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Another book is done and
I am so happy that it has come to this point in my Nyx series. I have decided for the current storyline there will be two more books after this one. I am sure in the end that I will leave the door open for more adventures, but by the conclusion of the seventh I think I will be happy where things stand for at least a little while.
Since the last book, I have found a group of great gals that were willing to take a chance and read the first three, or four, books for me and let me know what they thought. I have to thank them for all of their feedback. It is really helping me figure out my strengths and weaknesses.
I am still learning things every day as I venture into this great world of storytelling. As long as I continue to have fun writing stories, I am going to keep at it. I don’t think it will cause any damage to others and it greatly helps clean up space in my brain.
Okay, enough talk, on with the book. 



Chapter 1
Cleanup in aisle six
 
Battle. It is what I live for. If you play around in the thesaurus, I think you can get to it by one or two degrees of separation from slaughter, so it is practically my last name.  I actually spent most of my life not having a last name. In the paranorm world, your last name represents the blood that flows through your veins. With no one knowing where my DNA came from, it was something that was just ignored. After enough fights, I was finally deemed worthy enough to be given my surname. Knowing what it is, you can imagine what I went through to get it.
I have a feeling that I am going to need all of the skills I have cultivated over the years to win the fight that I currently face. Sebastian has been kidnapped by an evil succubus. I cannot stand by and twiddle my thumbs. I have about three days to find him before the witch gets her whip out and takes her pound of flesh in the process.
Why someone thinks it is funny to play around with our relationship is really grating on me. We have already succeeded in establishing an unbreakable bond between us. Why would our connection need to go through more tests? It is pretty clear we are head over heels for each other. Nothing can come between us. I guess the wolf standing next to me is kind of in that position, but we are figuring out how to make that work.
My list of things I need to do to get Sebastian safely home is growing by the second. Finding a way to kill demons in general is really high on my list. I wish Ben would get back here with some useful information for me. At the same time, I wonder just how long it takes Dante to procure a blood donor for Marcus. There are so many questions that I need answered that I know it won't be long before I just start screaming them out. Acting like a crazy woman wasn't exactly how I wanted to be introduced to the other vampires at this conference.
“Breathe,” Alex suggests as he brushes a loose strand of hair away from my face. “It has only been five minutes since you dispatched them. We have time. When has it ever taken you longer than a couple of days to run one of your targets to ground?” 
I take a deep breath and try to find some inner calm to help me get through the next few minutes. “Why does that never work for me?” I ask curious as to whether the exercise works for anyone. Everyone always tells me to try to use that method and it just ends up irritating me because of its lack of helpfulness.
“I have my theories, but now is not the time to discuss them. For now, I will just have to remember to never suggest it again. Thankfully, Dante is back and maybe he can better inform us on what we are up against. I have no experience with the creatures he named.”
“Sorry it took so long. Everyone kept stopping me with questions. I told them we are working to set things right and I directed them to where they should go to find food for anyone injured. I have a feeling no one else took as much damage as us, but they like to be reassured,” Dante says as he brings a girl over to Marcus and gets the feeding process started. With so much on my mind, I don't take notice of the person, other than she is female, and I focus right in on Dante. I notice that he looks to be in better health than when he left, meaning he stopped for a quick sip himself. He needs to be in good form too, so I cannot fault him for the meal.
“What can you tell me about the attack? Was Candace here?” I am sure Sebastian gave the guards a detailed description to know what to at least attempt to kill on sight. In the crowd I have seen thrown about the room, it wouldn't be hard to notice the blonde vixen. She probably has strobe lights installed to draw attention to herself. Evidently, there aren't enough mean things for my mind to think about the evil cow. It just keeps coming up with more.
“The Kurkua and Shagles are male species and I only saw guys. Once the Kurkua subdued me and Marcus enough, they grabbed Bastian and ran. Their finger blades are dipped with poison and usually it doesn't have the knock down effect you witnessed, but we both probably took twenty or more injections of the crap. Marcus took even more than me, as you saw.”
“Don't you think he has had enough?” Alex asks gesturing towards Marcus still slurping on his dinner. I need Marcus up and kicking as soon as possible and the girl isn't showing any signs of needing a break. I don't want him to drink her until she lacks a heartbeat, but just short of that, I am okay.
“He knows his limit,” I reply. “Back to the demon discussion, how do you know so much about these things?”
“When you are stuck living with a hated vampire, like I was for way too many years, you get used to having mercenary demons show up at your door. Alan took care of most of the uglies, but I did witness a couple of the fights. He always defeated them, but usually there were only one or two. Nowhere near the number we saw today.”
“I need you to do a favor for me then. I need you to go find Alan and bring him to me. If you happen to wander across Smitty on your journey, you can tell him he has two hours to make himself known to me before I shoot on sight the next time I see him.” Smitty was already on my bad list. The fact that he may not have been around to help when Sebby needed him really pisses me off. What good is a guard if they don't stay at their post?
Dante gives me a brief look of nervousness before he darts off in a hurry to complete his task. I know it wasn't nice for me to send him after a man he tries to avoid like every plague known to man, but he is the only person I have handy that knows what Alan looks like and if Alan has some insight on these demons, I need to have a little chat with him.
“What are we going to do with the rest of these vampires?” Alex asks drawing my attention to the room full of vampires that look to be coming out of their stupors. I am seeing a lot of males and, so far, no females. The lack of women at the vampire summit irritates me a bit, but it pales in comparison to the other things on my mind currently. I will just have to remember to bring it up to Sebastian the next time I see him.
“I guess I will have to deal with it,” I say and walk over towards a raised platform. One may call it a stage, but it isn't high enough off the ground, in my mind. “Excuse me. All of you sleeping beauties listen up. Anyone have any information about what went on here today?” I figure asking how everyone is feeling is too out of character for me. I might as well just get to the nitty gritty.
“Who are you to ask?” someone yells from the back of the crowd that has now gathered in the center of the room. They are speedy little things banding together so quickly. Judging from the tone of the one, they aren't happy to see me. They can just take a number and get in line behind all of the other people that are annoyed by me. I hear it wraps around a couple of blocks, so they have some waiting to do.
“I am the one who is trying to get her mate back as quickly as possible. I have heard about the crazy wind and blade demons that made a mess of this nice establishment, but I was hoping someone might have more information.” I don't trust the look in most of their eyes, so I draw my Beretta. When in doubt, get armed. I won't kill them with its ammunition, but it may detract them from jumping on me. I don't know how old they are and it is only me and Alex against a ton of them. Even I don't like those odds.
“I don't think you sufficiently answered the question. You aren't exactly one of us and I don't think we need to cooperate with an outsider to solve the problem of what happened here,” another man says as he separates himself from the pack and makes his way a little closer to me. This man looks the part of the vampire as imagined by the likes of Bram Stoker. The black hair, black cape, and painted on red lips are a bit much for me personally, but if that is what floats his boat, I am not going to mention how ridiculous he looks. His fangs are showing and they aren't the little baby variety. I believe he has a few centuries on me in the age department.
“The short and dirty version is that I am Nyx Slaughter and Sebastian is my mate. I would like to retrieve him from the succubus that had him snatched. Do you have any information that would be useful?” I ask the man and I am happy to see that he stopped his path a good eight feet away. I hope everyone understands that I am not afraid to use the gun. With this crowd, I kind of want to pull out my Colt. I am afraid the bullets would do too much damage to the vampires, though. If they get really out of hand, I will draw it, but I am going to try to reason with them first.
“Ah. The Collective's retired little assassin. I have been hearing grand tales about you in the circles I travel. Sebastian must be getting really desperate to bond with the likes of you,” tall, dark, and creepy replies. I already really dislike this guy. It is a feeling I get with just about everyone I meet. This guy's general demeanor is making it worse than usual.
“Do you know anything about the attack or not?” I say making sure my gun is squarely centered on his forehead. A shot there should at least stun his brain functioning for a few minutes, just enough time for me to subdue him and save a spot on my dance card to thump him a little later.
“Um, Nyx,” Dante says returning to my side. I cannot glance over at the moment, but his voice indicates he wasn't successful with his mission. The jerkwad Alan probably ran at the first sign of danger. I bet he is on his way to Australia by now.
“Yes, Dante.”
“You found who you are looking for without my help,” he replies and I notice that he is actually standing just a little bit behind me. My guards tend to like to be in front of me in case I need protection. I don't think I have seen one hoping to use me as a shield.
My full attention goes back to the vampire in front of me. This is the wonderful Alan that I have heard so much about? Obviously, Sebastian hasn't beaten him down enough. Maybe I can rectify that for Sebastian while he is away.
“You must really be scary if you convinced Dante to go looking for me. The coward has been running from me for years.”
“Well, I try. You wouldn't happen to be willing to accompany us so I can pick your brain?” I am sure the answer will be no, but I have to ask.
“Ha. Ha. Ha,” he replies spacing the sounds out pretending to laugh. “I don't think so. Sebastian finding himself dead helps my cause immensely. At his death, the leadership of our kind reverts to you, but I don't think I will have an issue defeating you in a fight for the throne.”
He should have done some reading up on the subject before making claims like that. I am sure he will learn in the days to come what a silly thing that was to say. I fire my gun without a warning and it has the desired effect. He doesn't have time to react and the bullet hits his skull just as I planned. Down to the ground he goes.
“Dante, you are a guard so I am hoping you have some kind of restraint for him. Can you see to that?” I ask and he hurries to complete his assignment with only a second of hesitation. I like that he is more afraid of me than Alan. It is probably more Sebastian that scares him, but I don't mind a little ego boost.
“I still think you shoot a little too quickly,” Alex says as I make my way over to Marcus. The girl is gone and he has propped himself up. The blood soaked clothing prevents me from seeing what kind of shape he is in.
“I am in a hurry right now,” I say waving my hand in Alex's direction. “Marcus, do you think you are in good enough shape to travel?”
“Of course,” he replies simply.
“Alex, can you confirm we have a jet ready for transport? I want to get back home where I have more resources. I don't think anyone else will be much help around here.” Even if they could help, the display of my shooting skills will probably tie up a few tongues.
“Will do. There is at least one fueled and ready to go at all times.” He walks a little ways away to make the call.
“I am sorry I failed, my queen,” Marcus says as I attempt to make him vertical. It isn't an easy task with our height difference.
“Have you seen the condition you are in? I don't think there is much more you could have done. I imagine you need to take it easy for at least a few more minutes. I will leave my grilling until we get to the plane.”
“Sebastian would have loved the way you handled Alan. He has been dying to shoot the bastard for years, but it is against the rules,” he says and successfully draws himself up to his full height.
“I thought Sebastian made all the rules. Can't he just adjust them a little to better suit his needs?”
“He is too honorable for that. I do hope someone was taping the confrontation for him, though.”
It was something Sebby should have been here to witness for himself. We could have both had a great laugh over it, but instead I need to kick into full on search and rescue mode. I really hope someday soon we find a way to eliminate all of the threats hanging over our heads, so we can find a way to just settle down as one big happy family. 



