before we officially met. Now for some reason my protective instincts are running wild,” he explains.
 

“Hmm, I am not feeling any different. Of course, my emotional type stuff hasn’t changed in regards to Sebastian either. I really hope there isn’t going to be a time where I catch a sudden onslaught of what you two are feeling. Talk about a nightmare. Well good-bye again, I am done talking,” I say and hang up the phone.
 





 
  


Chapter 15
 

The strong, silent type
 

Night hasn’t fallen yet, so we have to leave Smitty behind to catch up in a few hours. Granted, him flying instead of driving with us means he will actually probably beat us home. Jake drives us in his Jeep to the edge of the woods where we left the Suburban. Jonas is going to ride with us while Jake follows, so they have a vehicle available for themselves when we get to the city.
 

Surprisingly, the Suburban is in the spot I last saw it. I cannot believe they just left it untouched. I am envisioning a bomb exploding the second I turn the key, if the key is even still in it. I kind of forgot to grab it last night when I was searching for Alex.
 

“Do you want to drive, Sebastian?” I ask almost shocked that those words came out of my mouth. I have never let another person drive the Suburban. Where in the world did that question come from?
 

“I would love to, but would have never asked myself and know how much you would hate for anyone else to be driving,” he replies. “You must be picking up on stuff. Isn’t that great?”
 

“No,” I say knowing he was joking. “I am still driving even if something is telling me you would like to.”
 

“I know,” he says with a big grin. “I don’t smell any explosives. I imagine they just put trackers on it, so we should be fine. For now, we want to broadcast where we are going to make sure they know we aren’t afraid of them.”
 

I climb in the driver seat and see the key still in the ignition. Sebastian takes his place in the passenger seat and we wait as it seems Jake and Jonas are deep in conversation outside the vehicle. After a few moments, Jonas kneels down and looks to be searching under the vehicle. Jake takes something out of his pocket and starts walking around the vehicle.
 

“I told them it was more than likely safe. I wouldn't have gotten in if I didn't believe that,” Sebastian muses.
 

“They are just being thorough,” I say wishing they would hurry up. It takes them five minutes, but finally Jonas joins us and Jake returns to the Jeep.
 

“Three trackers were found. Don't you think that is a little overkill?” Jonas asks.
 

“I wonder if they all belong to the same people. Doesn't really matter either way. Take us home, love,” Sebastian says.
 

I start the vehicle and make my way back to the road I need to be on. The car remains quiet for ten minutes before it starts to bother me. Usually I don't feel the need to fill a silence, but today is different for some reason.
 

“So Jonas, tell me about yourself. If we are going to have to spend a bunch of time together, it would be nice to know about you,” I say.
 

“Not much to tell and I am not really sure I want to tell you anything personal,” he replies. “Rumor is people don't get close to you and manage to stay alive.”
 

“Rumor should be people don't get close to me at all. I have only ever had two friends. One I was raised with in the Collective and the other is sitting in the front seat with me and has been a rock in my life for the last three years. Seems like they are both alive and kicking. Granted there have been numerous times when I have wanted to kill both of them, but I have refrained.”
 

“I still don't think you need to know about my personal life. All you need to know is I am usually one of Alex's personal bodyguards and then you show up and suddenly I am demoted to babysitter,” he grumbles.
 

“Hey it wasn't my idea. In fact, I advocated against it. I have never been popular with wolves, so the thought of having some of them look after me doesn't leave me feeling all warm and gooey inside. Think of it as still being his bodyguard. Since me and him are connected now if anything happens to me, he will suffer. That's the way he is looking at it. In reality, if he could sever the connection without pain or death for himself, he would,” I inform him.
 

“Oh, I doubt that,” Sebastian offers. “If you guys ever have children, they would be the heirs to the wolf kingdom from the sound of things. I doubt any self-respecting wolf would turn that away.”
 

“Wait, you think you are a Gentry?” Jonas asks. “They don't have female offspring, so that is impossible. Did you somehow get Alex to believe otherwise?”
 

“Why couldn't the birthmark be on my forehead? My father is Aaron Gentry, so yes I am a descendant of whatever the Gentry line is. As far as I know, they are just a bunch of wolves,” I state.
 

“We will get the history of wolves all worked out later. For now, though, Jonas you have gone from guarding a general, so to speak, to guarding the princess herself. To me that sounds like a climb up the ladder,” Sebastian says.
 

“I still don't believe it. Until I see the mark or hear from Alex that it exists, there is no way you could be the princess. A princess isn't even supposed to exist,” Jonas comments.
 

“Sebastian, don't put ideas in his head. I am not a princess. My dad didn't say anything about being royalty when I met him and I would have thought that would be something worth mentioning,” I scold.
 

“Hey, Alex is the one that said your family was the top of the werewolf hierarchy. Plus, on the vampire side since I am the oldest around, you might as well be considered a queen,” he lifts my right hand off the steering wheel and gives it an old-fashioned kiss.
 

“Do vampires have a hibernation mode? I think I would like to sleep the next ten years or so away,” I groan returning my hand to the wheel.
 

“Anyone want to explain that comment?” Jonas asks from the back. “We weren't given a lot of information for this assignment. I can smell Alex on you, so I know he has scented you indicating you as his mate. You sharing pain was another indicator of your relationship, but I don't understand why you are affectionate towards the vampire. As a wolf, you should find it distasteful. You guys should not be as close as you seem to be.”
 

“I guess since Alex did his little scenting trick that must have covered your other smells for the wolves,” Sebastian inserts. “Not that they would have picked anything up.”
 

“So he doesn't get surprised when he meets Lil and Bebe we should probably fill him in a little. If I told you that until a couple days ago, I thought I was human, what would you say, Jonas?” I ask.
 

“Besides laugh in your face, I don't know. I currently smell Alex so strongly on you I don't know what your own scent is like, but in order for him to do that you would have to be wolf,” he replies.
 

“It seems that the fact that I was carrying the wolf gene was kept from me and since it was recessive, I never showed any wolfy traits,” I inform him. “Also kept from me, was the fact that I carried the vampire recessive gene. I don't believe any wolf without access to my medical records knew that tidbit. Sebastian found out three years ago and bonded with me, and neglected to tell me about the gene or bond. Without going into any more detail of how insane my life has become, I will say I am a freak and if I have to learn to live with it, as long as you are guarding me, you are going to have to live with it.”
 

“Are you a unicorn as well? Everything I have heard you say so far has been impossible. First, you are a princess and now you are a werewolf vampire hybrid. Did they destroy all of your brain cells while you lived within the Collective?”
 

“That could be or maybe I am actually dreaming. I could really see this as all being a dream. All my life I have hoped to be something more than just a human and now I am part human, wolf, and vampire. My imagination is great,” I suggest.
 

“I think I should call Alex and resign this post. I didn't sign on for crazy,” Jonas responds.
 

“Love, concentrate on Lil and Bebe for a second. See if you can get them to appear,” Sebastian suggests.
 

I follow instructions and feel a little tingle indicated it actually worked. “Awesome, that's all I have to do? I don't have to be hungry or angry?”
 

“You should be gaining more power, so you will be able to achieve more control on the little things like that. Now, I will take the wheel for a second, so you can introduce Jonas to the girls,” he says moving over so he can reach the wheel.
 

Jonas is sitting directly behind me, so once Sebby has control of the wheel I unbuckle my seat belt and turn around in my chair. “See vampire,” I say opening my mouth for him to see.
 

“Holy shit!” he yells. I smile and turn back around.
 

“Thank you, dear, but I can take the wheel back now,” I tell Sebastian.
 

“Of course, love. I think you might have made him pee his pants,” he replies.
 

“She did not,” Jonas immediately says. “I don't understand how this is possible. It shouldn't be. A vampire and a werewolf cannot produce offspring.”
 

“Just like a Gentry male cannot produce female offspring. Until I am able to have a more in depth talk with my father, I don't know the situation of my birth. Sebastian thinks my mother was a human and either turned or was killed by a vampire before I was born. I imagine she was human, but I don't know where the vampire part came from,” I explain.
 

“The whole situation seems bizarre. Wolves shouldn't be able to produce offspring with humans. If that is what happened, a witch would have had to be involved at some point. There had to have been a spell to make the female attractive to the male and another one for her to even be able to be impregnated by him,” he states.
 

“Interesting. More things I was not aware of. When Dad comes out of hiding he will have a lot of explaining to do,” I reply. “So this conversation that started out with me trying to find out more about you has led to me revealing most of my life secrets. Are you still not going to tell me about yourself?”
 

“Nope. All you need to know about me is I am a very strong werewolf and I have been named one of your permanent guards,” he says.
 

“Have it your way. It wasn't like I was looking to become best friends. I just thought if you were going to do more than sit there silent while on duty, it might be a good idea to see if we had anything in common,” I say.
 

“I am good with silence,” he replies simply.
 

“I am a solitary person, so I will just pretend you aren't in the room. It will be like any other day,” I tell him. “So Sebastian, would you like to stop for a Big Mac?” I ask laughing at my own joke.
 

“I am sorry I ever referred to you as the assassin with a heart. It is clear that along with your messed up biological makeup, your creator also forgot to put that necessary organ in your chest.”
 

“When we get home, I am cooking you a steak to make it up to you. So, what sleeping arrangements do you have planned? I don't know the floor plans of the building and I don't want to kick you out of your penthouse,” I say. “Oh and please tell me Jonas has to sleep on the couch.”
 

“There are a few rooms in the penthouse you haven't seen, so there is plenty of space for everyone there. Until Alex comes to town, I will be staying with you. When he arrives, I will still be close by, but will refrain from sharing your bed most nights. The floor directly below yours will probably be my choice. Tomorrow we can go pick out new sofas and you can scout some different storefronts that I know are available,” he informs me.
 

“Thanks for always thinking two steps ahead. At some point in the coming days, I would like us to sit down and have a discussion on what your underground organization has been doing in its efforts to get the Collective to shut down. I lived inside for over twenty years and may be able to help. I know I was always treated as an outsider, so I don't know all their secrets, but I may have overheard things that didn't seem important at the time, but would be helpful to your cause,” I say.
 

“I wasn't sure how soon you would be ready to go against them. I will bring you up to speed once we get things settled. I believe there is a big meeting in a couple days. Maybe you would like to accompany me to it,” he suggests.
 

“They tried to get me to kill my father and my mate. Even if they didn't know the exact relationship I had with those two people, the charges brought up against them were lies. It makes me question whether my other executions were legit. Thankfully, I do things in person and not with a sniper rifle or poison. I actually talk to the people before I kill them and most of them don't act innocent.”
 

“If it puts you at ease, our spies have not indicated that any of your kills were amongst our ranks. We have lost five people over the last year to unjust killings, which is actually lower than it has been for a while. I hope that means we are getting better at hiding ourselves,” he says as I finally pull into the parking area.
 

Usually at this time of day, I would just be waking up, or at least starting to think about waking up. Today it feels like I have run a marathon and have already finished my waking hours, but in reality, the night is still young. Let's just hope I can get through my first night possibly being on the Collective's hit list without taking a bullet. 
 





 
  


Chapter 16
 

Dinner with the new guys
 

As I predicted, Smitty is waiting in the parking lot for us. We all climb out of our vehicles.
 

“Hey Smitty, long time no see,” I say smiling at him. “Just out of curiosity, what is Smitty short for?”
 

“Didn't I tell you just last night to pretend you didn't know my name?” he asks.
 

“Sure, but why in the world do you think I would actually listen to you?” I reply. “Plus you got to hear a pretty intimate situation between me and Sebby, so I think that gives me the right to know your name.”
 

“Not really, but you are starting to grow on me, so I will tell you my name is Grant Smith,” he says giving in.
 

“Thank you, Smitty,” I say choosing to continue calling him by the nickname he seems to prefer. We have started making our way up to the penthouse. “I have a feeling we will end up being great friends. You know a lot about Sebastian. You are going to fill me in on all those old girlfriends, right?”
 