Chapter 2
News flash: Rhymes and riddles annoy me
 
When we get to the plane, I am happy to find there is a nice little holding cell to store Alan. Leave it to Alex to have a jet equipped with one. Alan's brain is back to functioning at full capacity and he isn't too happy about being trussed up, if his struggles are any indication. Dante added a couple of layers of duct tape to his mouth and that seems to be pissing Alan off more than anything else. Until we get him back to the dungeon, I prefer the silence, or at least the muffled grunts.
With him secure, I settle into my seat next to Alex. He immediately takes my hand and starts rubbing his thumb across my skin. At the moment, it is a welcome gesture. His touch grounds me and keeps my head from telling the rest of my body to just start killing things. I don't like feeling frustrated and not having a clear plan of extraction in place for retrieving Sebastian upsets me. I know he has only been gone about an hour, if that, but I want him now. I am not stomping my feet on the ground in a tantrum, but it is getting close to that point.
“Okay, I think you have had enough time to get yourself back together, Marcus. What can you tell me?” Marcus is sitting across the way from me, so I turn a little to face him. I wonder if the plane has a shower because with all the blood on him he could really use one.
“I am sure Dante has given you the information on what did the attacking, so I won't waste your time repeating things. I didn't get a good look at any of their markings, which means I don't know who they report back to in the demon world. Candace had to offer them quite a big reward for there to be that many in on the attack, though. To not be working directly for their legion master, that many Kurkua in one place, fighting for a common goal, is amazing.”
“What do you mean about not seeing their markings clearly?” I ask curious to find out more information.
“Kurkua and Shagles are minion type demons. They make up the bottom tier of a demon legion. If I could have seen who's mark they wear, then we could have gone to their leader and tried to find out more information on the ones that did the attacking,” he explains. “Their leader might not have been able to give us much, but it would be a place to start.”
“Dante, did you see any marks?” I ask knowing he would have already told me if he had. I hope that if he was aware of their significance, it would have been the first thing out of his mouth.
“Everything happened so quickly that I didn't notice.”
“Do all demons in a legion have the mark of their leader, or is it just the minions?”
“Everyone. They think of it as some sort of honor,” Marcus answers. “It really just marks them as slaves.”
If that is the case, then I have a demon to be really pissed off at right now. “Ben!” I yell at the top of my lungs. If I get a voicemail this time, I am so doing the palm tickling thing. I know a succubus that bears his mark and it leads me to believe that these minion demons are from his stables.
“You rang?” Ben says appearing and looking just a tad pissed at being summoned. For now, he can just join the club.
“She is yours,” I say not bothering to go into more detail.
“You are going to have to be a little more informative if you expect a decent reply from me.”
“Don't give me that shit. Candace is your succubus.”
“Yes, well, that is a true statement. I was just questioning someone who brought her name up. If you wouldn't have called me to join you, I might have gotten more information,” he says with a huff and takes the seat open closest to me. It is directly in front of me, and thankfully, it swivels so he spins it around. I want to be able to look at his eyes while we are talking. I don't believe for a second me summoning him really took him away. If he was truly busy, he could have turned on the stupid voicemail.
“Can't you just call out to her and tell her to report in for questioning?” I ask. If he is in charge of the legion she belongs to, it seems like a perfectly good question.
“Most of the time that would work, but Candy Cane and I have a very unique relationship. She isn't required to report when called like all my other work monkeys.” Great. I imagine their special relationship involves a lot of special tickles. It was bad enough having to think of her molesting Sebastian, but I doubt Ben was unconscious for their intimate relations and the things that demons consider a good time are probably not pretty. It is yet another reason why his requests to impregnate me are being turned down. Don’t get me wrong; even if he promised to keep things “normal”, it wouldn’t be happening.
“Do you at least know where she hangs out?” I ask. “Maybe I can find someone that knows where she would hide a centuries old vampire.” I wouldn't mind finding her at the location as well. With her target caught, I don't believe she will want to be away from him for too long. She should know Sebastian well enough to figure out he is sneaky and no room will hold him forever.
“I know she sticks to the paranorm communities. She gave up feeding on humans ages ago because she claimed they gave her indigestion. It is more likely that they didn't give her enough energy. Aside from that, I don't know what else I can tell you. We haven't seen each other since I started my quest to become a daddy. Candy didn't understand my reasoning and we had a bit of an argument about the logistics.”
“What? She didn't want you sleeping around on her?” I ask laughing at the idea of a succubus wanting fidelity from anyone.
“That would be her way of thinking. She likes to be dominating in her other relationships, but that doesn't work for me. I was the only person she allowed to top her and she was afraid of losing that relationship if my mission was successful,” he explains. “She lost it anyway because she wouldn't back down when I told her I was still going through with it.”
A little more information than I wanted to know, but okay. As long as he doesn't let their relationship get in the way of me killing her, I am just fine. Them having a falling out may eventually work in my favor.
“Does she have any acquaintances we can squeeze for information?” Alex asks getting back to the questioning.
“Sure, but it is best if I handle that part. I don't think anyone in that crowd will open up to you. Plus, we don't need them figuring out what Nyx is,” Ben replies directing the comments towards Alex.
“Can just any demon come in contact with Nyx and instantly know what she is?” Alex questions continuing their conversation about me like I am not in the room. Sure, it has only been a couple of sentences, that doesn't make it any less irksome.
“No. You have to be a certain level of demon to be able to detect that sort of thing. The kind of people Candy hangs out with meet that requirement. They would know the second Nyx walked into a room just what she is. Reactions would probably vary, but most wouldn’t be happy to see her.”
“We know Candace is past the level already. She is going to find out just what she is up against in a couple of days,” I say rejoining the talk.
“How do you know that?” Ben asks zeroing in on me.
“I just do,” I reply not wanting him to know about my dreams. I try my hardest to put some kind of wall around my brain just in case he is able to take a peek. I know how to build walls to keep regular vampires that have the ability to read minds out, but I know the same method doesn't work on Alex and Sebastian. I hope it is enough for demons.
“You know, this information thing is a two-way street. If you want something from me, I expect to be kept apprised of any learned information. You knowing something that is going to happen in the future would be covered under that umbrella.” His eyes have narrowed into slits of red that look really wrong on his face.
“Are you going to tell me how to kill Candace?” I ask wanting to make the point that I doubt he will just hand over all of his information. There have already been times in the conversation where I have felt he was sidestepping. I couldn’t pinpoint them if you asked me, but his eyes seem a little shifty.
“Why kill her? You can just banish her and she will be out of your hair.” What a useful answer to my question. Not.
“If you need to ask that, you don't know me at all. Rest assured, when I catch up with her, we will be having succubus fricassee. Her end goal in this kidnapping is going to be to kill me. You have mentioned that for procreation purposes you don't want that to happen, so you better get on the same page,” I tell him wishing my eyes could change colors as well. It would be an easy way for my different moods to be portrayed. For now, I just settle for my glares. They tend to get the point across.
“I will assist in helping to find her, but giving you the knowledge of how to kill a demon is something I will be keeping to myself, if only for self-preservation reasons. Why don't I go use my contacts to try to find you a location? When I know more, we can reconvene,” he suggests and I understand that it is probably best he does this part of the investigation on his own. Being around even more demons does not give me warm and fuzzy feelings.
“Fine. Try not to take all day. Time is wasting, and the more time that does, the more chances Candace has to try to torture Sebastian. Anyone who has met the two of us knows that isn't something I am going to allow to happen.”
“I will be back with a progress update in an hour or so. Try not to go on a killing spree before I get back,” Ben says and then bleeps out. He doesn't bother with the smoke effect he has been using lately.
“I don't trust that he is on our side for this,” Alex says leaning closer to rest his head on mine. “I don't like that he has a history with our target.”
“He isn't on our side, on this or anything we are involved in. He is a demon and can only think about himself. I will use him if he can help find her. How to handle her once we meet face-to-face is something we are going to have to investigate on our own. Does anyone have any ideas on how to kill them?” I ask not really believing I will get a good answer.
“The only thing I have ever heard of, which might do the job, is the Panoptic knife. Rumor is it will kill anything you want dead. Whether demons are covered under that umbrella has never been proven as far as I know,” Marcus supplies. “Sebastian has looked for it for years, but he knows based on the lore he won't be able to find it.”
“Why not?”
“It is only available to those pure of heart, or so the story goes. The texts we have found it mentioned in have a little rhyme that goes with it. Only those pure of heart, will know the exact location to start; If your need is that great; leave it all up to Fate; She will guide the way; just in time for you to save the day. I have always thought it was some big joke,” he explains. 
It sounds that way to me. I have found anything that has a silly rhyme is probably too much trouble for what it is worth. The fact that it probably started out in another language and someone translated it to English in rhyme form only makes it worse.
“The whole pure of heart deal puts us all out of the running. It is too bad because a knife capable of killing anything would come in really handy,” I muse as I try to break into Sebastian's head again. I would really like to know what is going on over there and the fact that I am not able to find out is getting me riled up again.
“I think when we return home I am going to have to give you a little present before you are allowed to question Alan,” Alex says. “You are too irritated and you won't be able to keep yourself calm enough to do a proper job.”
“I don't think anything you can give me will help. Even a giant anti-anxiety, anti-depressant, anti-anger pill will not do the job right now.”
“I know that. What I have in mind will. It is past time for it to happen anyway,” he replies. He has piqued my interest and I am excited that we are now starting to descend. Alex knows me well enough to know I don't like jewelry or chocolates as presents. Maybe it is a cannon or something. If I cannot kill the succubus, perhaps I can blow a giant hole in her chest. It has possibilities.