“He is not,” Sebastian says darkly. “I already told you there is no chance of anything affecting our relationship. Even if someone showed up, which they won't, we are bonded, so they will be barking up the wrong tree.”
 

“Come on, he said you had been in love before. I would love to know more about the women of your past. I will even tell you all about all the guys I have ever loved,” I barter.
 

“I have been around enough women to know they never want to know about a guy’s past conquests, so don't try it. I am also aware of the fact you have never loved anyone other than me, so your offer falls just a little flat, my love,” he replies. “I will fill you in on my history minus all the 'loves' I have supposedly had in time.”
 

“Party pooper. So, who is up for steak? I promised to cook Sebastian one, so I might as well cook one for anyone else who is hungry,” I suggest as we exit the elevator into the penthouse.
 

“I am always up for a nice, juicy steak,” Jake says taking in the foyer.
 

“If you have enough steaks I will prepare my own,” Jonas says.
 

“What is it going to take for you to trust me, Jonas?” I ask. “I promise I don't bite. Unless you are Sebastian, you are pretty safe in that aspect.”
 

“I didn't like you before I met you. Meeting you has not increased my opinion of you,” he says gruffly.
 

“Hey I don't like the assignment either, but a steak is a steak,” Jake says.
 

“Yeah, but you didn't have to ride with her and hear her stories about being a unicorn,” Jonas tells him.
 

Jake looks me up and down. “Doesn't look like much of a unicorn to me.”
 

“Exactly. Alex sent us to guard a lunatic. Just wait until she shows you her vampire fangs,” Jonas counters.
 

“Why would Alex scent a vampire? That makes no sense. I mean she is cute and I wouldn't mind spending a little quality time with her, but she is Nyx Slaughter. Just thinking her name makes my balls kind of shrivel up trying to hide.”
 

“Glad to know I make such an impact on you Jake. I will let someone else explain to you the situation you find yourself in. I am going to cook us some steaks, as long as you are still willing to allow me to cook for you,” I say.
 

“A steak is a steak. If you say it isn't poisoned, I will believe you,” he replies.
 

“Thank you for the benefit of the doubt. Jonas, if you would like to follow me, I will get you out your own skillet and you can prepare your own,” I say walking off to the kitchen.
 

In the kitchen, I look in the freezer first and find it to be not as full as I remembered it. I open the fridge and see that Sebastian must have set out some meat to defrost. Good, it won't take as long as I thought to get dinner in my stomach.
 

I set out four steaks on the counter. “Pick the one you want. I don't want you thinking I am giving you a poisoned one,” I instruct Jonas.
 

He grabs one from the middle with a grumble. “My brother was one of the five anti-Collective operatives killed this year,” he states as I find skillets to cook our steaks.
 

I stop and look up at him. “I understand and am sorry for your loss. I know it probably doesn't mean much to you, but Sebastian assured me I haven't killed anyone that didn't warrant it.”
 

“I believe he is right and I know you were not the one that killed him. I still don't trust you, though. You have been the poster child for the Collective's reign for a couple years now and that doesn't cause warm fuzzy feelings,” he comments.
 

“No, I imagine it wouldn't. They sent me to kill my own father five months ago, so I know how ruthless they really are. I hope that in time you will see that I am on your side. I am hoping that you or Jake will be able to fill me in on what it is really like to be a werewolf. I don't know when Alex will be able to join us and so far, I have only had one very painful shift. I don't know how often I am required to go through that, but I will need help,” I say standing and handing him a small skillet for his steak.
 

“Shifts shouldn't be painful,” he says going to work on his steak.
 

I work on my three and within a couple seconds they are sizzling on the stove. “That is what Alex said. It may have been my triple nature that caused the pain. I don't really know. I could feel every bone in my body shift and it was something I hope not to have to feel again.”
 

“For now, I would look to Jake, for assistance. I will have to verify your switch in allegiance with my own eyes before I even attempt to help you,” he replies. “He doesn't seem to have as big of an issue with your change of heart.”
 

“No problem. I will ask him if he is comfortable teaching me. Sebastian is going to start training me soon. If you would like to take some of your aggression out, let me know and we can meet in the gym,” I suggest.
 

“I may just take you up on that,” he says as we finish the steaks and I set out plates for us to put them on.
 

I grab my plate and Sebastian's and he takes his and Jake's. We head out to the living area where the guys are waiting.
 

“Did you guys have a nice talk?” I ask handing Sebastian his plate.
 

“I can see why Jonas is hesitant around you,” Jake responds. “A weird, freaky female hybrid that happens to be of the Gentry line. If I wrote a science fiction book, I couldn't have come up with a more unbelievable combination.”
 

“Glad I can be entertaining for you,” I tell him. “Smitty, did you want something to eat? I feel strange eating in front of you.”
 

“It is very kind of you to think of me, Nyx. I ate just yesterday, so I am fine for a couple days.”
 

That is good enough for me and I dive into my food. Looking around it is apparent that I will not be able to take these guys out to a restaurant anytime soon. Jake actually didn't even bother with silverware and is eating the steak in his hands. Jonas at least is using a fork. He has pierced the middle of his steak and is eating his way to the fork. Sebby is cutting and eating his, slowly savoring the flavor. Who can blame the guy after not eating food for over a millennium?
 

“Better than a cheeseburger?” I ask him.
 

“Still not as good as you, but yes much better than that cheeseburger,” he replies.
 

“You guys have no idea how weird it is to watch a vampire eating a meal,” Jake comments licking his fingers. “If I wasn't watching it with my own eyes, I wouldn't believe it.”
 

“Hang around with us long enough and you will find out all sorts of weird things,” I tell him. “I bet no one would have ever thought it was possible to turn a rock into a sofa, but you are sitting on the proof.”
 

“Fine. We will go tonight to get new furniture. I can also show you a storefront next to Sins that I think would work well for you,” Sebastian says.
 

“I don't know about that,” I reply collecting everyone’s plate. “Sins can be pretty noisy can't it?”
 

“Your building would be soundproofed, so as not to disturb you or any potential clients that came to visit. It will also be good to keep you close, in case you get hungry. It would only take me a second to get to you anywhere in the city, but the closeness would probably soothe us both,” he says.
 

“Stepping out on my own in the world doesn't seem to be as freeing an experience as I thought it would. I am surprised you didn't ask me to actually set up shop in Sins.” I leave the room to do the dishes.
 

“Unlike your werewolf boyfriend, I know how much you like your independence. I led out with my middle option. There is also a place a block away and, of course, Sins itself.” he says while I turn on the water.
 

“Well, Sins is out no matter what. We can check out the other two places. Being next to Sins, and the people that go in and out of there, might actually drum up some business,” I reply.
 

“I want to pick you up and lick you like an ice cream cone,” he says very softly.
 

“What?” I screech back at him. I can hear the rest of the guys laughing from the living room.
 

“Just checking your hearing, love. Since I said that part under my breath, I think it is improving. I guess I won't be able to say any words of bonding quietly anymore,” he says laughing.
 

“Good. That will come in handy. I am going to finish these dishes and then take a shower. Does anyone else need to take one before we go?” I ask.
 

“I wouldn't mind one,” Sebastian replies. “Are you offering to take one with me?”
 

I think about it for a second. Sadly, my initial thought is how great an idea that sounds, but I quickly get my hormones under control. I don't want the first time I see a naked man to be with a house full of paranorms with great hearing, especially when that naked man is Sebastian.
 

“Rain check,” I say softly turning off the water.
 

“Not a flat no. I like that response,” Sebastian replies. “It gives me hope for our relationship.”
 

“You know it is just going to take me time to get used to everything. If it was just you and me, the answer would have been different,” I tell him walking through the living area to the bedroom area to grab some clothes.
 

I grab one of my normal outfits and some underwear and head to the bathroom. I make quick work of cleaning up and getting dressed including putting my weapons back in place. I head out and announce, “It's all yours.”
 

“Thank you, love,” Sebastian says appearing before me. He gives me a quick kiss and then enters the bathroom.
 

I make my way to the living area and sit next to Smitty. There seems to be a little tension between the guys, which from the things I have learned recently may not be that out of the ordinary.
 

“So Jake would you like to share any information about yourself?” I ask breaking the silence.
 

“What do you want to know? I am twenty-seven, have been in the resistance for six years. Before that, I spent most of my life in the Collective. I was never allowed to think for myself and did everything I was told. One night a group of guys brought in a witch they decided would be a perfect sacrifice for the moon goddess. I had done questionable things before, but when they handed me that knife, I couldn't bring myself to kill her. I refused and was beat pretty badly.
 

“When I came to the next day, I ran. I did not want to be a part of an organization that condones that kind of thing. Not long after that, I met Alex. He taught me what it was really like to be a wolf and I have been with him ever since,” he says.
 

“Wow. I wasn't exactly expecting you to open up that much. Thank you,” I say to him. “Did we ever see each other in the Collective?” I don't remember him, but most people weren't exactly friendly to me and their faces tended to run together.
 

“You would have probably seen me with a group of people. For the most part, we were ordered to stay away from you. They had a thing worked out where only certain wolves were allowed to be around you and we were told to make sure you believed you were human and unwanted. It wasn't something one would question,” he explains.
 

“Well it is good to know I wasn't imagining things all these years,” I say laughing.
 

“Of course not, my love,” Sebastian says joining us fully dressed. “You are usually most observant. Are you ready to go? I imagine since we woke up early today we will want to turn in a little bit early as well.”
 

“Yes. I cannot sit on these stones for another minute,” I say standing ready to go. 
 





 
  


Chapter 17
 

Another team member
 

Our entourage makes our way to the furniture store in the business district. Most businesses are open twenty-four hours in Night Owl City to cater to the different species. I have never had to shop for furniture or do I have much decorating sense, so as long as it is comfortable, I really don't care what it looks like.
 

Walking into the store, we get a lot of stares and there are a few people that take one look and exit the store immediately. I am used to having that kind of effect on people. Maybe I should have worn a disguise.
 

“I say we stick with something in black,” Sebastian suggests eying the remaining customers.
 

We make our way through the store. I am flanked by Sebastian and Jake with Smitty leading the way and Jonas bringing up the rear. I am still finding this whole guard thing pretty annoying. After sitting on the ten different options of black sofas, I make my selection and Sebastian takes care of paying for it and scheduling the delivery.
 

“What are you going to do with the old ones?” I ask.
 

“Maybe you can use them for a waiting area in your new business,” Sebastian replies.
 

“Yes, because I didn't actually want to try to keep the customers once they make it into the door,” I say sarcastically causing him to laugh.
 

“The people delivering the new pieces will take the old ones away. What they do with them, I really don't care,” he responds.
 

“So which storefront is closer to us?” I ask ready to hopefully get this new business set up. I have to add furniture, get a phone set up, make business cards and figure out how to market myself. It seems like a ton of work.
 

“The one not right next to Sins is the closest. Let's head there,” Sebastian says directing our group through the other people out for an evening stroll.
 

Six blocks away he stops in front of a pretty normal looking building. It is brick with large picture windows allowing people to easily see inside. With the lights currently off, the interior is still a bit of a mystery to me. The big windows, though, are not appealing to me. I really don't want to have people watching me all night.
 

Sebastian takes out a key and guides us into the building. I stop just inside the door waiting for someone to turn the lights on. When they do, what I see doesn't make me feel like this is the right space. It seems it used to be a secondhand store or something because it looks like a very large garage sale. Hangers are everywhere with obviously worn clothing hanging from them. There are different sections for other departments like electronics and kitchen supplies. The location may be further away from Sins, but this place is going to take a while to set up the way I want it.
 

“The owners unexpectedly had to leave town a few months back. Didn't take a thing and didn't phone to say they were leaving. I can have a crew come in and toss everything within a few hours, and you could take another look at the raw materials, if you would like,” Sebastian says.
 