Chapter 3
An end to an era
 
After a quick ride home from the airport, I watch as Dante and Marcus escort our visitor down into the dungeon while I wait with Alex for my surprise. I have managed to amp myself up even more in the last twenty minutes. There are so many big artillery weapons that may be offered to me that I am giddy.
“So where is it?” I ask ready to test it out.
“First, I want you to remove your current weapons. I think you will get more out of the situation if you are unarmed. Like I said earlier, you tend to shoot too quickly.”
I do as he says and hand over my holster and knife sheaths. I don't understand his reasoning, but if he has a heat-seeking missile somewhere waiting for me, I won't complain.
“Great. Follow me,” he says and leads me down into the dungeon. I haven't searched every nook and cranny down here, yet, but I don't doubt they are hiding some fun toys in the catacombs somewhere. The rest of the building was easy to map out, but on two occasions, I ended up lost down here.
“Do I get any hints? Is it larger than a stick of butter?” I ask hoping for some kind of clue.
“Yes, it is larger than a stick of butter, and your mind is way off on what the present is. Sebastian wanted to be around for this, but he will understand my reasoning,” he replies and shows no signs of stopping as we continue our journey.
We are in a part that I haven't been to and I am a little turned around. There is just gray brick wall everywhere I look. He should have run ahead and added some colorful banners that said “Nyx's big surprise this way”.
“You know your mind is really amusing. I am glad we are mates because just listening in from time-to-time keeps me from being bored,” Alex says and slows down in front of a wall. He stops and reaches up for a hidden button. “We couldn't have you finding this too early. I am still surprised you haven't gone looking.”
The wall slides away to reveal a dungeon cage with thick silver bars. Inside the cage is Tommy laid out on the cement floor. When he hears us, he sits up and smiles his evil grin that makes me sick. The room is completely empty except for him.
“I thought they wouldn't let me see you again. This is a very unexpected surprise,” Tommy says and quickly leaps up to his feet. Once standing, he walks closer to the bars to get a better look. “Beautiful as always. To what do I owe this honor?”
“Does this mean what it better mean?” I ask Alex getting even more excited about my present. A cannon would still be awesome, but this will do.
“Yes. It is time for you to get your revenge for what was done to you and Phee. Here is the key,” he says handing me a long skeleton key. An actual key, really? Most things are digitized around here. “I prefer not to watch. It will be hard enough for me not to try to jump in just feeling and hearing what is happening and I know this is something you need to do alone.”
“You are the best mate ever,” I say and hop up on my toes to give him a quick smack on the lips. We both know that me calling him that is not necessarily true, but it felt like the right thing to say. I really need to beat someone up right now and there is no one better than Tommy. If he ends up dead from my thumping, that will be even better.
“I will remember not to mention that to Sebastian. Have fun and call out when you are done.” He hurries away knowing that I am going to take only half a second before stepping into the cage.
“So, the great battle between us is finally here. Do you think you have what it takes to square off against me?” Tommy asks. Other than being a bit disheveled and covered in blood, he doesn't look like his time here has hurt him too badly. He might be a little bit skinnier from not getting his usual T-bones, but that is all I notice.
“Oh Tommy. I am a little sad that Alex took away my weapons. I would have loved to try out my knife skills on you for once,” I reply and unlock the door to enter. Once inside, I quickly secure the door and drop the key into my pocket.
He rushes over to me immediately and tries to lift my arms above my head to secure them in place. I don't allow the move to be completed though and I duck out of his way. I end up behind him and he quickly turns to face me before I can get a punch in.
“You are quicker than the last time we met. This might be more fun than I thought.”
I assume he is meaning the time we met inside the Collective while I was breaking a prisoner out and not the time he drugged me leaving me helpless to fight back. “You will find I am a much different person now. I would have never made it this far without breaking free from the Collective.” I move in closer and fake to punch him in the face, but attempt a leg sweep instead.
He is quick and sees the move coming, so he jumps up and out of the way. He lands and throws a right jab right into my face. I don't move out of the way because it gives me a chance to land a solid punch to his gut. With punches exchanged, the fight starts to pick up. Fighting someone who is pretty equal to your skill level gets a bit tedious, as I have experienced when sparring with Alex. I wish me and Tommy had this out before he started taking whatever drug the Collective came up with to increase his abilities.
“You know it doesn't have to be like this between us,” Tommy suggests as I land another fist to his face. I have always said the boy was delusional and prone to spout clichés at the drop of a hat.
He morphs his hands into claws and takes a couple of swipes at me as he redecorates my shirt. The claws don't go very deep into my flesh, but it does smart a little. I haven't seen a wolf change like that before and I think I am going to have to ask Alex how to do it.
“There was a time when it might not have come to this. I could live with you carving me up as a kid. I would have liked to at least fight you for that offense, but I wouldn't have felt the need to kill you. When you assaulted a little girl because of me, that is what drew your death warrant. I promised her you would not be able to do it again and if you are allowed to go free, I cannot guarantee that she will not have to live in fear of you showing up for seconds.”
“Really? You want to kill me over some little piece of meat? She cannot mean anything to you. You are so much more than just a regular werewolf. You have to be meant to rule all paranorms with the blood you have mixing around in your veins. Why would you let something that happened to one of your future servants bother you?” he asks as he tries to deliver a kick to my knee. 
It doesn't work and I spin around behind him to attempt to get his arms locked in place. Our size difference makes that impossible and I settle for kicking him to the ground. He rolls over as soon as he makes contact, but I pounce on top of him. Not liking the change in scenery, he morphs into his gigantic, charcoal colored wolf. My little gold one is about half of his size, but I change as fast as I can. 
“Are you sure we really have to do this?” Tommy asks even as he snarls and takes a little lunge towards me.
I don't know if he is worried about really killing me or if he finally realizes that I am not going to let him out of this cage alive. “It is a done deal.”
“If I am going to meet my maker, I might as well try for one last hurrah.” He launches me off him and I fly to meet the closest wall. That is going to leave a mark in the morning. I unscramble my brains and stand to face him again. 
I know I don't have the strength that he does in this form, but it does give me sharp teeth and claws. I charge him with my teeth bared. He likes the idea and hurries to take the five steps it takes to meet me and we clash teeth against fur. 
He gets a good bite on my right front leg, what would be my right arm in human form. I clamp on to his left ear and twist my head. I end up pulling it off. Yuck. I spit it out quickly not expecting it to detach that easily. Tommy doesn't let it faze him and continues his assault on my leg. I sure hope it heals quickly once this is said and done. 
With him distracted elsewhere, I move in for his throat. It takes him a second to see the move and that is all I need. I sink my teeth in deep and rip my head back quickly to do the most damage I can. If I thought the ear was gross, this is even worse. A tangled mess of ick is spit out as fast as possible. 
Tommy falls to the floor and I know he isn't dead, just severely wounded. If left alone he would be able to recover within a few weeks, maybe a little more, that was an awful lot of gunk I spit out.
“That will put a stop to his talking,” Alex says stepping into the room with one of my knives extended towards me. “I knew it was close and you would prefer to finish the job with this.”
I switch back into human form and take the knife with my left hand. My right arm is hanging limp close to my side and hurts like someone filled it with lava and then froze it. “Thanks. I am really tired of tasting his blood and I don't know that I am able to just rip his head clean off.”
I work my way over to Tommy's body. He doesn't seem to be conscious, which I am actually leaning towards being a good thing. I have killed a lot of people in my lifetime, but I never really knew my targets that well. I have nothing but hatred in my heart for Tommy; however, knowing who my victim is makes this a little bit strange.
“Thomas James Vack, the world is going to be a much better place without you in it. It saddens me to see a wolf that may have, at one time, had a lot of promise be soured by your crazy obsession with me. I hope you find comfort in whatever realm of Hell you are assigned. This is for my pipsqueak,” I say and bring the knife down across to his neck, successfully finishing my head severing. His head rolls off to the side and I continue with my task. I take the knife and embed it in his heart. After already receiving a ton of damage, it doesn't take but a second for the silver knife to do its job. His body is jellified into a mass of sludge.
The task of taking care of Tommy has the effect Alex was looking for. I am a little worn out from it and I think I will be better able to focus on finding Sebastian without killing everyone in my way.
“It was harder than you thought it would be,” Alex says coming closer, but still keeping his distance. I am covered in all sorts of stuff I wouldn't want to touch either. “Mentally, I mean, not physically.”
“Yeah. For some reason when it came down to it, I realized taking a life isn't always all it is cracked up to be. He needed killing and I knew I had to do it, but death is so final.”
“It shouldn't be easy. Over the years, I have learned that myself. Sometimes we just have to do what needs doing. Let's get you in a shower before we meet up with the others. As scary as you look covered in blood, I don't think that is the right message we need to send to Alan right now.”
“You are right. My arm could probably use a sling for a couple of minutes while it heals,” I reply and try to lift it up. It doesn't move like I want and just hangs there. “Yup, definitely need a little something for it.”
“Come on, my big, bad fighter. We will get you straightened out,” He says and takes my good arm to lead me out of the dungeon. I would say I hope to not be down here again anytime soon, but I know we have Alan hanging out somewhere down here, so I expect to be visiting within the hour.



Chapter 4
A reaping I will go
 
“We may need to bypass Sebastian getting to take a shower with you before me. I don’t know that you will be able to wash all of the blood off with one hand,” Alex says as he helps me out of my shirt. He does it very gently and I am grateful for the thought.
“It will have to be his punishment for being kidnapped because I agree with your assessment,” I reply and shimmy out of my pants one handed. We have made it to my bedroom and I refused to answer any questions as we past Jake, Jonas, Walt, and Clyde sitting in the living area. Alex may have mumbled something about talking later, but I wasn't really paying attention.
Will is still resting peacefully in bed. I am glad to see my little trip didn't cause him any further problems. He is already stuck with me as his sire; I don't think his life can get any more screwed up.
“It only took your body forty-five minutes to push out the bullet the last time you were shot, so the arm should heal quickly. I don't think there is anything seriously severed in there. We just have to wait for the tendons to finish their knitting party.” He starts removing his own garments and within seconds, he is naked before me. If he could put clothes back on just as quickly, he would make a great quick-change artist.
My eyes are instantly drawn to the part of him that is saluting me. Wow. Oddly enough, for being a wolf, Alex doesn't have a lick of hair on him. I have seen him shirtless before and I guess I was stuck staring at his abs. I didn't notice his lack of chest hair. His bare nether region makes me aware of the rest of it. It also makes my mind drift into my dirty corridor. I hope that there is enough soap left after we get the blood washed off to take care of my brain as well.
“This is about getting you cleaned up. I have mentioned before that I cannot help being stiff around you, but I know we aren't going to do anything about that issue right now. Even if you wanted to, we have to worry about getting Sebastian back,” he says and quickly lifts me up to carry me into the bathroom. I have always thought he was joking about the whole being erect whenever he is around me line, but that wood don't lie. I really hope at some point it manages to relax. Otherwise, that has to be really painful.
“I can still admire the artwork while we are coming up with a game plan. Do you shave everything yourself?” I ask really enjoying the feel of skin on skin, even through the muck coating my body.
“No. Hair just doesn't grow anywhere other than my head. I don't know why and I know it isn't a common wolf trait.” He sets me down under the showerhead and turns the knob to get the water flowing.
“Cold,” I screech as it starts hitting my back. It quickly warms up to a nice soothing heat. I divert my eyes from the hunk of man flesh before me and watch pink liquid swirl at my feet. The water doesn't seem to be clearing up.
“Lean your head back just a little and we will get your hair started,” Alex suggests as he grabs a bottle of shampoo.
I follow orders and use my left hand to rake my fingers through my tresses. He walks over with his hands soaped up and starts working my hair into a lather. Standing as close as he is his baby maker brushes up against my stomach and I remember a time where I would have jumped back at the simplest touch. 
Now, I am actually holding my hands, or hand since one is currently decommissioned, securely at my side to keep from reaching out and starting something we won't be able to finish. I know it wouldn't take long to get him off, but we really should do it properly. A quick hand job for him and enhanced phone sex for me won't cut it anymore.
“I love you, Killer, and if you weren't covered in blood and we weren't in the middle of a crisis we would be doing it up against the shower wall as we speak. I figure it is an after battle high or your hormones gearing up for our mating that is making you think with your little brain for once,” Alex says as he tilts my head back to rinse the shampoo out. He makes quick work of it while I close my eyes and enjoy. Once that is done, he grabs a washcloth and the soap and starts scrubbing the rest of my body. He takes the clinical approach and doesn't linger or caress anywhere too much.
“If I am already this horny, I am afraid to see what I am going to be like as the time gets even closer. You guys are going to have to lock me in the closet. Ever since me and Sebastian started down this new adventure in the bedroom, I have been antsy. It isn't right.”
“I am sure we will find a way to take your itch away later. For now, turn around so I can soap your back,” he replies spinning me slowly. “So, no comment on me saying the three hated words vocally and with meaning?”
“They aren't hated. We just haven't exchanged them. I have kind of thought them, but I want them to come from my lips naturally, not prompted. Give it a couple of days and you might get lucky.”
“That is good news. I am afraid I might have found some bad news, though.” He rings out the washcloth and then starts tracing his fingers on my back.
“Did Tommy leave some messed up scars back there?” I ask trying to move my head around to get a look. It is already carved up. I don't think a few more marks will really matter.
“Not exactly. I have seen you naked a few times and I am pretty sure this is new.” He reaches around to turn off the water and quickly finds a towel for me. 
I do a quick dry job with my one hand and his help. Wanting to see my back, I jump out of the shower and hurry to the mirror. With my back facing it, I take in the craziest tattoo I have ever seen.
“What is that?” I ask and I am pretty sure my eyes are about to jump out of their sockets.
Crisscrossing the span of my entire back are two giant scythes. They have gnarly wooden shafts and wicked looking blades with a skull on the back of each of them. If it didn't just magically appear on my back, I would consider it cool.
“I don't believe reaper scythes are something I have seen materialize on a body before. This would be a moment I would turn to Sebastian for an explanation, but I don’t think we are going to get one from that quarter,” Alex says as he meets my eyes in the mirror.
“Actually, that is kind of funny,” Ben says emerging from the doorway. He looks at my back in the mirror and then takes a second to take in Alex's still completely naked body.
“Jealous?” I ask when he has had his fill.
“You are a lucky girl. You have two masterpieces for your taking. If you ever get bored with them, let me know,” Ben says with a little wink. “As far as the new markings, you must have been a busy girl after I left. I am pretty sure that I specifically requested that you not go on a killing spree. The scythes mark you as a reaper, like me. You have to kill at least one hundred and twenty-three people to get the distinction. Not that it will actually mean anything for you. Your path doesn't lead you towards the Underworld, even with the mark.” 
“First, keep your eyes on your own property. Alex is mine,” I say. “Second, you have said that I wasn't a demon. Why would I get a demon marking?” His number of kills quote seems a little low to me, but it might be accurate. I thought I was closer to two hundred.
“You aren't and no other female has ever received the mark. You probably pinged on Lucifer's radar though, so expect a visit. It will probably end up being a long recruitment speech, but nothing will really come from it.  The Great Ruler of Hell should figure out what is up with you and decide to not waste any breath, but you never know.”
“I really don't need a visit from the King of Hell. Anyway I can bypass the niceties?” I still don't understand what is really going on. It seems like my life is growing in complexity, yet again.
“Now that is a funny joke,” Ben says laughing at whatever I said that amuses him. “The visit will happen. How long ago did the mark appear?”
“I don't know. It wasn't there before my shower, right, Alex?”
“Not that I have seen,” he replies. He has added a towel around his waist while I was focused on Ben. I guess he didn't like the eyes the demon was giving him. I cannot say I blame him. “You killed Tommy about thirty minutes ago. I am guessing that is the death that threw you over the limit. Unless stepping on spiders counts. She might have done that on the way up.”
“Nah. Bugs don't. Animals do, but they are on a different pay grade. I figure you have less than twenty-four hours. The Great Ruler loves giving the recruitment speech.”
“Whatever. I will just have to deal with it when it happens. I need to get dressed, so we can get on with our Sebastian hunt,” I push Ben out of the way and head to my closet. Alex joins me a few seconds later after grabbing some clothes out of his drawer. Poor Ben doesn't get another free show.
“Hey, why do you have a baby vampire sleeping in your bed?” Ben says keeping a conversation going while I maneuver into some pants. My right arm does seem to be capable of moving now, but it isn't back to one hundred percent. Ben must have missed Will when he came to find us however many hours ago he last popped into my bedroom.
“Because it is Sunday and I was bored.”
“Bored in the sense that you banged him into dream world, or you made him?”
“I haven't called you yet for a romp in the sack, so what do you think?” Alex is assisting me with my shirt, making my voice just a bit muffled.
“I don't know. You said Sebastian was away for the weekend and fresh meat here isn't too hard on the eyes. Maybe you and wolfy were getting freaky.”
“Seriously? Ben you are weird.” I walk out of the closet with Alex on my heels. “Will is the newest addition to my family. I happen to be his sire.”
“So Clyde has a little brother. I am sure he loves that,” Ben says still staring at the bed. What is up with him tonight? I think he is trying to steal my man candy. Not that Will would actually be considered that, but still, I am his sire.
“Why are you so interested in my men folk?” I ask putting words to my aggravation.
“I have watched from afar for the past few weeks as you have gotten closer to your two mates, but you have yet to take a liking to me. I figure it is because they are committed to just you and I wasn't tied down in that fashion. In order to get on your good side, I have given up all other women. I am not sure how you feel about male partners, so I am gauging your reaction to me checking out men. So far, I am guessing you aren't going to go for it.”
I really want to pretend those words did not leave his lips. “You can sleep with anyone you want. You being monogamous with me is not going to change the fact that I don't want kids. If I remember correctly, that is the only reason you want to sleep with me in the first place. If you want to have a giant orgy with females, males, and penguins, you aren't going to get any complaints from me. There might be some calls from animal rights activists, though. I would prefer to not hear any of the details, but how you live your life is your own business.”
“Dang it. Still didn't make you jealous. I will just have to keep working at it. For right now though, I have a little bit of news on your succubus hunt and your newest son is waking up.”
Sure enough, Will's eyes pop open and immediately focus in on me. It is times like these that I wish I had the ability to make myself invisible. From the look in Will's eyes, I would say he has a lot of questions, none of which I will be able to help him with. It really is sad that all the helpful vampires are downstairs at the moment. They would be very useful in this situation. For now, I am stuck trying to make do. Wish me luck because I am going to need it.