“This place is really grimy, are you going to send cleaners in as well?” Smitty asks glancing at an extremely large reddish brown spot on the carpet. The spot makes me wonder if the owners really left town.
 

“I can do that as well. I probably should have before bringing you in, but it was short notice,” Sebastian replies.
 

“I have seen enough for now, let's go check out the other place and then I will decide if this one deserves another look,” I say trying to exit the place as quickly as possible. I feel like there are bugs crawling all over me.
 

I know the way to Sins from here, so I start walking in that direction. Quickly, the guards are in place and I see Sebastian texting on his phone next to me. This reminds me, I really need to pick up a new one. I left my Collective issued one behind when we left Emerald Town. I still have the secure one, but I don't like using that often in case someone is able to pick up the signal.
 

When I reach Sins, I stop waiting for Sebastian to direct me to the location we are inspecting. I don't notice we are not alone until a figure detaches himself from the wall.
 

“Marcus, thank you for meeting us,” Sebastian says offering to shake the man's hand.
 

“You call, I appear,” Marcus replies taking Sebastian's and I watch some odd handshake between the two of them. “I heard the rumors that you had taken up with Slaughter. I see they are true.”
 

“Yes, my friend. That isn't really a new development, however. She has been with me now for three years. As you can imagine, our relationship has been kept a secret. Wouldn't have been good for either of us, if that information was leaked before she broke with the Collective,” Sebastian explains.
 

“I heard there is a bit of a fuss brewing about that. The Collective isn't exactly happy about losing her,” Marcus informs us.
 

“Really? Must be why they tried to kill me the other day,” I remark.
 

“I don't see them wanting to do that. From what I heard, they want you back on their side, alive,” he replies.
 

I look to Sebastian and he just shrugs. Maybe they don't know about Alex and me and were just sending in backup to secure him. Sebastian seemed sure that wasn't the case and I trust his instincts, so I am still leaning towards them wanting me dead.
 

“So, what can I do for you tonight, Sebastian?” Marcus asks. “Oh, nice to see you again Smitty, it has been a while.”
 

“I am in need of our strongest vampires' help in protecting a precious package,” Sebastian explains to him. “Long story short, Nyx here is a hybrid and is connected to both myself and Alex Monroe. As you can imagine if anything happens to her, our resistance movement will suffer greatly from the three deaths.”
 

“I can see how that would be an issue and will gladly help. I am guessing that is why you are walking the streets with the mutts. I am a little surprised that Alex chose Jonas to guard her. His distaste for all things Collective is well known,” Marcus answers.
 

“Whatever Alex's reasoning, it is his own. Against her will, Nyx is going to now have guards at all times to ensure she is kept alive. Since she isn't fully vampire or werewolf or even human, we don't know what will kill her. I would like to ask for your assistance in being one of her permanent guards opposite Smitty. There are few I can trust my love's life with,” Sebastian says.
 

“I am in between missions right now, so I am available,” he replies simply.
 

“Really? Just like that. No yelling about how it is impossible for me to be a hybrid or how stupid Sebastian has been for bonding himself to me?” I ask.
 

“I can smell that you smell of both Sebastian and a wolf, so I know what has been said is the truth. You are right that it should be impossible, but with the evidence in front of me, I feel no need to argue. As for Bastian bonding with you, I have known for some time he was infatuated with you, so that doesn't come as a surprise either,” Marcus comments.
 

“Infatuated? Sebastian? You have got to be kidding,” I say.
 

“Oh no, I have never seen him like this and we have known each other for close to six hundred years. I have been in meetings with him where he was all business and then your name would be brought up and the expression on his face would totally transform and it wasn't to the one of disgust like most people around the table were wearing. You could actually see how much he cared about you and Sebastian has never deemed it necessary to care about another. Sure, he has had women people would say he loved, but it isn't the same. The emotion I have seen on his face for you is borderline worship.”
 

“She did hang the stars and moon,” Sebastian says grabbing my hand.
 

“I think I am going to be sick,” I hear Jake say as he turns and makes gagging sounds.
 

“Now I am sorry I said anything. Let's leave the mushy stuff for behind closed doors please. I don't want Jake losing his dinner. Show me this other place, so we can get back home and start working on schedules now that we have more guards than I know what to do with,” I state.
 

“Sure, it is right there,” Sebastian says pointing at the building to the left of Sins.
 

On initial glance, I have to say I like it a lot. It is similar to the other one, but instead of clear glass allowing all to see inside, I can tell that the glass has been given a smoked over treatment. I may not like my men mysterious, but buildings I can deal with. Sebastian leads us in and flips a light switch right inside the door.
 

“Explain,” I say taking in an office space that is everything I ever hoped it could be.
 

There is a nice waiting area to the right as you enter the space with a half dozen comfy looking black chairs, similar to the ones in Sebby's office. On the left, there is a nice size desk where a reception type person would sit and greet customers. On the wall opposite the entrance, is a door leading to what looks like an office, judging by the desk and computer I can see from here.
 

“I redecorated about a year ago with you in mind. You know I always hoped you would leave the Collective and this was to be my gift to you when you did,” Sebastian says.
 

I wander back into the office and see the desk matches Sebastian's with its green marble top. On the wall behind the desk, is a collection of medieval looking weapons. I see swords, daggers, maces, bows and arrows and a couple axes. It is really an impressive collection and I imagine it is pretty expensive.
 

I look down at the desk and see a phone and a pile of business cards. I pick one of the cards up to get a better look. On the left of the card, there is a picture of a smoking gun that looks an awful lot like my Colt 1911. To the right of it is my name in an elegant type that looks a little funny next to the gun, but I still like it. Below the name, it says 'Have ax will travel'.
 

I glance up to see Sebastian staring at me expectantly. “It is perfect, but way too much. I cannot believe you did all this.”
 

“One of these days, you will realize I will do anything for you. Since you seem to like it, the signage guys will be here in an hour or so to put your name on the building. As promised, you cannot hear the music or noises from next door. All I need is your word that you are ready to go to work and my network of people will start spreading your name around. I am sure that will bring customers to your door within a day or two,” he states.
 

“I don't know how I can ever thank you,” I say picking up the cell phone.
 

“I am sure some day we will figure out a way,” he says with a naughty looking smile on his face.
 

“Perv,” I tell him and make my way towards him. I stand on my tiptoes and place my lips on his. What I planned to be a short and sweet kiss, transforms into something a lot steamier.
 

His tongue immediately asks entrance by tracing my lower lip. I give up and allow him in. Neither one of us wants to give over to the other, so we battle for control of the kiss unaware of what is going on in the outside world. I finally relent and allow him to take control. Eventually, we both decide we need air to breathe and separate. I am a little surprised to find that I have climbed up Sebastian and have my legs wrapped around his waist. A very persistent and hard piece of him is knocking at my core.
 

“Oops,” I say making motions to climb down him.
 

“Just a second,” he says holding me tight and breathing in deeply. “We are going to have to be more careful.”
 

“It would seem that kissing should be avoided,” I reply.
 

“I wouldn't say that, but we should probably plan it out a little bit better. Poor Alex probably just achieved a very unexpected hard on. Being in a triangle as connected as ours makes everything more difficult.”
 

“I still don't get how this is going to work between the three of us. I mean the dating part will be doable, even though it will suck because I will always feel like I am betraying you when I am with him, but the actual physical relationships are what have me really worried,” I say.
 

“As you get to know him, I don't think you will feel as bad. He is as much a part of you as I am. I knew when I started the bond there may be a time where I would have to share you. I have told myself that as long as the other guy cherished you as much as I do, then I will be happy. You deserve all the greatest things in this world, Nyx. I am hoping between me and Alex we can provide them to you,” he answers.
 

He finally loosens his hold and I climb down keeping eye contact the whole time. Sebastian is really too good to be true and I am just afraid one of these days, the other shoe will drop.
 

The rest of the night is spent going over things with the guards. Where they were sleeping, who was following me around when, and general rules on how to not get on my bad side are gone over. Overall, they seem like an interesting group. Jonas still dislikes me with a passion, but I realized long ago I was never going to win any popularity contests.
 

After our discussion, I am done for the night, so I decide to hit the hay. The guys stay awake and if Sebastian wasn’t with them, I imagine they would be plotting my demise. I, on the other hand, fall asleep wondering how long it will take me to lose them.
 





 
  


Chapter 18
 

Duty calls
 

I wake up the next day at four in the afternoon. At some point, Sebastian joined me in bed, but is on his stomach facing away from me. I think it will be funny if he ever does decide to try to cuddle when I am already asleep. I am a relatively light sleeper and don’t tend to like to be touched all that much. Ryan tried to wake me up once and ended up getting a black eye for his troubles. Maybe I should suggest Jonas be my wakeup call one of these days.
 

I carefully make my way out of bed to not disturb Sebby and notice black curtain type things separating the bedroom area from the rest of the penthouse. I have to say I like the idea, but right now, I really need to use the bathroom.
 

I turn to the living area after I finish my business. Jonas looks to be napping on one of the new couches and Jake is watching something on TV.
 

“Anything good on? I usually don’t wake up for a few more hours, so I don’t know what is on now,” I say.
 

“Nothing really good. I am just channel flipping until you get up. Jonas has been out for a few hours now and I will be waking him shortly, so I can get a nap in,” he replies as he powers off the television.
 

“I was hoping to head to my new shop and see if I can start getting things organized. Sebastian should probably head into work himself tonight, so I want to keep busy,” I tell him.
 

“Hey Jonas, time to wake up,” Jake says causing Jonas to immediately sit up and focus on his surroundings. Can you say creepy?
 

“Good morning, Jonas. I trust the new furniture is more comfortable than the old,” I say.
 

“I have no problem sleeping on frozen ground, so anything is comfortable to me when I sleep,” he says as his reply. Obviously, he didn’t have warm and fuzzy dreams about me.
 

“Slaughter wants to go into work. I can last a few more hours until the bloodsuckers wake up, but we have to be in pairs. You good to go?” Jake asks Jonas.
 

“Sure. This place gets pretty boring. I sincerely hope there are a couple more rooms Sebastian neglected to tell us about. There is supposed to be a gym, but I haven’t seen it,” Jonas replies.
 

“I have heard that rumor, too, but have yet to be introduced. We will have to remedy that the next time Sebastian is vertical. I am going to go get dressed and then we can head out, if that is okay with you guys,” I say.
 

“Sounds good. That old scar never did heal very well, did it?” Jake asks looking at the scar that runs the length of my inner leg. Most people don’t see me in my sleeping shorts, so really only the people who were there when it happened know about it.
 

“Were you there or just heard about it?” I question.
 

“There. Tommy always was a jerk. He was huge compared to you and had full use of his werewolf strength. Why he decided to slice you has always eluded me,” he answers.
 

“You haven’t seen his best work,” I say spinning around and lifting my shirt to expose my back.
 

“Holy shit!” Jake yells. “That isn’t something I ever heard about.” I am used to seeing the deep T shaped scar that spans across my shoulder blades and down my spine in a mirror, but other than Tommy, no one else has seen it. It is something I have had to look at for the past four years.
 

“It was a private lesson in how big of an asshole he really is. He claimed he didn’t want me to ever forget him. One of these days, we will meet outside the Collective and I will see just how tough he really is,” I say heading towards the bedroom to get dressed.
 

There are a lot of demons from my Collective past that one day will need to be exercised. Today isn’t that day, so I have to keep focused on what is right in front of me and not waste time planning gruesome deaths.
 

I get dressed in my usual black pants, but just to mix things up I wear the red version of my black top. I don’t see myself having to go into stealth mode tonight, so a little color is nice. I put on my holster and throwing knives, then add a boot knife and my sawed off shotgun that I wear on my back.
 

I know supposedly I am this weird hybrid and shouldn’t need to hide behind my weapons, but until I have verified extra strength and speed, you are going to find me armed to the teeth. Plus, I don’t really know how good my bodyguards are. Yes, they are huge and could probably juggle cars, but can they fight? Until that is verified, I feel I have to protect them as well.
 