Chapter 5
Welcome to your new life
 
“How long have I been out?” Will asks as I make my way over to the bed. “I thought you said I was going to die. I don't feel dead.”
Crap. It doesn't sound like he remembers everything that happened. This might turn out to be a big shock to his system. He didn't seem wary of paranorms before, so maybe it won't be too bad. I am glad to see his eyes look normal and not like a vampire starving for some blood. Him being hungry for blood would only add to the confusion.
“He does know you turned him into a vampire, doesn't he?” Ben asks taking all my good thoughts of giving the news to Will slowly and flushing them right down the drain.
“Of course I know that. I am not a total idiot. Who is the crazy guy, Nyx? I haven't seen him with your entourage before,” Will says sitting up and leaning back against the headboard. “I don't think I like him as well as the others.” I wasn't aware he really knew the others well enough to make that decision. He has spent only a few hours with them while he was conscious and for the most part my guys weren't allowed to talk because we were shooting scenes in a movie.
“You do know you are a vampire?” I ask just wanting to make sure. He nods his head and gives me his megawatt actor's smile. The change hasn't affected his pearly whites one bit. “Thank God.” I let out a large exhale of air.
“Whoa. We are able to actually say ‘God’. I thought that was a big vampire no-no. If we can say His name, does that mean crosses don't ward us off?”
“This is one of the hazards of turning a human into a paranorm, Buttercup. They don't have a lick of sense when it comes to these things. I can even say God's name and I am a demon. Aren't you hungry new blood?” Ben asks moving closer to the bed to smack Will's foot.
“Am I supposed to be?” he questions keeping his gaze stuck on me. 
I hate when people stare. That is going to have to be one of his first lessons. Closely followed by what little Being a Vampire 101 I have been able to pick up. At this point, I have learned quite a bit about vampires, but none of it has really applied to me, so I have chosen to ignore it and use the brain space it was taking up for other purposes. “How would I know?”
“Well, the guy over there said he was a demon and I know your boyfriend there is a wolf, that leaves you as being the vampire in the room with all the knowledge,” Will responds.
“Then we are screwed because I have no idea. I wasn't a turned vampire and vampire creation is on the week five lesson plan. I am only on week one.” I still don't feel sorry about turning the guy, but he is going to be in for a rude awakening if he wants answers from me.
“Okay, I can say for sure that I don't feel hungry. I don't think. That is why I originally said something about not feeling dead. I feel more alive than I have ever felt. There is this mad energy coursing through my body. It makes me want to jump and skip and leap and climb tall mountains. And look, I don't even have a hole in my chest anymore,” he exclaims as he lifts his shirt to reveal unblemished skin.
“Someone put a little too much whiskey in his cocktail,” Ben says with a sideways glance and a tilt of his head. “If he isn't hungry, your blood has something to do with it because baby vamps always wake up wanting a nice succulent human neck.”
“Sebastian is semi-worried that he might only be able to feed from me.”
“You have discussed your child with him already? Fresh meat cannot be that old and fangy mate was taken probably pretty close to the time of conception. If you have a direct connection with him, why don't you just ask him where he is at?” Ben's eyes have gone to the red slits that indicate he is angry or contemplating something.
“He has walled me off,” I reply through gritted teeth. “Now that we have discovered that Will isn't going to go on a killing spree, why don't you tell us what news you had on the succubus? I would like to get Sebastian back as quickly as possible.”
“You sure? You seem to be easily distracted,” Ben says and is met with my you are really ticking me off face. I have been getting off track, but my thoughts are focused now. “Fine. I heard Candy has been hanging out at a demon club accessible from here in the city. I thought we might go over and check it out.”
“Can't you just tell me the name of the club and let us go take a look?” I ask not really wanting to spend more time with Ben. I can sometimes deal with him in small doses, but right now doesn’t seem to be one of those times.
“Best if I accompany you on this one, Buttercup. I may be able to throw your scent off enough that the others won't figure out what you are.”
I forgot about that little detail, followed closely by another detail I have been overlooking. “Hey, the Collective's database contained a summoning name for Candace. Can't I just summon her to us and beat the location out of her?”
“First, if it said Krindlecane, I wouldn't be calling that name out. Candy thought it would be funny to use that as her name, when in fact, it is the summoning name of a really gross slime demon. Believe me; you don't want Bert showing up. Not only that, but I don't think you will know what to do with Candy when you two finally meet in the flesh. If I am there as an intermediary, I am hoping to be able to talk her out of causing you any great harm. She is supposed to serve me after all.”
I don't like that he doesn't believe I can hold my own against the succubus. I would really like to get my hands on the knife Marcus claims may do her in. With Ben not giving over the secrets to demon killing, it is my best hope. Not having Sebastian around to hit the books and tell me some elusive demon-killing spell is a little painful. I know he isn’t aware of one existing, but him finding those types of things happens more often than not.
“Fine. You can lead the way, but I am making a quick pit stop down to our dungeon and you are not invited.  You can either hang out with Clyde for a little while or come back in about an hour.” I motion for Alex to follow me out of the room. If Will is smart, he will tag along. He has shown flashes of brilliance, so I have high hopes for him.
“Good luck questioning your prisoner. I think you are going to need it,” Ben says before following us.
“Who needs luck when you have medieval torture devices at your disposal?”
“Princess, everything okay with you?” Jonas asks when we exit my room.
“Peachy, as usual, Jonas. Sebastian has been kidnapped, I have a vampire baby, and I have killed enough people to let Lucifer be able to key in on my existence. It is just another day. We are going to be leaving within the hour and I want you guys fully loaded. Do what you can to make it happen,” I order as I continue my path to the door. “Clyde, stay and play with Ben. I need to get some information before we leave.”
“Yes, Mommy. Do I get to play with my new brother?” Demon Dog asks. I look over my shoulder and see Will following behind Alex. It is really bizarre to hear both Ben and Clyde call Will his brother. I am not sure how happy Will will be about that thought.
“Not right now. I think we are going to let him warm up to that idea.” The fact that Clyde is so eager to make a new friend has me worried. That scenario screams of ulterior motive and I am afraid to find out what it is.
“Who is she talking to?” I hear Will ask confused.
“The dog. He wanted you to stay and play with him. Nyx told him she would introduce you later,” Alex replies as he is the only one that knows what was said.
“She can talk to a dog? That is just weird. Can anyone else talk to him?”
“I can hear him through Nyx’s mind. Her other mate can too, but only she has the ability to directly communicate. He isn’t just a dog, if you hadn’t guessed. He is a Hellhound and you will learn he is a little peculiar.”
“Am not. Tell him to quit talking smack. I will graduate from chewing on his shoes to peeing on his porn collection if he isn’t nice,” Clyde relays.
“Children, I don’t want to hear you fighting right now. I am trying to stay focused on the task at hand, and I don’t want to have to interrogate Alex about this porn collection. How Clyde knows it even exists would need to be answered and I am sure that will just lead to a whole bunch of more questions that I don’t want to know the answers to,” I sigh and hit the elevator button. 
“I don’t have a porn collection, Clyde, at least not anymore. You need to stay out of my room.”
“Alex, do you need a timeout?” I ask stepping in the elevator. Once I get Sebastian back and securely tied to my bed, I think I will give myself a little timeout. Peace and quiet sounds really good right about now.
We make our way back down to the dungeon. Will seems to like to stop to ooh and aah at stupid things and I don't think it will be long before I am seeking out a roll of duct tape for his mouth. If I had a penny for every time I thought of using that product, I would be a very rich woman. I already have plenty of stacks of money so I think the pennies would have to be melted down to make bullets. I don't know that I would have any other use for them.
“When we get in here you are not allowed to open your mouth, Will. I am going to be talking to a very old vampire that already hates us. A baby with a smart mouth won't likely be tolerated,” I explain.
“So just what am I supposed to call you? Master? Sire? Mom?”
“Nyx still works. I am not big on silly titles and I couldn't begin to tell you the proper protocol.” I thought we already went over the fact that this wasn't a normal situation as far as turning someone into a vampire goes.
“Have you figured out why you did it? I know you didn't have any crazy feelings for me like that Sean guy tried to convince me. In fact, I am pretty sure I did my best to annoy the snot out of you,” he claims and would be correct with his assumption.
“No idea. You were giving your life up willingly to help save others from a mad man. I guess I just thought the world would be a better place with someone not afraid to take a stand like that,” I tell him.
“And my outlook on life isn't going to change now that I have become a soulless bloodsucker?”
“Does it feel any different to you?” Alex asks. “I really hope Sebastian has some kind of book laying around for you to study, Junior. Becoming a vampire does not rip away your soul. It enhances your abilities and only strengthens characteristics you already have. You lose the ability to go out into the sun and have to survive on blood, but gain quite a bit in exchange. I imagine the vamps let humans believe the whole soul thing because they don't want them all lining up to be turned. They have to keep some food available and they don't like snacking on each other or things with fur.”
“I get that,” Will says and I motion him to zip his lips. 
I have stopped in front of the dungeon containing Dante, Marcus, and Alan. There is no hidden wall blocking this one. Alan is tied up to a vertical board that gives him the ability to see me. The hostility looking back at me tells me this is not going to be fun. Sebastian is going to owe me for this one.



Chapter 6
Will the real Smitty please stand up?
 
“Marcus, I need you to run an errand for me,” I say as I pull him out of the cell. I am trying to be quiet, but I know everyone can still hear me. “You are the only person that can get a positive outcome, so I have to send you.”
“Let me guess, Spellbinders,” he replies knowing me all too well.
“You will know what might be useful to us and you are the only one that can get in and out of there without a bunch of extra hassle. If you have to, barter with her and I will owe you big time,” I plead. I really hate sending him to Hilda's lair, but it has to be done. One of these days I am afraid I won’t get him back. I can picture Hilda with a cage in the backroom just waiting to catch Marcus so she can keep him as a pet. 
He takes a deep breath and lets it out. “She is so creepy. If she is able to look like anything, I don't understand why she makes herself green. It isn't appetizing at all.”
I don't disagree, but the way he puts it makes me wonder if she does it so he will think of her as something other than food. A nice shade of purple would work better in my opinion. He still wouldn’t want to snack on her, but at least it would be a pretty color. The green she chooses is a really dark shade of moss that looks like it was barfed on.
“I am not even going to pretend I know what is going on in that brain of hers. Just try to get her to give you something useful. We really need some help and there is no way she will give us anything if I go in there myself. I can’t even trick her and say you were kidnapped with Sebastian since she has some kind of tracker on you.”
“Fine. I see that grenade launcher I have been checking out in my near future, though.” He sprints away to get his task out of the way. Grenade launcher. Great choice of payment. I may need to get a matching one.
I have no time to daydream about it now. I move back to the cell to join Alex, Will, Dante, and the captive. I really want to find out how Alan was able to drive the nasty demons away when they showed up on his doorstep. Keeping him tied up until Sebby gets back is just an added bonus.
“Go ahead and remove the tape, Dante.”
“Are you sure? He has been much more pleasant to be around while he is silenced,” Dante jokes, but takes the tape off like I requested.
“You are so dead, you little upstart. Do you think Sebastian is going to be able to protect you from me? I don't care what perfume you wear to try to convince people you are more than just a vampire, you are still just a child compared to me,” Alan starts ranting and I can see where Dante was correct in thinking the tape was a nice accessory.
“Please stop talking. You are giving me a headache already. I don't feel like turning into a wolf right now, but I assure you it is possible. I just have a couple of questions for you and if you aren't a total dick about them, I will upgrade your visiting quarters. I won't let you go until I have Sebastian back, but I can make your stay a little bit more enjoyable.” Not really, but he would get a cot to lay on instead of being stuffed in an iron maiden.
“I don't believe for a second that you are dual or tri-natured and I still don't think helping you retrieve Sebastian is in my best interest,” he says and spits at my feet. Really? This guy is an idiot of top order.
“I really don't care what you believe. I thought we had been over that already. All I want is information on what you did when the Kurkua and Shagles showed up at your door. I wouldn't be surprised if I don't run into them on my quest and I prefer to have a little preparation in place to fight them.”
“He isn't going to give anything up with just your blabbing at him,” Smitty says joining our group. 
I am a bit amazed to hear his voice, so I spin around to get a good look at my rogue vampire guard. Surprisingly, he looks about like Marcus did in the shredded pork sense of things. His wounds are healed, but his shirt tells a tale of many blades.
“Found a band of Kurkua trying to make off with Bastian outside of the building, so I tried to help. I am starting to think I was a little overconfident in the undertaking. Those things are really nasty pieces of work.”
“You tried to help Sebastian?” I ask not necessarily shocked, but pretty close.
“I know you have been told things about me, and I am not proud of those things, but you can rest assured that I stand behind you one hundred percent now. Someone was kind enough to shed some light on the situation during the big conference. I know who will be the winner in the grand scheme of things,” he whips out a knife and walks over to Alan. “Now, with Alan here, you have to be a little bit persuasive if you want to get any information. Judging by your arm that looks to just be getting back to full strength, I would say you have already had enough fun for today. Let me do the honors.”
This is a different Smitty than I remember seeing before. I really want to know who he has been talking to and just what was said to change his mind. I still don't trust him with my life, or those that I care about, but it is an interesting little twist.
“You are more familiar with him, so please proceed.”
“Good. Now, Alan, you know me well enough that I am just going to bypass the tickle phase of this interrogation. Do you have anything you would like to say before I start?” It is nice that he is giving him an out, but I did already try that route.
“Why do you even waste your time with them, Smitty? You are old enough to be out carving out your own place in the world.”
“Wrong answer,” Smitty says and then draws his knife across Alan's throat. It doesn't go deep, but whatever the knife is made of makes the skin that touches it sizzle. How cool. I want one. “You will soon enough be groveling at her feet like the dog that you are. She is the future of all of us. She will redeem those of us who have gotten a little off track, and condemn those who cannot be saved. Which side are you going to fall on?”
Whoa. I think this has gone just a little off track. He is giving me a little more responsibility than I crave. Okay, it is a lot more responsibility and I kind of want him to take it all back.
“What are you talking about? Did they give you some kind of crazy Kool-Aid? I think you should consider about joining a detox program to get it out of your system. She is a short nonentity that could actually be my way to bringing Sebastian down. I can see why he wouldn’t want her to be at the conference because every Tom, Dick, and Harry would see just how weak she is,” Alan says. I would like to know how he has lived this long. If he talks this way about everyone, he should have been dealt with years ago.
Smitty laughs and then stabs his knife into Alan's stomach. “You really don't see it? I guess I didn't at first either. If you look at her very closely you can just see the slight glow surrounding her. It really is beautiful.” He twists the knife and then pulls it out.
I make a mental note to keep him away from any beverages in the future. I should probably make sure he didn't get some magic mushrooms somewhere while I am at it.
“What did you dip that knife in? Shit, it hurts,” Alan moans as he leans back and closes his eyes. If it did the little sizzle trick on the skin, I can just imagine what it did to his insides.
“Like that, don't you? It is a little something special I picked out. Liquid ultraviolet, very hard to come by. I have a bit of resistance from being able to get out in the sun in non-peak hours, but you haven't bothered to pick up the resilience in all of your years. You wanted to be the vampire from the legends and have stuck to the shadows your whole life. I imagine sticking this knife into your heart will make you see the error in your ways.” I am kind of digging this really sadistic Smitty. It is a part of him that I haven't seen before and it makes me glad that he is on my side.
“Please, enough with the knife. I will tell you what I use to make the demons go away,” Alan says giving up. Good. 
“You are smarter than you look, Alan. I am sorry we won’t be able to continue this fun,” Smitty tells him. “Tell her what she needs to know.”
“It is a mixture of slippery elm and gravel root. That is enough to banish any low level demon. Two tablespoons of the elm, one tablespoon of the gravel, and I add a sprig of spearmint for smell. I don't even have to fight them that way. I carry it on me at all times.”
“I will call Marcus,” Alex says and goes to complete the task outside of the cell.
“This doesn't change the fact that I am still going to kill you when I get out of here,” Alan claims.
“Believe me, it does,” Smitty replies as he twirls his fancy knife around in his hand. He is very careful not to let the blade touch his skin. “You don't have what it takes to beat her, so you should just get those crazy ideas out of your head now.”
This is getting to be a little Twilight Zone for me, or maybe I slipped into some other dimension. Smitty has never been on my side like this and it is starting to scare me. I know I just said I liked it a few minutes ago, but I have changed my mind.
“What do you want me to do with him to secure the creep until Sebastian gets back?” Dante asks and I am not sure how to reply.
Leaving him down here to rot does have its appeal, but other than being stubborn he hasn't really done anything to me personally. Since I carry the stubborn gene myself, I know how difficult it can be to work past it.
“Take him up to the jail. It should hold him and he won't catch a cold. It gets a bit drafty down here.” Not that he could actually catch a cold, but you never know. 
I join Alex outside the cell and am a little surprised to find Will waiting with him. He actually followed directions and was quiet, which has to be a first for any of my minions.
“That guard of yours is a little scary. He won't use that knife on me, will he?”
It is a slightly funny to see a vampire scared without any direct threat against him. I am going to have to toughen him up.
“You are safe. Have you by any chance called Gene, or anyone else at the movie set, to tell them about your change in status?”
“I haven't had a chance. I was wondering about that. For at least this film, do you think I could still finish it if they only shot at night? It shouldn't take more than another week for the rest of my scenes.” I can see the hope in his eyes and I don't feel the need to squash it.
“After we get Sebastian back, I think that would be okay. I won't have time to go with you until then and it is probably a good idea to have some vampire backup, even if I don't know what I am doing,” I reply.
“Got it. I will give him a call. I imagine half the crew woke up pregnant this morning and it will probably take them a little while to sort that out anyway.” 
True, but I doubt the crew will remember a ton from the night before and they aren't going to realize there might be buns in the ovens until the vomiting begins. That is why I only have sex when I need to reconnect bonds. Any other time would be too great of a risk.
“I heard that. I am pretty sure you weren't going to deny me in the shower earlier,” Alex adds.
Alex is right, and what is even worse is that if he were game, I would grab him and take him in one of the nearby cells to have my way with him. There is something really messed up with my system and I would like to see it fixed, pronto.



Chapter 7
My army is ready
 
Back up in my apartment, the wolf contingency looks ready for World War III. I guess when I tell them to gear up, they don't hold anything back. They are in full-on commando mode with their normal black outfits, but instead of concealing their guns and knives, as they usually do, they are out there for the whole world to see.
They are like my own little plastic Army men. Me likey.
“Ready for our orders, Princess,” Jonas states and gives me a salute. It is too much and I start laughing. 
“I want to have some weapons too,” Will says, which makes the situation even better. Everyone starts laughing at that comment.
Jonas walks over and wraps his arm around Will. It is nice to see Jonas not shunning the new vampire on the block. “Do you think you can handle the kind of artillery we are packing?” 
Will looks over the pieces he can see on Jonas and nods. “I have had fight training and know how to shoot a gun. I don't think I have all the vampire skills from the brochure, yet, but with a little firepower, I should be able to hold my own.”
I am really hoping I don't need an army just to go to a demon hang out. However, if a mini one is offered, I won't say no. I have never had a great desire to see how demons spend their recreation time, but I assume it is filled with copious amounts of depravity.
“Buttercup, I think the firepower is just a little excessive,” Ben says bringing Clyde over. My little puppy has on his biggest spike collar and matching little ankle cuffs. I can only guess who dressed him. Really, it could be a number of people in the room, but my money is split between two of them.
“Jake put them on, but I brought them to him. Don't I look cool? Do you think one of the guys would be willing to strap a rocket launcher to my back?”
I don't bother responding to that idea and instead respond to Ben's thought. “We aren't exactly going out for a picnic in the park. You said this place was a demon club and even if the weapons don't do us a whole lot of good against them, I like the show of force.” I think if we showed up not looking like we could hold our own, we would be devoured by the beings stopping by for a quick drink.
“Is there any way just you and me can go in the club, wolfy is included in that since he is attached at your hip. Outsiders are usually frowned upon. I can probably make a good case for you, but the others might be an issue.” He gets evil eyes all around. We cannot make ours go red like his, but he gets the picture. “Fine. You are going to have to take this, though.” 
He hands me a small vial. I look down at it and then back up at him. “I want the disclaimer before I take something. Last time you didn't bother to tell me you were dosing me and I am not going through with that again.”
“So untrusting,” he says shaking his head and sighing. “It is just going to make you not seem so unique. We agreed that was the plan.” I remember agreeing to that plan. That doesn't mean he didn't think of a way to make it work in his favor somehow.
“Just what will I appear to be, a baboon?”
“That hurts, Nyx. Really hurts. It will bring out the wolf in you. I thought it was best since he is your present mate.”
“And just how long will it last this time?” I try to think of anything else that I should get clarification on before taking the potion. Nothing is coming to mind, which worries me.
“Tonight only. I didn't make it as strong as the other one.”
“Just out of curiosity, now that I am not human anymore, do I get to know just what you are?” Will asks butting in the conversation. 
I am tired of just standing around, so I head to the kitchen to mix up a quick protein shake for the road. I am starting to feel a little drained. It has been a really busy night and I still have at least a couple of hours before I can think about getting a small nap in. Yes, I did just leave in mid-conversation and I doubt me walking away made sense to anyone.
“Few people know for sure,” I say in answer to Will's question. He has followed me, so I don't have to worry about checking out whether his improved hearing is online. I don't really like him following me and it goes on the list with staring.
I grab my shaker and the protein powder and start measuring it out. “Rumor is I am a mix of three paranorms. I know the werewolf and vampire parts, but there is a third part that everyone wants to keep a secret from me. It gets on my nerves and I would rather not talk about it.”
“Are there others like you?” he asks missing the part about not talking about it.
“No.” I pour a bit of milk in my mix, the contents of the vial, and then start shaking. My right arm is functioning enough that I can even use it to complete the task. I feel little twinges of pain as things are realigning themselves. I am finding the healing part of injuries is just as annoying as the injury itself. “Why don't you go ask Jonas to get you set up with some weapons? I am going to want to leave in the next few minutes. It sounds like Marcus is back.”
I hear the elevator doors open as I finish my sentence. “How did you do that?” Will asks as he moves out of the kitchen a little to get a peek at who is coming off the elevator.
“You will be able to figure it out soon enough. I thought I told you to go get ready.”
I push him aside and make my way to Marcus. Everyone else is just kind of milling about until I give them the green light to do something. I should have assigned someone to book duty to try to come up with some other solutions to our demon problems. Since that is usually Sebastian's job, it just didn't feel right to hand it over to someone else.
“I am thinking a tank wouldn't be too far out of left field for me to ask for in exchange for what I just went through,” Marcus says as he quickly shakes his head. It looks like he is knocking some cobwebs loose. Knowing where he just came from, I wouldn't doubt it.
“How bad was it? She didn't try to slip you any love spells, right?” Hilda may sell a ton of those things, but I never took her for the kind to use them herself. 
“God I hope not. I did have to agree to a date. Why in the world does she think it would ever work out between us? She is a witch, I am a vampire. Those two things don't compute.” He hands me a small sack and I glance in it while trying not to spill my drink.
“I can't ask specifics right now, but she was able to hook you up, yes?” I don't want Ben to know of the mission and how successful Marcus was.
“She was most helpful, oddly enough. She told me to tell you she will be there in a month for the party.” 
“The voices in her head need to quit filling it with hogwash. I am not having a party, nor have I ever had one. I am guessing she didn’t happen to mention what grand event she thinks we will be celebrating.” I have wasted enough time avoiding my shake and take a big swig. It doesn’t taste any different, but knowing there is a little bit of something added makes me scrape my tongue across my teeth to try to get rid of the additive.
“I was told you will find out tomorrow. I communicated to her what I figured your reaction would be and let her know you were sorry the invite got lost in the mail,” he gives me a quick smile and then rushes off to his room. “I didn’t know we were going somewhere dressed as G.I. Joes. Give me just a second.”
I can see why he wouldn’t want to look out of place amongst the group. I need to spiff myself up for the occasion. I finish up the shake and run the cup to the kitchen. I don’t feel any wolfier, but I didn’t really feel any different the last time Ben decided to mess with my physiology.
“Alex, you want anything?” I ask as I head towards the bedroom. I stow the bag from Hilda in my closet. When I am able to lose the demon for the day, or night, or just whenever he decides to take a hike, I will ask Marcus about the goodies.
“Nah. It makes me feel important if everyone else around me is armed to protect me.”
What a dork. Even Clyde is playing dress up for this one. I go ahead and strap on my external thigh sheaths. When they are in position I grab Helen and Clytemnestra and slide them into place. I shimmy into my holster and check to make sure all three guns are full of ammo. My Colt is missing a couple of rounds from target practice, so I have to reload. I would hate to get into battle and start dry firing because I didn't count my bullets ahead of time.
To top off my gear, I add a katana to my back. I don't get to play with my swords enough and I bet it will see more action than my guns. Bullets don't have a great effect on demons, or so I am told, but I might be able to stab one a couple of times.
I think that should do it. With the guards as armed as they are, I could probably follow Alex's train of thought and go in naked, but that is not my style. I need to have at least a knife handy in any stressful situation. Even if I don't pull it out to slice someone to little pieces, it gives me comfort knowing it is there by my side.
“Are you sure I cannot convince you to take one of my blades? I don't usually let anyone carry one of my personal stock, but I am willing to make an exception for you,” I pull out one of my bowie knives. It has a sheath that would hang nicely from one of his belt loops.
“If I cannot kill whatever attacks us with my bare hands, what kind of mate would I be for you?” he asks and he is lucky I know he isn't being serious. “Believe me, I will be just fine. I think this is going to be just an information gathering mission. I don't mind you guys playing dress up, but I doubt you will even feel the need to pull a knife.”
“When demons are involved, I am going to play on the side of caution. I don't know enough about them to be lax when it comes to protecting us.” Just to be on the safe side, I decide I better grab one of my boot knives. I am leaving the wrist sheaths off because I don’t trust my right arm to be one hundred percent and wearing a sheath may aggravate it. Wearing only the left one would drive me crazy.
“Crazier, Nyx. You are already way past the point of crazy,” Alex says. I grab a pillow and throw it at him. He catches it and tosses it back.
“You are such a funny boy, Alex. Let’s get the troops together and get this mission over with.”
 