“Ready,” I say emerging from bedroom. Sebastian is obviously a real deep sleeper because he still hasn’t moved.
 

“Good, so are we,” Jake says looking up. “Your car or ours?”
 

“Mine is loaded with my gear, so I prefer it,” I explain.
 

“Fine, but I am driving,” Jonas says.
 

“Umm. No. I am the only one allowed to drive the Suburban,” I tell him.
 

“I rode with you yesterday and you drive like a human grandma. We would like to get to your place of business sometime tonight, so hand the keys over,” Jonas replies.
 

“If I drive like a grandma, I am terrified to see how you drive. I was going over the speed limit the whole time,” I counter.
 

“Then there is something wrong with your speedometer, because you were going probably ten under. If you promise to go at least ten over, I will allow you to drive. I like to have my arms free, just in case,” he states.
 

“Fine. Sebastian never mentioned this and he has ridden with me a few times,” I state twirling my car keys around my finger.
 

“Sebastian is probably the person that adjusted it for you, so you were forced to go slow. Fang face, evidently, has been overprotective without you knowing for a while now. He even had operatives in the Collective to ensure your safety there,” Jonas claims.
 

“I don’t think we were supposed to tell her that,” Jake says.
 

I shrug. “He has himself to worry about. Anything happens to me he feels it and I am guessing he didn’t want to run in the Collective personally to make sure I was protected. I haven’t had an issue fighting my own fight for about three years, so I am hoping those operatives were able to gather other information.”
 

I walk towards the door to indicate we are done standing around. The boys follow in line and we quickly make it to the Suburban. They stop me from getting in while they survey the vehicle.
 

“Looks clean,” Jake reports and opens the door for me.
 

“Thank you,” I say as I get in. The guys situate themselves with Jonas in back and Jake riding shotgun.
 

The few minute ride is over without a word between us. I park in front of the new building and admire the new signage. In a script that matches my business card, it says Nyx Slaughter big and bold on the left window. Underneath it, in block letters, it says Private Investigator. I like the sound of that.
 

I pull out the key Sebastian gave me and enter the building. Since it is still light out, I don’t need to flip on the lights, but I do anyway. The Cujo twins take seats in the waiting area and I leave them to look over the space again. Nothing looks to have changed overnight, so I make my way back to the office. On the corner of the desk is a vase filled with roses. I pick up the card to read it, expecting it to be a cute note from Sebastian, but am surprised to see it is from Alex.
 

The guys reported in things were moving fast for your new venture. I hope you have a great first day and don’t forget to knock them dead ~ Alex
 

I cannot say that I am particularly fond of flowers, but the thought is nice. I put the card back in its holder and sit down in my plush leather chair. I have had my new phone on me, so I know no calls have come through. I decide to start up the computer to see what all is installed on it.
 

Once it boots, an email client auto starts. Not one to miss anything, Sebastian seems to have set me up my own work account. I see an email from him dated a few months ago and am forced to ignore it because the most recent email has urgent please read in capital letters. I imagine it is spam, but it is always best to be safe and it doesn’t indicate there are any attachments, so I open it.
 

Ms. Slaughter,
 

I have heard about your new business venture and am in desperate need of your help. I don’t know what your hours are or when you will officially be open for business, so I will show up today at 5:30 p.m. in hopes you are available. If you get this before then and are available, please call me at 499-304-2234.
 

M
 

I may get a client quicker than I expected. I look at the clock and see it is five now, so I will just let the person come in when they are ready. I open the desk drawers while I wait to see if there is anything interesting. The top one is loaded with a handgun. I pick it up and take a look at the ammo. My vampire beau has armed me with UV bullets. I cannot help but laugh.
 

The middle drawer contains electronic devices like trackers and bugs. I hadn’t immediately thought about needing those. I am so used to just tracking people down and killing them, I didn’t think that I might need to follow someone around.
 

The third drawer is locked. I look around, but do not find a key. Sebastian is going to have some explaining to do about locking drawers in my office. The search for the key unveils a crossbow under my desk with an arrow already loaded. I would have to say the arrowhead itself is silver and points directly at the seat in front of me.
 

I start to take a closer look at the office for other interesting finds, but I immediately notice a red light flashing above my office door. I stand up to get a closer look and notice that Jake and Jonas are in the waiting area with a visitor. They seem to be giving the woman a tough time and she is already crying, so I decide to intervene.
 

“What’s going on out here?” I ask making my presence known.
 

“This lady says she is here to see you and has an appointment. We are just checking her out to make sure she is legit,” Jake informs me.
 

“M?” I ask the woman. Her strawberry blond hair looks like it has seen better days and if she hasn’t been on a beer diet, it is clear she is very pregnant. She is carrying a large bag that I am sure my guards aren’t too happy to see.
 

“Yes, that is me,” she responds shakily.
 

“Boys let her through. She was expected and is obviously upset,” I walk towards her and lead her back to my office. After I get her situated, I ask, “Can I get you anything? I don’t believe I have anything here, but I would love to send one of the boys out to get you something.”
 

“I am fine and I am afraid I don’t have a lot of time. They took my mate last night. They just came right into our house and ripped him away from me. I know they haven’t killed him yet because I am still alive, but you must help. There are three lives at stake and I know it is just a matter of time before they do worse than just beat him a little,” she says.
 

“Okay first things first, who took him?” I ask.
 

“The Collective. I don’t know what your ties are with them, but as a woman I was hoping you would have mercy on my child and help us,” she explains.
 

Babies don’t exactly make me feel all warm and fuzzy, so it doesn’t really appeal to my maternal instincts. I do, however, have no problem going against the Collective, so I give her a warm smile.
 

“I am under the assumption that my ties are totally severed with the Collective. I do know the layout of the main building pretty well, though, so I think I could get in. It won’t be an easy job though and will cost a pretty penny in hazard pay,” I tell her. “I don’t think I could do it for less than a 100K.”
 

“I understand. I am willing and able to pay that amount. I was expecting it to be more, but, of course, I value my mate's life differently,” she replies.
 

“Since I am just starting out, I don’t have contracts or anything for you to sign. I will go in tonight and get him; I will expect payment by end of day tomorrow. If I don’t receive that payment, you will not like the outcome,” I explain.
 

“Thank you. Here is a picture of Greg,” she says digging around in her bag. I don’t see anything really special about the guy. Brown hair, muted green eyes, and olive skin. I should be able to pick him out.
 

“Got it,” I say sliding the picture back to her. “Why don’t you go home and wait for your husband’s return. I have some preparation work to do and then I will be heading out.”
 

“Thank you again. I was afraid to come here, but didn’t know where else to turn. My neighbor told me about your new venture and I was hoping it wasn’t something Collective organized,” she says standing up to leave. “We have only been with the group against the Collective for a short time. I don't know how they found out.”
 

“No worries there, you are looking at the newest member of the resistance,” I say after her as she hurries from the room.
 

“So boys, can I talk you into waiting here while I run a quick errand?” I ask sweetly as I make my way out to the waiting area.
 

“This is a stupid idea,” Jonas says. “It is way too dangerous for you to try to break in there. If you are caught, the resistance will suffer greatly.”
 

“That is why I don’t plan on getting caught. I need to get supplies from the Suburban. Are one of you going to escort me?” I query not pausing for them to answer as I exit the building.
 





 
  


Chapter 19
 

Getting down to business
 

After grabbing my gear, I return to the office and close the door before either guard can enter.
 

“I am changing clothes, so give me a second,” I say as I take off my shotgun and start stripping out of my top. The pants are fine for my disguise, but the top would be a very big clue that I am not who I claim to be. I hurry into a plain black top. “You can come in now.”
 

I sit down and take out my case of contacts. I select the hazel color ones and plop them in.
 

“There are not many females in the Collective. In fact, if you didn’t know, there are only three and that number included me. Any of the males that have mates, keep them away from the Collective proper. Out of the two other females, one of them has my general build. I am a bit thinner than she, but with a wig, people might confuse the two of us from the back.
 

“I know of an entry point just big enough for someone of my size to squeeze through. It isn’t guarded or alarmed because it is literally a twelve-inch wide by five-inch tall exhaust vent. No one besides me or a small child would be able to get through. This is one of the few times I am thrilled to not have big lady mounds on my chest.
 

“Once in, I will make my way through the ventilation system towards the holding cells. I have been there many times and am pretty good with directions, so I don’t see finding them to be an issue,” I say as I finish rolling my long hair up and securing it. I put on my light brown shoulder length wig and give my head a shake to get used to the weight.
 

“You make that sound easy enough, but how are you expecting to get out? You aren’t recovering a small child that can follow you back the way you came,” Jake says showing a bit of grumpiness that is new for him.
 

“There are a few less guarded exits. I have a badge that says I am Julie Richards, who happens to be a real person and as long as they don’t know her and don’t look too closely I am good to go.” I explain.
 

“I don’t like this at all. There are too many ifs involved,” Jonas states shaking his head.
 

“These people joined your group under the assumption there would be some level of protection. So far, you have failed and now they are asking me to correct the issue. Think of me as your new fixer. It is night now, so Smitty and Marcus should be able to join us. All I need is for you guys to keep a lookout. I will do the really dangerous part,” I say.
 

“I believe that is the issue I am having, you doing the dangerous part. Call Sebastian. He should be up by now, see what he says since Alex isn’t here,” Jake suggests.
 

“Neither of those men run my life, I shouldn’t have to ask them if I can take a case,” I reply.
 

“No, Princess, they don’t run your life, but their lives sure depend on you not doing something stupid, so at least make the courtesy call to let your fanged boyfriend know you are doing something idiotic,” Jonas growls.
 

“I guess I would like to see how his day has gone so far,” I say pulling out my new cell and dialing his number.
 

“Love, you weren’t here when I woke up,” Sebastian responds immediately.
 

“Sorry Sebby, I wanted to get a jump on things. How has your day been?” I ask.
 

“I have risen and bathed. Marcus and Smitty are up and moving as well. They are both getting ready to leave to get some breakfast before visiting you,” he states. “I was planning to drop by my office for a little while, just to make sure things aren’t piling up.”
 

“That’s a great idea. I was hoping you were going in today. I actually just got my first case and was getting ready to leave,” I claim.
 

“Really. Is it an assassination?” he asks.
 

“Nope. It is more search and rescue. A werewolf was kidnapped and his wife requested I go retrieve him from his jailors,” I say.
 

“So open and shut. That is a nice first case for you. It is something a little different than what you are used to,” he replies.
 

“I think it is a great case. Jonas and Jake have been whining about it, though. They keep claiming it is too dangerous. I don’t think they really know me that well,” I say.
 

“Nyx,” he says using my name usually isn’t a good sign. “Those two are very well trained warriors. What about this case has them worried?”
 

“Just the location of the captive, but I have a really good plan for getting him out. There is no reason to worry. I am the one in harm’s way and I am not worried at all,” I say.
 

“Marie came to see you,” he states.
 

“I don’t know her name, but it might have started with an M. The target is named Greg,” I tell him.
 

“I was alerted of the issue last night. My men were going to meet tonight to form a plan of action to get him out of the Collective’s grasp. She should have known that,” he says.
 

“The woman looked like she was going to pop a baby out any second. I am sure she wasn’t thinking exactly straight, but I have an entry and an exit strategy already mapped out and was getting ready to carry it out,” I say.
 

“Explain this strategy to me. Getting in and out of the Collective unnoticed is next to impossible. We have some people on the inside, but they can only do so much without blowing their cover,” he says. I fill him in on my brilliant plan and then wait in silence for him to digest it. “It could work. How close do you really look like this other woman?”
 

“With the wig and contacts from a long distance I can pass. I will be in and out within thirty minutes. Me going in armed to the teeth won’t even look suspicious. The other girl is a fighter, so she normally is well armed,” I explain.
 