Chapter 8
Things you hear when you don't have earplugs
 
When we get down to the garage, I remember that my Suburban is no more. That throws a bit of a wrench in my plans for transportation. With as large as the group is now, the Suburban wouldn't have fit everyone anyway, but I still loved to drive it.
“Just how far are we going, Ben?” I ask as I look at the available vehicles. I am going to let Alex figure out the logistics, but I do have my favorites.
“The demon section of Night Owl is on the very south edge of town. We are presently in what is considered the middle, so it would be quite a walk and I don't feel like transporting this many people myself.”
His transporting methods are definitely out. I know it only hurt because Sebastian was being stabbed at the time, but I don't want to relive the experience.
“Nyx, me, Ben, and Will are going to be in my Camaro. Jonas, Walt, Clyde, and Dante can take the Jeep. Jake, Smitty, and Marcus you can have your pick and please don't spend all of your time arguing about who gets to drive.” Alex commands and drags me over to his Camaro.
It is pretty, but not exactly what I would take into a battle. Not that we are heading in that direction, but I wouldn't want to see it get scratched. I let Will in behind me and then take my place in the front passenger's seat.
“She isn't just for looks, sweetheart. You know how guys are with their toys. She has many enhancements that if you are a really good girl, I might just show you one day.” He grabs my hand and gives it a quick kiss.
“I thought you were only this bad with the fangy one. What have they been putting in your water?” Ben asks as Alex starts up the car.
“I am pretty sure you are the only one sneaking things into my drinks. Why don't you worry about giving directions and leave my love life out of the conversation.”
“But your love life is always on my mind. Hey, that sounds like it would make a good country song. You run around town with all the different boys. Oh how I wish I could be one of your toys. But sadly you don't even look at me. It is as if I were a tree. Like how I rhymed? From there it could go into a pathetic chorus about what a stalker this creep really is and if you just throw in a pickup truck, a dog, and some beer, you have a hit.”
Will starts laughing. I don't find the song that funny and Ben's singing voice leaves a lot to be desired. I glance over at Alex and he rolls his eyes when he sees me looking.
“I think we should leave the song writing to the professionals. How about those directions? We do have vampires amongst us and that sun is eventually going to rise,” I tell him ready to get a move on it.
“Just head towards the old human cemetery on Oak. The entrance to where we are going is in the cemetery.”
Great. Cemeteries have never been my friends. The ghouls that hang out in them get along with me about as well as most of the witches I know. The only good thing about the ghouls is the fact that they cannot speak. They do like to mess with people though and it gets on my nerves.
“Why would a demon bar be in a cemetery?” Will asks. 
“Because most people are smart enough to stay away,” I reply. “The things crawling around in the cemetery probably don't bother with the demons, either. They are way past the point a demon could have fun with them. It must be a great place for demons to unwind.”
“It is definitely a place where we can be ourselves. You will all figure that out as soon as you walk through the doors. I would like to hear more about curious Will. Just how did you guys meet up? I thought humans gave you a rash, Buttercup.”
I don't remember actually giving him that information, but I let it pass. He could just be making guesses and I hate confirming or denying anything for him.
“We met on the set of my latest movie. I imagine you will be first in line when it comes out. Will is the leading man and I got to play the damsel in distress,” I inform him.
That starts a laughing fit from the demon. If it wasn’t the truth, I might be joining him because of how absurd it sounds. “You know I am not going to believe that for a second, right? I don’t think there is a big enough bribe out there for you to be put in that position.”
“When you want your copy of the DVD autographed, remember that thought. They only had me for a day and I rewrote most of the script to suit me. If we are going to discuss what we were doing since we last saw each other, why don’t you tell us all the demon pastimes you were busy partaking in?”
“I spent a week going over my annual review with the Great One. To say it was interesting would be an understatement. I am still loved and my fatherhood desires were acknowledged. There were a lot of questions on that front,” he replies.
A job review with the Devil, I am glad to say I have never experienced one of those and there are no plans for one in the future. The fact that it took a week might be even worse. When I was with the Collective, I did get called in once a year to go over things with Frank. They only took about five minutes and tended to be just him telling me to keep up the good work.
“Why would it take you a whole week to go over things? Did you have to give descriptions of your bowel movements?” I could see that taking a whole week. It would be about all I would have to discuss with the person doing that job review.
“Being the important person that I am, in the scheme of things, gives us tons of stuff to talk about. My review didn’t last all that long, but we did have to discuss all of my underlings. That is what took up the majority of the time. Figuring out who needs to spend a little extra time in the torture chambers is really time consuming.”
I am sure that does take a lot of consideration. As far as demons go, I am trying to figure out if the torture chamber part is a reward or a punishment. From the little reading I have done of the matter, I am actually leaning towards them enjoying it.
The conversation pauses for a second, somewhat of a miracle with the two talkers in the backseat, so I take a second to try to knock around on the wall Sebby has created. I really don’t understand why he won’t let me in. It could only be helpful for us to be able to communicate. There has to be something interfering somehow. I know our bond is unbreakable, but I wonder if there is some kind of jammer being used.
“Ben, since you are the expert on this new bond me and Sebastian share, what could cause us not to be able to connect? I still feel him out there, but I cannot get a direct line.”
“I doubt there is anything that could accomplish that. Your boyfriend is most likely just playing it safe. Candy can pick up your private conversations just like me. If he allowed you to broadcast in, she may be able to make a beeline right for you. I have spent plenty of time with Candy and her going to this extreme isn’t exactly out of character, but to take the vampire leader isn’t really bright. I don’t imagine she was aware of you or she wouldn’t have wasted her time.”
I highly doubt that. She didn’t seem to care about anything other than trying to make a slave out of Sebastian. Thinking that Sebby would allow something like that is pretty moronic, but I guess she doesn’t mind if that word is used to describe her.
“Me being in the equation makes no difference, other than to maybe aggravate her more. I have it on good authority that it will make her want to try some really sadistic techniques out on one half of my man bits.” I have decided that the guys’ private regions belong to me, so speaking as if they were actually on my body isn’t weird at all.
“I guess the fact that the dreams must already be starting is a good thing. If you cannot speak directly to him, it is the only explanation for you knowing future events. When did they start? I have been doing a little more research on just what changes you can expect in the next few weeks,” Ben answers confusing me more than usual with his words. 
Yes, I am having dreams of the future, but what in the world does that have to do with anything else? I thought they were coming from Sebastian’s side of things more than mine. He is the precog in our relationship.
“I don’t want to confirm or deny anything, but I do want to hear more about this reading you have been doing. Just what other changes do I have to look forward to?” I turn around to look at him while he responds. He is looking out the window, but turns to look at me. He gives me a wide grin that doesn’t assure me one bit.
“We should probably pretend I didn’t drive the conversation to this point. I cannot tell you what I read without revealing what you are and no one wants that. I just wanted to see if there was anything really interesting that may be passed on to our child.” I figured he wouldn't give me any information, so I turn back around and sulk a bit in my seat.
“Whoa. Wait just a second. You are pregnant? Weren’t you worried about the baby when you were shot with me? Bullets can’t be good for a baby’s health. How close did the bullet come to it?” Will asks what would be a logical question, if I was actually in a motherly way.
“I am not and I don’t plan on becoming pregnant in the next millennium. You will find, as you get to know our group of people better, that the men in my life, who are not guards, really want to have children. As far as Alex goes, he is stuck waiting for me to give in. Ben is just going to have to find another incubator.”
“That makes more sense. You didn't just turn a stray human into a vampire. You did it because it was the only way you could think of saving his life. Not something you would have done just a couple of months ago, now is that?” 
Have I mentioned how much I like to avoid hanging out with Demon Boy? He is way too smart for his own good. I could probably give him any three obscure clues about anything and he would figure it out. Not only that, but he would also be able to tell me the history of whatever object I was thinking about.
“We really need to make up a list of topics I am willing to discuss with you. I think from the moment we met, none of the conversations we have had would make it on that list. Let's just stick to ways you can help me find my mate.”
“You can stop here, wolfy. It isn't too much of a walk and I think Buttercup needs some air. It will help calm her before we go in. If the mess of demons that are usually present pick up on all the emotions she has swirling around, we may be in trouble.”
“You are getting more tense than usual. Is everything okay?” Alex asks as he pulls over. “I know you are under a lot of stress to get Sebastian back, but I don't want you to burn yourself out. Once we get whatever information we can from this place, I want us to go home and get a little sleep.”
We can try that out, but I don't know that sleep is in my future. I hop out of the car and let Will out. I have only met Ben officially as far as demons go, so I can imagine this experience is going to be eye opening.
“Lead the way,” I command when our group is all back together. 