“I still don’t like it, but at least wait for Marcus and Smitty to join you guys,” he insists. “As much as I would like to go and protect you myself, me being seen on Collective property would not be a good idea. The rest of the group isn’t as well known, so less flags will be raised if they are spotted.”
 

“I was already planning on bringing them along. How long before they get here?”
 

“Not long. They only needed a small meal. Knowing them, they probably shared it. I will warn you now, if I feel any injuries to you or extremely strong emotions, I don’t care who is standing in my way, I will be there within moments to get you out. Me allowing this is a really dumb move on my part, but your plan seems more doable than anything my guys would have probably come up with,” he says.
 

“Thank you for your support Sebastian. I will finish this up and then come visit you,” I say.
 

“I love you, keep safe,” he replies.
 

“Love you, too,” I say and then hang up. I look over to Jake and Jonas and say, “See no problem.”
 

“You are going to get everyone killed,” Jonas says coolly.
 

“Doubtful,” I say shrugging my shoulders. “The rest of our crew should be here in a second. Let’s head out to the car,” I say grabbing my bags, leaving the shotgun. The knives and handguns are normal, but not many people carry the sawed off, so it might give me away.
 

I lock the door and then skip to the vehicle, so I can store my gear. As I finish rearranging a few weapons that may come in handy if we are being chased, I feel the air whoosh around me marking the arrival of the rest of the crew.
 

“We hear you are leading us to our deaths tonight,” Smitty says and when I turn around, I can see him smiling.
 

“Nah. I am just trying to make your lives more interesting. You have been around for centuries, you have to get pretty bored every now and then,” I say returning his smile.
 

“This is true. Daily life can be a little boring. We are told to stand guard as you do something crazy, like break into the Collective and release a prisoner,” Marcus states. His mood doesn’t seem quite as light hearted as Smitty’s.
 

“Good, you were given a full report. Now get in the vehicle, so we can get this over with. I have a lot of settling in to still do,” I say as I hurry to the driver’s seat.
 

Everyone follows suit and we head towards the witch’s castle. I can feel a pre-battle tension emanating from the others. Maybe I will have to lure some people to them just so they can get the fight out of their system. I turn on the radio to pass the time.
 

I end up parking in a wooded area about a mile from the Collective proper. Any closer and I know there are cameras that would have picked us up. Everyone else in the group could probably cover the mile in about a minute, but I really don’t think my super speed has kicked in.
 

“Okay, don’t ever say I don’t ask for your guys’ opinions. In this form, I don’t think I am probably that fast. Do you think I should remain this way and we all go in slow, or should I shift and we can all cover the distance quickly?” I ask.
 

“My vote is for fast. I don’t want to be this close to the Collective for long,” Jonas says.
 

“I can shift with you, so it looks like you aren’t just out wondering alone. A pair might cause less suspicion, if we are picked up,” Jake adds.
 

Marcus and Smitty look at each other and just nod. “Shifting it is. I will warn you that last time this was really painful, so it may take me a minute to recover.”
 

Really, I don’t even know if this is going to be possible without Alex here. He seemed to guide me the last time. I start thinking about him in his wolf form and his delicious doughy smell. I raise my head eyes closed and focus on nothing but him. I feel myself fall to my knees and thankfully feel just little stabs of pain as my bones start to move and grow.
 

“Wow you are kind of tiny,” I hear Jake say.
 

“But look at her fur. Have you ever seen such a color? She can’t go in there glowing. There is no way we will get past the cameras without raising alarm,” Jonas says.
 

I ignore him and head over to a big area of dirt and start rolling around in it trying to disguise my coloring. After I feel I have rolled enough, I return to them. “Better?”
 

“I guess a little bit, you still look goldish, but you have knocked most of the shine off,” Marcus says. I am glad my wolf speak works on vampires other than Sebastian.
 

“Do you think I will pass, or should I go roll around in some mud?” I respond.
 

“If you aren’t reflective, since it is night, I don’t think the cameras will pick up the color. Why in the world do you look like that anyway?” Jake asks.
 

“You are asking the person that a week ago didn’t even know she could turn into a wolf?” I question.
 

He looks at me trying to figure out where in my response his answer lies. “She doesn’t know, dude. It is just another part of her being a unicorn. Hopefully, someday soon she will run out of surprises. Shift so we can get this over with,” Jonas tells him.
 

He quickly transforms into a chocolate colored wolf. I didn’t notice with Alex before because I was still recovering, but I must really be a tiny wolf. I haven’t seen another female, so maybe it is a gender trait.
 

I dart off through the woods at a fast clip, leaving them to follow. I can hear Jake running just off my right flank before I even get a yard away. I start thinking about how I will need to get some training in wolf form done soon, and before I know it, I have arrived at my vent. I quickly think human and shift back with no pain.
 

“Someone give me a boost this is my entry. I will be back in about fifteen minutes baring any interruptions. I am sure you guys can figure out what to do if you are seen,” I finish saying as I walk over to where Jonas has taken position by the wall.
 

He quickly lifts me and I unscrew the lid covering my passage. With that done, I grab on the edge and pull myself up and into the shaft. Now the fun really begins.
 





 
  


Chapter 20
 

Slight deviation from the plan
 

The vents work just as I expect and I make my way towards the holding area on the west side of the building. I have been there many times during early missions that weren’t assassination based. I know that if I go far enough, I will get to a vent that is behind the guards’ door, so they won’t even see me. There aren’t even cameras on the prisoners making this much simpler.
 

I reach my vent and as quietly as possible work the screws out of it. The guards may not have visual, but they do still have excellent hearing. This opening is a lot bigger than my original entrance. It is about twenty-eight inches by sixteen, so as long as Greg isn’t a body builder, I think we will be able to make our escape.
 

I lift the grate and stick my head down slowly to see if anyone is in view. I see nothing but the cells and hear only some soft breathing. I carefully swing myself down and drop to the floor in a crouch.
 

I start looking through the cells and am surprised to find them empty. When I reach the last cell, I see a form lying on the ground. He is the source of the breathing, so I know he isn’t dead. Not wanting to talk I tap on the bars lightly to get his attention.
 

The muted green eyes I am looking for look up at me in surprise. It looks like someone has taken a jackhammer to his face. It is extremely swollen, probably from taking several fists to it. I place my finger over my lips to make sure he keeps quiet and he nods in understanding.
 

I take out a lock pick kit that I knew would be needed and silently go to work on the lock. When it clicks indicating it is unlocked, I pause for a second to make sure it didn’t alert the guards. After a minute of no one running in to shoot me, I swing the gate open and run to the man. I check out the condition of the rest of his body and other than just being in his underwear, things look good. If I had to carry him out of here, we would have been in trouble.
 

I do the whole finger to the lips thing again and lead him out of the cell. I point up when we reach the opening and he nods understanding to go that way. He lifts me up on his shoulders and I crawl back into the vent. A second later, he leaps up and joins me.
 

I wave for him to follow and I head back towards an exit I believe will be easy to get out of. Three minutes of twisting and turning later, I am once again using the screwdriver to get us out. I hear nothing down below, so I imagine it is safe for us to exit. I slide down swiftly and grab the Beretta the second my feet hit the ground. I see no one, so I signal Greg to follow me out.
 

The exit is about ten feet behind us, so I push him in that direction while I follow and try to keep my senses open for any intruders. Everything is going just like I planned and Jake and Jonas are going to laugh when I get out within ten minutes.
 

“I thought I smelled you,” a voice I hoped to never hear again says way too close behind me. “I cannot say I like the hair though, it better be a wig.”
 

“Run Greg. Get outside and go left to the woods. You should be safe,” I tell him. I sense his hesitation, so I add, “Marie needs you and so does your baby. Now go.” That is all the reminder he needs and he takes off.
 

I turn around to face Tommy hoping to just shoot him and be gone, but he has other plans. He already has a gun pointed at me and rushes to take mine out of my hand. Now with two guns we stand staring at each other. My impression is one of hatred and his, well I really don’t want to know what his is, because it isn’t hate.
 

“So are you going to shoot me or turn me in?” I ask calmly.
 

“I don’t think I want to do either of those options. I think I am going to keep you all for myself,” he replies with a very creepy smile.
 

“I don’t think you have that option. It won’t take long for someone else to come along and find us here. I doubt they will shoot on sight, but I imagine they would raise the alarm,” I say.
 

“You know as well as I do that at this time of the night this hall rarely sees people. Your plan of escape was well thought out. I don’t know how you got in, but you have always been very clever. That is part of the reason I have always wanted you.”
 

I shiver in disgust. “It’s a good thing I know we aren’t mates because I couldn’t handle having you for one.”
 

“Oh, but we are mates,” he says simply with the grin stretching even wider across his face. “I can smell that you have been scented already, and I have to say you have been one busy girl, but it doesn’t matter anymore. You see I am in a special program here in the Collective. For the past year, they have been giving me experimental drugs that weaken the mate bond. Whoever my mate originally was is no longer important because I don’t have to worry about that bond. I am free to bond with any bitch I like and as you know, I marked you as mine a long time ago,” he says coming closer.
 

I grab one of my throwing knives and prepare to stop him, if he gets too close. He sees it and stops about five feet from me. “You need to let me leave now. There is no way I am letting you form any kind of bond with me.”
 

“That’s the reason I picked you. You are so feisty; I cannot wait to see what you do in the bedroom,” he states with a laugh. “The fact that you are the hottest female werewolf out there only adds to that initial appeal. I imagine the bit of vampire you have in you makes you pretty tasty.”
 

“What do you mean vampire?” I ask. He shouldn’t know about that. Sebastian said wolves shouldn't be able to figure that out unless they had access to my medical records and I don’t believe Tommy has that kind of clearance.
 

“No playing dumb. I have a better nose than most, so I have always known about you being a hybrid. Your little fangs peeking out, confirmed that you have already activated that part of you. Being young, you must be kind of hungry. Why don’t you come over here and take a sip,” he suggests tilting his neck to give me access.
 

“Gross. That is not going to happen. If you want to fight let’s, get this over with. I have places to be.” I move my tongue around in my mouth to verify that Lil and Bebe have made their presence known.
 

“You know what is better than fighting?” he asks rushing over and taking my hand. He places it over his zipper, so I can feel the effect this talk is having on him. I need to figure out how he can move so fast because it really isn’t natural. “Fighting without clothes. What do you say; want to give it a try?”
 

I jerk my hand back and wipe it on my pant leg causing him to laugh. When I get out of here, I am spending a week in the shower. “Clothes are a requirement and I will die before letting you try to mate me. I already found my mate, so you can’t just break that bond.”
 

“No? I believe I can. I can either do it by just marking you myself, notice I didn’t say scent; the bond would break if I fully mated you. If I do that, your current mate would die leaving you wide open for me. I could also pump you full of the drugs I have been given. That way, your guy would probably live, but you would still be mine. I am leaning towards the full mating version. I don't think I want a guy alive that has scented you.”
 

“And you think my mate is just going to stand for this? You know he knows what I am feeling, right? Who’s to say he won’t come barging in here any second?” I ask hoping he doesn’t realize it is a bluff. I have been trying to keep my emotions relatively flat, so Sebastian doesn't show up. I am hoping disgust isn't a strong enough emotion for him.
 

“I am sure whoever your mate is doesn’t have the guts to step foot inside the Collective. It couldn’t have been a Collective wolf or you would have triggered the bonds years ago. So, quit worrying about him and why don’t you take your shirt off? I have only seen the bloody version of my mark. I am interested to see how great it looks now against your silky skin,” he says as he adjusts the front of his pants.
 

I hear something zip by my head from behind me and see Tommy switch his focus back there. Not wanting to take my eyes off him I choose not to move. Whatever it was, it didn’t sound like a bullet, so Tommy is still my number one threat.
 

“Her mate is not afraid of the likes of a little pup like you,” Alex says from behind me. I am so in shock that it is Alex, I cannot help but turn around. Just as I do I hear a thump from Tommy as his body hits the floor.
 

“Alex?” I question not sure how he came to be here.
 

“Let’s go. His body probably won’t take that long to metabolize the paralytic agent,” he rushes over and maneuvers me so he is carrying me bridal style and then runs out of the building. In my confused state, I don’t even argue about being carried.
 

He doesn’t stop until he makes it back to the penthouse where the gang is all waiting. He sits down on the couch with me still in his arms. As he settles, I hear him take a big inhale of my scent.
 

“Greg got out, right?” I ask remembering the original mission.
 

“Yes, we saw him running towards the woods and tracked him down, so he could fill us in on what was happening,” Jake reports.
 

“That is the important thing. Now would someone explain to me what Alex is doing here?” I ask. “Last time I checked he was three hours away.
 

“That is where I was, enjoying a nice shower until your guards called to inform me that my mate was meeting with a woman asking you to break into the Collective and it sounded like you were going to accept. When I hear something like that, I drop everything and get on my jet,” he explains. “If it wouldn’t hurt me, you would be being strangled right now, or paddled at the very least.”
 

“It wasn’t that bad. I freed the prisoner and would have been able to handle Tommy. I have fought him before and I didn’t have fangs or fur during those times. Not only that, but I learned valuable information about a secret Collective program,” I say defending myself.
 

“I heard. I am guessing the side effects of the drug are vampire speed and increased aggression. Granted I didn’t watch the whole scene, but he seemed to be moving faster than normal,” Alex says.
 

“That’s true, I don’t know about the aggression, though. He has always had it in for me. I have the scars to prove it,” I tell him.
 

“I heard that part too. Care to show me your back?” he asks.
 

“I don’t think I trust you in this mood to see it. Jake and Jonas have seen it. They can fill you in on what it looks like, while I take a shower. I really want to get his scent off of me,” I say trying to stand.
 

“Just a few more minutes. I am still calming down and your presence is the only thing that will help,” he says holding tight.
 

“How you feeling, Sebastian?” I ask. So far, he hasn’t said a word which is a little unlike him.
 

“I am actually enjoying watching someone else go through the same emotions I do every time you go on one of your missions, love. If nothing else, me and Alex should be able to bond over you taking years off of our lives.”
 

I laugh. “Well since you at least will live forever, I have to do what I can.”
 

“I am pretty sure Alex will live just as long as me. Sorry, it wasn’t me to come in and rescue you. When Alex showed up, we thought it best that he go in, since he is already on their assassination list. Plus, I would have brutally killed anyone that held you captive. Alex tends to be a little more level headed on that account,” Sebastian explains.
 

“Be thankful you didn’t hear the things the creep said to her. I had trouble not pulling out the silver ammo,” Alex tells him. “Pumpkin, you can go shower now. I don’t think I will smash things in your absence anymore.” He loosens his arms a little allowing me to move.
 

“Thank you for being there, even if I still don’t think it was all that necessary,” I say giving him a little kiss on the cheek before rushing to the bathroom.
 





 
  


Chapter 21
 

Slow down while I am hitting you
 

I tune the guys' conversation out while I start my rinse cycle. I should have asked Sebastian if he has any bleach available for my hand. I have been wavering between sticking my hand in bleach or just cutting it off altogether and so far the bleach idea is winning. Silliness aside, I use the antibacterial soap and the really hot water and scrub until I have taken a layer of skin off.
 

Hand taken care of, I work on the rest of my body to make sure any lingering scent is washed away. After thirty minutes, I deem myself clean. I step out of the shower and get all dried before I realize I didn't bring any clothes into the bathroom and I have to walk in front of the guys to get to them. Since walking out in my towel would reveal my back scars, I decide to call for reinforcements.
 

“Sebby, a little help please,” I ask in my normal voice knowing he will hear.
 

“Right outside the door, love. Just open it a little and they are to the right,” he answers.
 

I do as he instructs and find my pajamas sitting outside. “Hey, I was going to try to get some things organized at work,” I announce.
 

“Maybe in a little while. For now, Jake is making us some food and we are going to hang out,” Alex replies.
 

I put on the black boy shorts and the purple sleeping shirt he picked out. I brush out my hair real quick, gargle some mouthwash and open the door to rejoin the group.
 

“That is so much better. I never liked Tommy, but hearing him talk about mating with me made me want to wash out my brain,” I say making faces that show the yuck that I am feeling. I settle in on a couch in between Alex and Sebastian. They must have decided a Nyx sandwich was better than someone getting hurt feelings.
 

“We are going to have to watch out for him. He really wants you and I don't think he is just going to give up. I imagine this program is what your other fella was involved with as well. You mentioned he was getting a little aggressive and wanted to take your relationship to the next level, right?” Alex asks.
 

“Yeah, but he was never as cruel or crude as Tommy. When Tommy asked me to drink from him, I seriously threw up in my mouth. Can you imagine how nasty that would be? No offense to wolf blood, but yuck,” I say.
 

“No offense taken,” Alex replies. “I heard you shifted successfully by yourself.”
 

“I did with a little pain, but not too much. It was so much better than the first time.”
 

“I am glad to hear that. The guys were a little surprised by the gold. We probably should have warned them,” he says.
 

“Yeah well, Jonas doesn’t even believe me when I tell him who my father is, so I doubt he would have believed me when I said I shimmer,” I state.
 

“If you have the mark, your shorts are pretty close to showing it now. Why don’t you make us believers?” Jonas asks earning a glare from Alex.
 

“I see no reason not to,” I say moving my right hip so it is visible to all and then lift the shorts up a couple inches. “It will teach Jonas not to call me a liar.”
 

“How is that possible?” Jonas questions.
 

“My father might know, or mother if anyone has a clue who she is. Other than those two I doubt anyone would be able to answer that question,” I tell him.
 

With Alex sitting on my right side, he decides to reach over and touch the mark. I get this tingly sensation and glare at him.
 

“Sorry, I felt the need to touch it and didn’t know it would cause a reaction. I have heard of the mark, but haven’t ever seen it. It is something that leaves you a little in awe once you have,” Alex says with a smile.
 

I settle myself back down and cover up so no one else gets the desire to be touchy feely. “How soon before food is ready? I am starting to get hungry.”
 

“I’m coming,” Jake announces entering the room with a large restaurant style serving tray. I glance at Sebastian wondering why he would even have that in the penthouse and he just shrugs.
 

Jake places the tray on the coffee table, so we can all gaze upon our bounty. It is heavily protein based with beef and chicken skewers, ham steaks, and sausages. It looks like he cooked up enough to feed an army. Everyone grabs a plate and starts digging in.
 

“So, since I missed the big reveal, does that mean I get a private showing?” Jake asks with a little smirk.
 

“Really not the best time to ask something like that in front of me,” Alex growls at him.
 

“Come on. It was funny,” Jake answers laughing. “I didn’t have to see it to know she was special. A gold wolf has to be an indication of someone important. I imagine only her father would know exactly what it means. With him in deep hiding, it might be a while before the rest of us are clued in.”
 

“I have some people doing research in general on gold wolves. They don’t know the reason why they are doing it and are smart enough to keep their mouths shut. Hopefully, they can come up with something,” Alex replies.
 

After a couple skewers and too many sausages, I am full. “Plans for the rest of the night?” I ask placing my plate on the table and then leaning back on the couch. “Oh and thanks for the meal, Jake. It was very good.”
 

“You are most welcome, Nyx,” Jake responds.
 

“As for the rest of the night, I would like you to focus on some training. If the Collective’s soldiers are gaining extra abilities, then you need to be prepared,” Sebastian tells me. “I am hoping not every case you take is breaking into the Collective, but I do not fool myself into believing you won’t be going up against them again in the near future.”
 

“Training, me like. Does this mean I finally get to see this gym I was promised when I moved in?” I ask.
 

“Yes. Now go strap back on your knives, at least. For this first class, let’s leave the guns in their holsters. Your bullets wouldn’t hurt me, but you never know if they will go off course and strike one of the spectators,” he replies.
 

I bounce up and run to collect my knives from the bathroom. Not wanting to fight with bare legs, I also run to the bedroom and switch into one of my usual outfits before returning to the living room. I have both sets of throwers on and a sword sheathed across my back. He said knives and it is really just a bigger version, so hopefully it is okay.
 

“You aren’t going to go easy on me, right?” I ask.
 

“No, love. You will probably feel it in the morning and I will be somewhat sorry for that, but you need to know what is really out there. You have only dealt with young wolves and vampires. For your previous line of work, that is somewhat acceptable based on the targets you usually went after, but to bring down the Collective our targets are going to be a lot harder to beat. Follow me,” he says standing, making his way towards the kitchen.
 

I follow and feel the rest of the gang following right behind me. I am smart enough to know I am going to get my brains beat in and I don’t know that I really want them all watching. From my first days in training at the Collective, I am used to being embarrassed in this manner, so I decide not to say anything.
 

Sebastian hits a button above and behind the fridge that causes the fridge to move out and the wall to open behind it. I really am going to have to just go around touching every surface of this place to find the fun stuff. We continue following until he stops and flips a light switch revealing a large open area with a track, many cardio and weight lifting machines and several large wrestling mats.
 

“Where do you keep the pool?” I ask sarcastically wondering how big this top floor really is or if we even are on the penthouse level anymore.
 

“Just through that door,” he responds pointing at a door to the right of us. “It is Olympic size, in case you were wondering.”
 

I just shake my head and trail him to one of the mats. The rest of the guys stand against one of the walls looking on. “I think you have been holding out on me all these years.”
 

“There are many things for you to learn about me, love. Thankfully, we have many years for you to explore my dwellings as well as my person,” he replies. I roll my eyes and take a position opposite of him. “First thing you need to learn about older vampires is they are super-fast.”
 

Before I know it, he is no longer in front of me and I feel my body being pushed to the mat. There is no way for me to prevent the fall. Crap. He is even faster than Tommy. He holds me down for a second and then kisses my neck before releasing and returning to his side of the playing field.
 

“I am slow, I know. Since I am part vampire, will I ever be able to prevent that move?” I ask.
 

“From me, who knows? I am a few years above you in training. I doubt even Marcus moves as fast as I do and he is the closest I know of to my own age. The key for you will be about anticipating the move. You won’t be able to see me coming, but maybe you can hear it if you really try. I think the first exercise you need to learn is to trust that hearing. For that reason, I would like to blindfold you. It will allow you to focus on my movements.”
 

He takes a piece of cloth out of his pocket and starts folding it to make it less see through. “You know I don’t like this idea,” I tell him.
 

“I know that is why I am in charge of training and you get to just stand there and do everything I tell you. If you want to be this big private detective that chases after kidnappers and killers, you are going to have to be prepared. Your Collective missions were nothing compared to what you are in for.” He moves to place the cloth around my eyes and I can feel him tying it tight above my ears, so they are not covered. “Can you see anything?”
 

“Just the little squiggles I sometimes see when I shut my eyes.”
 

“Good. I will start off somewhat gentle. I don’t want you bruised too early.”
 

I hear nothing else as he starts to move around me just poking me here and there, as he goes. It is quite annoying and I am thinking about breaking his fingers when this is done. I feel that playtime is over when I get my knee kicked out from behind. It still isn’t as strong a hit as I know he can do, but it hurts and I drop to my knees.
 

“I guess I should be glad I am here and not over in Emerald Town,” I hear Alex say. “I can handle the pain a little better when I know the cause.”
 

I tune him out and try to concentrate harder. There has to be a way to hear Sebastian moving. I stand back up and am met with a punch to my left arm causing me to grimace. I get over the pain and listen. I finally start to hear this really quiet whistle. It is coming from my right, so I swing around to face it pulling out a knife.
 

The whistle changes directions before it gets to me, so I start turning as I hear it coming from other places. A couple times, as I thought I heard it getting nearer, I lash out and make contact with something. No other noises were made, so we continued our little dance. Every once in a while I get a punch or a kick, but I feel a lot better that he doesn’t seem to be able to get through as much as he did at first. There is no way that I could move after him and try to mount an offensive, so I stay in my spot and try to be as defensive as possible.
 

After probably hours, okay maybe an hour, the whistling stops. I wait a second to confirm he isn’t moving and then sit down. It is a lot of work concentrating that hard on something and I feel exhausted.
 

“Not bad. You picked up the movements pretty quickly. You couldn’t really fight back, though, and a couple of those baby jabs seemed to ring your bell,” Sebastian says from right behind me. I feel his hands as he removes the blindfold and kneels down on the ground in front of me.
 

“Baby jabs? Some of those felt like I was running into a wall. No wonder you don’t carry weapons. You have hands made of steel,” I say still catching my breath.
 

“I was only using a quarter of my strength, love, if that. Most paranorms have to spend a good month recovering if they take a full blow from me. I know you have excellent fighting skills, so hand to hand isn’t something we need to focus on, neither is your use of weapons.
 

“We need to work on speed, strength and endurance. Your improved eyesight doesn’t seem to be available yet, so we will work to improve your sense of hearing and smell, as well. It is going to be hard and grueling work. I know you have your new business and you should spend a few hours a day dealing with that, but any free time you have, I would like you to spend it here preparing.
 

“Also, I prefer you didn’t take any more Collective based cases until you are at least able to hold your own against Smitty. He is the youngest of us three, but still quite old and will give you a brutal fight. His full strength punches are harder than the ones I gave you today and he only moves slightly slower than I do.”
 

“You expect me to turn people away if someone else is taken by the Collective, just for supporting you?” I ask.
 

“No, I ask that you come to me and let me make plans to rescue them. Your plan tonight was good and I knew you would not be seriously hurt with me close by, so I did not protest. Finding out they have been doing experiments on their wolves, does make a difference, though. If you had met with more than an altered wolf enamored by you, there could have been trouble. I am not going to shackle you to my bed, but I do want you to use your head about these things,” he replies.
 

“Fine,” I say remembering how quickly Tommy got the gun from me. “I will run any cases that I think are Collective oriented by you to ensure I don’t get my ass handed to me when I pursue them. Do you have a specific schedule in mind for my training or do I get to go at my own pace as long as I make progress?”
 

“Good question, young grasshopper. You can do what you want, but I will be around watching and if I think you need pushed, I will gladly do the pushing,” he responds.
 

“Great. Can I go shower again and head back to the office? I need to work on putting a contract together for future cases. I don’t want to have to resort to threatening to kill someone if they don’t pay every time I take a case.”
 

“Do you need anyone to scrub your back?” he replies with a wink.
 

“No, my hands still reach,” I say standing, feeling more like myself.
 

“Speaking of backs,” Alex says. “Can you show me now?”
 

“I know you well enough to know it is just going to make you mad, but if you insist,” I say lifting the back of my shirt up to my neck.
 

“Son of a bitch. He is dead. That is all there is to it. I may just go back there tonight to finish the job,” Alex says as he takes quick steps to reach me. When he does, he carefully runs his fingers along the scars.
 

“I appreciate your concern, but if Tommy ever dies it will be by my hand. I have put up with him enough over the years that it is my right to kill him. No one will take that privilege away from me.” I put my shirt down and exit the room quickly leaving them to consider my vow.
 





 
  


Chapter 22
 

The night that just won't end
 

“So, who is coming with?” I ask after taking my second shower of the night and redressing slash arming myself in the bathroom.
 

“Marcus and Jonas. Alex is going to head back to Emerald Town now that he knows you are okay and I am going to head to work. Smitty has some errands he wanted to run and Jake needs to sleep. If you need any of us, I have programmed all of our numbers in your phone,” Sebastian relays.
 

“Sounds good,” I say making my way over to Alex. “Hey thanks again for dropping everything for this visit. I will attempt to not cause you grief again, but it is me we are talking about, so I make no promises. Maybe next time you visit I will make you a cake. Since neither of us are probably big on starch or sugar, it may have to be a couple steaks wrapped in bacon, but it will look like a cake.”
 

“Keep safe, okay pumpkin. I need at least two more weeks before I can join you here on a more permanent basis. I have gotten a lot of things done, but there is still much to organize. I trust you to keep alive in the meantime. You up to the challenge?” he asks taking my hand and placing it on his chest.
 

“I will see what I can do. I kind of like breathing, so it is high on my priority list,” I say smiling.
 

“Glad to hear it. Would you mind walking me out to my car?” he asks.
 

“I am going that way already, so I might as well,” I respond.
 

“Give us five minutes,” he tells the others and then leads me out. He doesn’t speak again until we reach the parking area. “You know I am really sorry, right?”
 

“About what?” I ask.
 

“Treating you the way I did when we first met. It really wasn’t cool. I was always told when you meet your mate you are instantly in love with them. The world only begins to make sense when they are near, that kind of stuff. I have seen it happen, so that is what I expected when you finally saw me, but it didn’t happen did it?” he asks.
 

“Sorry, no.”
 

“It didn’t happen for me either. I don’t understand it. I know we are mates because I feel connected to you, but I am not feeling the emotion I expected. Maybe it is better this way. Even though you were raised by wolves, they didn’t really teach you our lifestyle. This way you can learn about it as we learn more about each other.
 

“I am hoping I can find a way to make your heart expand past Sebastian. I know he will always be there in our lives and I am coming to terms with it. For a vampire, I know he is a good person to have on your side. To have as big of a mouth as he does and live as long as he has, probably took a lot of head bashing along the way. I don’t know how old he is, but he has to be pushing the millennium mark,” he states leaning against his car.
 

“He has told me a number, but I don’t think it is my place to divulge it. We have a long time to figure out this love triangle we have fallen into. I know you said January is going to bring a required mating between us, but since our bond isn’t normal, who’s to say it will actually happen for us? I am totally good with spending more time together to prepare just in case, but right now I am hoping it isn’t thrown at us. It’s not you,” I say putting my hands on his chest. “I am not rushing into things with Sebastian either and I have had pretty strong feelings about him for a while now.”
 

“I hope that isn’t totally my fault. When you are with him, I don’t feel pain just the same feelings you guys are experiencing. It’s a little weird, but I don’t want you abstaining if you don’t want to,” he replies pulling me in close to him for a hug. I am not sure we are really at the hugging stage, but for now, I let it pass.
 

“I will admit that finding out you would share the encounter with us is a little creepy, but that isn’t the main reason. I like to be my own woman. Sebastian has always been important to me, but I didn’t used to see him more than once a month. Now I have two guys connected to me and I am feeling a little smothered. Not that you guys are actually doing anything wrong, it’s just my life has totally changed and it is going to take some time to settle into the new routine,” I explain.
 

“I am sure it doesn’t help that both men in this situation have had more time to come to terms with what could happen,” he says with a laugh.
 

“That is a little unfair, but I learned long ago my life was never going to be fair. So far, the cards I have been dealt aren’t insurmountable,” I reply.
 

“No, from what I have heard you have come out pretty good in the scheme of things. The others are coming, do you think I could maybe sneak a good-bye kiss before they get here?” he asks and looks down hopefully.
 

“Sebastian will feel it, right?” I ask. He nods and I smile. “Good, my knee still hurts.”
 

I reach up and wrap my arms around his shoulders and on tiptoe, I press my lips to his. We don’t go full on tongue, but it is really sweet and a couple times I feel him licking my lips. It is not the same as when me and Sebastian have kissed recently, but it is really nice.
 

He lifts his head and smiles down at me. “Just so you know, in the future you don’t get to punish Sebastian by kissing me. That is just mean and I don’t want you to reverse the players and you to use him against me.”
 

I separate from him and lean against the car next to him. “I won’t. Next time I will just attack him while he is sleeping. Have a safe trip back and I will try to stay out of trouble long enough for you to finish your business.”
 

“Thanks, I may call in a couple days to just check in,” he says with a grin before he gets in the car. He waves and then drives away while I make my way over to the Suburban.
 

“Knee still giving you some grief?” Sebastian whispers as I take inventory and switch out the sword I was carrying on my back for a machete.
 

“Now why would you think that?” I ask trying to answer without being stopped by a lie.
 

“We both know why. It is nice to see, or should I say feel, you guys getting along,” he responds laughing.
 

“He asked for a good-bye kiss and I was feeling nice enough to oblige him. We both admitted we didn't feel anything towards each other, so for now, you are currently the only love of my life,” I say.
 

“I know that won't always be the case, but I get the honor of being the first, so I will be happy. Try not to get into too much trouble the rest of the night,” he says kissing my forehead and then disappearing.
 

I close up the back of the Suburban and take my seat in front. Marcus sits beside me and Jonas takes the back. We make our way back to my building without a word. The guys settle in the waiting area and I venture to my office. The computer is still on, so I bring up my document creation software and go to work. I jump around on the Internet to make sure I am not missing anything from my wording and call it good.
 

Having that ready to print out was my goal for returning tonight. Since I still have plenty of time, I start searching for ideas of anything I am missing to start this new business venture. My biggest issue I am coming up with is what I would do if I go after someone that doesn't deserve to die. Like if someone stole something, I would go retrieve the item, but what do you do with the thief?
 

The Collective have a system of trials for a person, but they really only deal with killers. I will have to talk to Sebastian and Alex and see if they have any ideas on a system for crime and punishment. In the meantime, let's hope that any purse snatchers are dealt with by other means.
 

I shut the computer down, not really having anything else to do tonight. I stand and stretch, popping my neck as I go. If I was still with the Collective, I would probably be on a job right now. I really hope business picks up because just sitting around is going to get boring fast.
 

“So guys, you ready to head back to the penthouse? I guess if you guys wanted to take in a show we could stop next door,” I say joining Marcus and Jonas.
 

“I like to watch my porn in the privacy of my own room, so if it is all the same to you guys, I vote to head home,” Jonas says.
 

“I am fine with that decision. I am pretty sure it is Beginner’s Night anyway and that usually puts me to sleep,” Marcus says standing up.
 

I turn out the lights and then lock the door as we exit. It's pretty cool outside tonight and feels like it may rain soon. I actually love the rain. I don't really know why, it just makes me happy. I turn around after locking the door and hear a whistling heading our way. I am sure it is just because I spent so much time tonight practicing, but I can tell that is a bullet hurdling itself in our direction. If you shoot enough of them, you get the sense for the noise they make even if you don't have super hearing.
 

Oddly enough, I also know it isn't aimed at me. I quickly move to push Jonas out of the way just before it reaches him and hear the glass shatter behind me. I feel a small sting in my shoulder and guess some of the glass shrapnel hit me.
 

“Hey that was my new window!” I yell and take off in the direction of where the shot was fired figuring Marcus can make sure Jonas is okay.
 

My speed is still cheetah slow, but does seem to have improved. It takes no time for me to catch up to a man running in the opposite direction with a sniper rifle in his hand. Not exactly the look of an innocent man. I tackle him to the ground and throw the rifle from us.
 

“Just what do you think you are doing?” I ask pulling him up by his shirt, so we are facing one another. He looks very young to me and really needs to hit the gym more. For a male werewolf, he is really small. In the dark, I cannot really make out his features other than light skin and a skinny nose to match the rest of his body.
 

“Oh crap, you were hit. I was supposed to kill at least one of the guards. You weren't supposed to be injured,” he says going pale while he looks at my shoulder. I glance down and don't really see anything with the dark shirt and limited lighting.
 

“Who wanted my guards killed?” I ask. “Why shoot at them and not me. I would think I am the much bigger threat here.”
 

“I would agree, but the orders are you live. Anyone that kills you now forfeits their own lives,” the man mumbles.
 

“Whose orders?” I ask just before I hear a sickening snap and watch as he crumbles to the ground. In his place, Sebastian is standing with a very angry look on his face. “Hey, I was still questioning him.”
 

“And he will live, so you can finish the job. I couldn't let the wrong he committed stand unpunished. When he wakes up I will give him back to you, for now someone will be along to pick him up. We need to get that shoulder looked at. I have a feeling the bullet is still inside you and judging by the target it is silver.”
 

“That shouldn’t be a problem, right? Silver doesn't even hurt Alex,” I remind him.
 

“True, but we don't know enough about your make up to be sure it won't affect you. Let's go get it removed. The pain has dulled to a sting, but I wouldn’t mind being without it.”
 

“I didn’t feel a thing and still don’t. Why are you in pain?” I ask.
 

“Because as soon as I felt it, I decided to keep it all to myself. I might have given Alex a little, but I didn’t know the situation and I thought you would be more level headed without the pain,” he replies touching his shoulder in the spot of my wound.
 

“You can do that? Just take my pain. That is really weird. Why am I feeling woozy?” I ask suddenly swaying a little.
 

“Blood loss, my love. Here let me carry you,” he says swooping over as I start to collapse.
 

“You may have the pain, but I am definitely getting the effects. Why can’t I just heal like you guys?”
 

“Other than your father, I doubt anyone knows that answer. For now, just rest and we will get the bullet out and stop the bleeding. You will be as good as new in no time.”
 

Not really wanting to, but having no strength to fight it, I pass out.
 





 
  


Chapter 23
 

Power makes the world go round
 

“How soon before we can get some answers from Aaron?” I hear a voice ask when I finally wake up.
 

“No one is really sure what rock he has crawled under. We have sent scouts out with the message and hope to find him soon,” someone answers.
 

“We need to know what we can expect. I don’t know that he will have the answers, but he may have some idea of where to start looking. At least she doesn’t heal in human speed. After we got the bullet out the wound closed up pretty quickly,” the first voice that I now remember is Sebastian replies.
 

“She would have been pissed, if she had to lie around for more than a day recovering,” Alex tells him.
 

“She is a little pissed to find you are still in town. I thought we said good-bye already. Am I really that irresistible?” I ask finally opening my eyes. Thankfully, I find that I am not in a hospital, but in my bed.
 

“Well, if she could have kept her promise about not getting hurt, I wouldn’t have had to have the pilot turn the jet around the second we landed. I wasn’t gone even three hours and you got shot,” he scolds me.
 

“Hey, I didn’t make any promises. I said I would try,” I defend. “Anyway, it was just a little scratch; you could have called to verify that.”
 

“I was too curious to see what you got yourself into, that I couldn’t not come.”
 

“Has my prisoner recovered?” I ask. “I want to find out who has it in for my guards.”
 

“That neck is probably going to take some time to heal. Usually when your head spins around a couple times, most of the bones are broken,” Sebastian informs me. “I was kind enough to spin his head to face the right way and not let it start healing backwards.”
 

“Next time, find a wall to punch. Someone is trying to kill my guards and I want to know who.”
 

“I am sure he is just a Collective operative. He seemed pretty green, so I imagine he hasn’t been in the business very long,” Sebastian says.
 

“Yeah he about peed himself when he saw that I had been shot. Is Jonas okay? I pushed him and then ran after the twerp. I didn’t check to see if he has been hit.”
 

“He only had minor cuts from the glass shards falling on him. They healed almost immediately,” Alex reports.
 

“The bullet though would have killed me,” Jonas says from probably the living area. The dark curtains are drawn, so I cannot really tell. “Thank you for pushing me out of the way. I didn’t even hear it coming.”
 

“I am glad you are still alive Jonas. It means I still have time to get you to like me. I was so shocked at the time that it wasn’t aimed at me that I am surprised I had the ability to push you away. I talked with the shooter long enough to know they wanted me rid of my guards, but if I hadn’t, I would be asking who you pissed off with that shitty attitude of yours.”
 

The curtain moves slightly and he peeks his head in. I about faint from the sight of a smile crossing his face. “Let’s just say, I may not despise you as much as I did when we first met.” He closes the curtain and goes back to whatever he was doing.
 

“I knew I could wear you down,” I reply returning the smile even though he cannot see. “So, how soon before I can go survey the damage. I cannot believe my new window was broken. I loved that window.”
 

“You have been out for three hours recovering. It is already past dawn, but we had some wolves replace the window and clean up the glass. A new sign will be put on later today,” Sebastian says.
 

“Wait a minute, if I had a bullet still in me, why did the glass break? That doesn’t make sense.”
 

The guys glance at each other before Alex speaks up. “There were two bullets, different calibers and different trajectories. We think the one that hit the glass was from the man you caught straight across from your location. The other one came from the right and was probably fired after the first one and we are afraid that it hit its target.”
 

“So someone does want me dead,” I say oddly excited by the fact.
 

“Or they wanted to check to see how silver treated you. We checked the area out, but didn’t pick up a recent scent strong enough for us to lock in on,” Sebastian states.
 

“If people are out there shooting at me, then I don’t feel so bad about having the guards. Not that I want them taking bullets for me, but it is nice to have a reason for them to be around.”
 

“You are a very strange person, Nyx Slaughter,” Alex says.
 

“I imagine you will learn to live with that fact. It isn’t something I can really change,” I respond shrugging. “So it is daytime, I am supposed to be suffering from a lethal bullet wound and Alex is supposed to be out of town running from assassins, what do you say about us walking down Main Street together, so I can verify that nothing is out of place at my office?”
 

“Other than we should have probably checked for mental damage, I think it sounds fun,” Sebby replies.
 

“Good,” I say throwing off my sheet to see that I am in nothing but my underwear. Since my chest is so small, I don’t own any bras, so it is totally open for anyone to see.
 

I am secure enough to not huddle back under the blankets and start screaming, so I get out of bed and move to the dresser with my clothes. I slowly get dressed just to torture the guys for allowing me to lay around practically naked. As I put on my shirt, I realize the bullet was able to penetrate it. I have tested the material on a dummy before and know bullets shouldn’t just go through it like butter. That means there is something new out there.
 

“Tell me about the bullet,” I say as I grab my socks and boots. I sit back down on the bed and put them on waiting for the answer.
 

“All that was left was a silver core. We don’t know what the shell was originally made of, but we are trying to get fragments from the silver to test. We should know within a day what it was,” Sebastian replies.
 

“And whose idea was it to let me lay around for hours without my clothes?”
 

“They had to be removed for us to get the bullet out. You looked so comfortable; I decided not to put them back on. Don’t worry I only fondled you a little and made sure no one else took advantage,” Sebastian says with a smile.
 

“Perv,” I call him as I finish lacing my boot.
 

“Do you want something to eat before we go?” Alex asks.
 

I think for a second. “Nope. I am good for now. Maybe when we get back.”
 

Jonas is waiting holding the front door open for me when I go to leave. “After you, milady,” he says in a mocking tone.
 

“Thank you, kind sir,” I respond bowing slightly and walking through the door. Sebastian and Alex flank me with Jonas catching up and leading our pack. I can smell Jake following us. He has a very earthy scent to him. Kind of like fresh mowed grass. Jonas smells like oranges or one of those orange citrus fruits. It could very well be clementines for all I know.
 

“Here are the keys, love,” Sebastian says handing me my Suburban keys. “I imagine when you said we were walking down Main Street together that we would drive there first.”
 

“Of course. Maybe we could park a couple blocks away, but I don’t really feel like walking the whole way from here,” I say taking my keys and spot in the vehicle.
 

“Alex can sit up front,” Sebastian says avoiding what would have been a fun argument to watch. “I was the one that got to fondle you after all.”
 

“You are joking about that, right?” I ask glancing in the back seat at him. He is sitting, so we can see each other in the rearview mirror.
 

“I cannot lie to you, so no, I am not joking.”
 

“Next time I find you passed out, expect the same treatment from me,” I tell him.
 

“I look forward to it.”
 

The way to my building is traveled with friendly conversation about nothing. They tell me I slept right through the rain shower I was hoping to enjoy, which is a bit of a bummer. We don’t get a lot of rain in the city, so it will probably be another month or two before the next one.
 

I find a parking spot a block away and pull in. We all exit the Suburban and meet in front of it.
 

“Should we really freak them out and hold hands?” I ask directing the question to Sebastian and Alex.
 

“You have a wicked mind, love,” Sebastian says taking my right hand.
 

Alex follows taking my left and the second he does a jolt of energy seems to move through and around me. When it passes, I shudder getting rid of its last effects.
 

“Tasty,” Alex says squeezing my hand gently.
 

“That was a nice little power boost. It really cleared the sinuses,” Sebastian says.
 

“Is that what it was? I felt like I was being shocked repeatedly. At first it didn’t feel very good, but in the end it kind of tickled,” I say.
 

“I think it was meant to tell us we are stronger together. Maybe eventually we will be able to draw power and use it to our advantage. I already know that Sebastian can transfer pain amongst us, but if we were able to harness each other’s power even when we were separate we could be a much scarier force to reckon with,” Alex says.
 

“I have zero to no power, so it would all be coming from you two,” I say and start dragging them down the street. We have stood out in the open long enough.
 

“I have a feeling that won’t always be the case. From what I have heard, with your lineage there has to be some power in you somewhere. We just have to find a way to break it out. I have some great experiments that I think would be good places to start,” Sebastian says.
 

“If those experiments involve us getting freaky on flat surfaces you can forget them,” I tell him knowing exactly what he is thinking.
 

“Party pooper,” he replies.
 

Within two minutes, we are standing out in front of the previously shattered window. As promised, an undamaged smoked window is in its place. My name is sadly missing from it, but it gives me a chance to actually name my business. As much as I love seeing my name in big letters, I think something niftier is needed.
 

“Can the sign people make a different sign? I am thinking I want to call it ParaNorm Inc. Capitalizing the P and N in paranorm. My name is awesome and all, but it may scare people away at first. I like the sound of the new name,” I say.
 

“ParaNorm Inc. It does have a nice ring to it. I will make the call and have them create the new sign,” Sebastian says.
 

“Have them include the saying from the business cards. I really like that one,” I suggest as he takes out the phone. He winks and places the call.
 

While he does that, I use the key to enter the building. I am curious to see where the bullet ended up and whether they left it as a souvenir. If I remember right, the trajectory would have carried it into my office, so I head that way.
 

I examine the wall behind my desk and sure enough find the little hole that may still have the bullet inside. It is just to the left of one of my maces.
 

“Sebastian said you would want the hole to stay even though we had a team here to Spackle it,” Alex says taking a seat in one of the chairs.
 

“He is right. I see it as a badge of honor. It gives the space some extra character. Is the bullet still in there?” I ask.
 

“Nah. We took it out, so we could test it. After seeing the one that hit you was special, we wanted to check it out. It was just plain silver.”
 

“Can we put it back in the wall?”
 

“If you want. I am sure it is still lying around. Sebastian can have someone find it and insert it back in,” he replies.
 

“I think I am going to check emails real quick before we go,” I say taking my seat and turning on the computer. “My first client contacted me that way, so I should probably keep on top of them.”
 

When the email client starts up, I have two new messages. One is still the one from Sebastian that I haven’t got around to reading. The other is from someone named Ron Noble and has no subject line. Thinking it might be a client I open it.
 

Nyx,
 

Daughter, it sounds like your life is turning upside down. I am glad to hear you have parted ways with the Collective. If it was my choice from the beginning, you would have never been left with them, but alas, we cannot change the past.
 

I cannot come to you immediately, but I am aware of the things going on in your life. If things get too crazy, I will risk it and come out of hiding, but for now I think you can handle the situation. You can trust both men tied to your life, but there is someone in your midst that you need to watch out for. Keep your eyes and ears open and don’t give your trust to anyone but Alex and Sebastian.
 

If you can make it just a few more months, you will be safe. At that time, I will be by your side and shouldn’t have to leave you again. Just remember you are a Gentry. You bear the mark and I am sure you will make our ancestors proud.
 

Love,
 

Your Father
 

Good. Only a few more months and then maybe I can get some answers. Until then, I guess I will just have to try to stay out of trouble. I have a feeling the odds are against me. 
 





 





 

THE END
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