Chapter 9
The ice cold hand of death
 
“Okay, as you follow, I am going to go over a few ground rules. First, don't stare at anyone or anything for too long. Chances are not all of you will be able to tell if something is actually a someone in here and you really don't want to offend anyone. Things tend to get nasty if you do. Second, it is best if you all stay pretty close to me. Everyone in here will know who I am and just being with me will hopefully halt any of their questioning.
“Last, but not least, if you see anyone looking at Buttercup even just a tad bit funny, get her out of there immediately. She should be all wolfy, and is as far as I can tell, but someone may be able to delve deeper and figure out what we are hiding. If that happens she has to be protected,” Ben instructs. 
I sincerely hope he is going overboard with that last part. Even if someone is able to tell I am a freak, I don't know why they would all of a sudden attack me. I thought the generally agreed upon idea was that most people would want to figure out a way to control the uniqueness in me. I know that is why my dad claims to be making sure I keep hidden from my mom.
“Don't worry. No one is getting to Princess. We have been through the drills before,” Jonas says and I feel everyone close up rank around me. 
Why do they have to take the demon seriously? Even Clyde moves up to brush my leg as he walks. I have found that it is easier to just ignore them than making a big fuss about their protectiveness. It is just a waste of breath on my part. I still hope they realize that all the extra protection is just silly. I took care of myself long before I met any of them.
Ben leads us into the cemetery and I instantly feel chills run through my body when we cross the threshold. Dang ghouls. I feel them come alive every time I enter. Stupid demons just have to have the entrance to their stupid bar in the middle of a stupid cemetery.
“Buttercup, were you expecting visitors? They usually don't come out for me.”
“Lucky you. I stay out of cemeteries because of them.” I try to keep my eyes focused forward. Maybe if I don't acknowledge them, they will leave me alone.
“What is that thing?” Will asks and I know better, but I still turn to look.
A female ghoul is standing just to the left of our group. Her eyeball lacking holes seem to be focused right in on me. It could just be that I am paranoid. She might be seeing something totally different than the group of us walking through her grave yard. With my luck, I doubt it.
“I count ten,” Marcus says and I am not happy to hear that high of a number. I think I have run into two at the most in a single visit. It has been a while since my last visit, so maybe ganging up on visitors is their new thing. In the past, they have tried to get all touchy with me and hate is too weak of a word for how it makes me feel.
“Does anyone in the group know what ghouls are?” Ben asks. I am sure he knows, so this is probably just a chance for him to impart his wisdom to the uneducated around us. Since I have had the displeasure of running into the weird beings, I have done research already and I do know what they are.
“They look kind of like what I envision a zombie to look like,” Jake replies. “They don't eat brains or anything, do they?”
“No. They do not eat brains, Jake, and if they did, I don't think you would have too much to worry about,” I reply. “I have done a bit of reading on them and have found the books lie about some key parts. They are remnants of formerly living persons who had a problem with crossing over when they died. Not to be confused with ghosts, who do cross over, but come back with important missions.”
Ben stops walking for a second and turns around. Dude, don't stop with this many ghouls around us. That is just asking for trouble. I am forced to stop and my mood darkens as I glare at him.
“Just what have you found to be a lie in what you have read?” My glare isn’t affecting him and he is looking at me like he is trying to figure out what makes the world spin. I am pretty sure those secrets cannot be found on my face.
I glance around and see a male ghoul try to come closer. I get another chill just from the thought of his touch. It feels like a cold, wet dish towel up against my skin and I would really like to avoid it. It takes days for me to usually get rid of the feeling. A cold hand print always seems to linger.
“The no touching part. Now, please get a move on it.” I push past him heading in the direction we were walking, but I am met face-to-face with a ghoul. Shit.
I stand looking into the hollowed out holes that used to house perfectly good eyeballs. The rest of the body looks basically humanoid. It is glowing just a bit, which is a little odd. Before they have always been a nice shade of alabaster, but they never had the weird light around them.
The woman reaches out and touches my shoulder. At least it isn't skin-on-skin contact. I still feel the chill from the touch, but it isn't quite as bad as it has been before. I sense all of my guards tense at the contact, but no one makes a move to interfere. I don't blame them. The ghoul won't hurt me, I don’t think, and it is really creepy looking.
I close my eyes, not wanting to continue staring into the sightless eyes. Once they are closed, I start seeing flashes of scenes that I haven't witnessed before. This is new and I don’t think I like it.
I see a woman in what I can only describe as a Victorian looking dress. I don't know anything about olden day fashion, but Victorian is what I would classify it as. She is round with child and working to prepare a meal in the kitchen. For as fancy as she is dressed, I would have thought she had some servants to take care of that task. I think that is how things worked back then. 
A man walks into the room and sneaks up behind her. She screams and giggles, turning around to face him. It looks like they have a conversation, but I cannot hear that part of it. The scene quickly changes to one of a little girl running to catch up to the woman. The woman picks her up and twirls her around. They look so happy together. 
Another sight appears and it is the three of them altogether playing in a snowstorm. The dad and girl are teaming up to throw snowballs at the mom. The joy of the situation is a little overwhelming. I seem to be picking up outside emotions that I hope the ghoul is giving off because they are unnatural to me.
The next thing I see is not happiness and my emotions do a flip flop into darkness. I see the man from the previous visions covered in blood. It looks like someone slit his throat. He is lying across a bed and another man is closing in on the woman who is hiding in a corner. The little girl, now maybe in her mid-teens, walks in the room and appears to start screaming. The man looks at her and a smile I never want to see appears on his face. The woman screams something that looks like run and the little girl takes off.
The man focuses back in on the woman. He gives her a long, forced kiss on the lips before he stabs her in the stomach. I see her try to fight even harder to get away from him, but he continues stabbing her in different locations. It doesn't take long for her to go limp and he tosses her to the ground.
He turns to the door, probably hopeful to find the girl back. She isn't there and I really hope she found a good hiding place or ran to get the cops. The man walks past my viewing position and I see that last hope may have been in vain. A nice shiny sheriff badge catches my eye.
“I have always hoped that he didn't find her. He was a very bad man,” a voice says back in the present and I snap my eyes open. The ghoul that was touching me is no longer very ghouly. She is the woman from the vision and has her eyes and everything. “I was hoping I could stay behind and protect her, but something went wrong. I ended up here and I couldn't leave.”
No one in my group is saying a word. I think I have swallowed my tongue because I too am speechless. The ghouls have touched me before, but I have never had an outcome like this one. I usually just get an overwhelming feeling of disappointment when my encounters are done.
“I am able to see now that Katherine ended up getting away and lived a very long life with a man she loved. It is finally time that I join her and my husband. Thank you so much for sharing your gift with me and forgiving me for wanting to remain behind.”
I have no idea what the woman is talking about and I don't think I will get a chance to ask because she is getting awfully transparent with a quickness. That seems about normal. I find I have questions and the person that is possibly capable of answering them just disappears.
“May your life be as full of love as mine was,” she says and is gone.
“That was either the weirdest or coolest thing I have ever seen,” Will says interrupting the silence that the moment seemed to need. I will have to ask later what they saw during the weird event.
“We better get a move on it. I really hope no one witnessed that little display. If someone did, we might be screwed,” Ben says and rushes to grab my arm and get everyone moving.
“Do you have any idea what just happened?” I ask sure that he is the only one in the group that has a clue.
“Sure. You are growing up. Weird stuff like that is going to be a common occurrence in your life from now on. I would just prefer it not happen on the sidewalk leading up to Firebreath's, at least not while we are hoping to get information from the people inside the building.”
“I hate to break it to you, but I have been grown-up for a while now. I know when I activated my genes weird abilities started happening, but that experience cannot be explained away by one of those abilities.”
“We should probably discuss it later, Nyx,” Alex says hurrying to reach my side and extract me from the demon. “Too many ears could be listening in.”
He is right, but I don't see how they can expect me to just let what happened slide. It looked to me like I somehow helped a woman find some kind of peace to cross over to whatever was awaiting her in the afterlife. That isn't something that happens every day and I am going to go out on a limb and claim that it doesn't happen to normal people ever.
There have been a few times over the past months that I wish I could go back to believing I was just a human. This one has jumped to the top of that list of times. Ben indicated more things like this might start happening and I am not looking forward to any of them.
“You guys should probably brace yourself for what you are about to experience. Do what I do,” Ben says and then waves his hand so what looks to be a portal of some kind opens in the ground in front of a headstone. He quickly hops into it and we take a second to look around at each other prior to us doing the same.
Alex has a firm grip on my hand as we start falling into the hole that keeps getting hotter as we go. The temperature is a bit worrisome. The feeling of needing to upchuck isn't any better. Right before I hit the ground, I decide this was a really big mistake. When I shake my head free of the cobwebs and focus on my surroundings, I am certain of that decision.



Chapter 10
Live nude girls
 
“Welcome to Hell, Buttercup,” a voice that sure sounds like Ben says. The problem with that thought is that the seven foot tall goat/human/hawk looking thing before me looks nothing like Ben. The goat parts seem to be limited to his legs, the torso and arms look humanoid, and he has the face of a hawk. So creepy. I call things creepy a lot, but this really does take the cake.
“First things first, you said Hell. Please tell me you are joking,” I say as I continue to try to figure out what exactly the being in front of me is. Squinting and tilting my head a little doesn’t help. 
“Where do you expect a club for demons to hang out in to be located? We are lucky that there was a portal to it as close as the one we entered.” Watching his beak move as he talks to top things off is really bizarre. 
“Don't you think you should have mentioned that before?” Alex asks and I can tell he is pissed. I am not quite to that level of madness, but an excursion to Hell was not on my calendar. “I am pretty sure a trip to Hell is a little bit hazardous to anyone's health.”
“She will be fine, wolfy. We already fixed her up, remember?” Ben says and moves to take my hand. I move my hand back and stare at him.
“In a totally humanoid form you would be still pushing it with that move. As you stand now, don't be getting too close,” I grip Alex's hand tighter since he has refused to let go and I am thankful for that.
“Darn. Forgot about that little detail. Glamours aren't allowed in the bar. A lot of demons move through here and we like to know who we are talking to. If a glamour is good enough, some of the weaker demons can be confused. There have also been cases where demons have pretended to be other demons and the cleanup from those messes took at least a week.”
“I vote for hurrying this thing along. It is unnaturally warm and I would prefer to get back topside as soon as possible,” Jonas offers and I concur. I had always hoped to pick up some SPF 1000 before taking a trip down under.
“We shouldn't be more than an hour. The heat won't kill any of you and if you ask me, they seem to have the air conditioning turned on. Oh, and I did try to talk Nyx into coming down with just wolfy, so you guys have her to blame for any discomfort.” 
Yeah, yeah, it is always my fault. Maybe if he mentioned where we were really going, we could have spared some of the guys the trip. Then again, bringing backup into Hell is probably a good idea.
“Can you please lead on? The scenery is a little boring at this point.” Looking around we are in some kind of chamber that if I had to guess, looks like the inside of a volcano. That may just be the fact that it feels like we are inside of a volcano talking, but I don't think my assumption is that far off. 
“We are already at our location. I put us in a little bubble when we arrived because I knew you would probably have something to say and I didn't want any prying ears to listen in. Am I safe to assume there will be no talk revealing Buttercup's secrets from now on?”
“Let's get this over with,” I say and try to brace myself for the sights I am about to see.
“I think it is nice down here, Mommy. Do you think we can come back after you find the stinky vampire?” Clyde asks and I am forced to roll my eyes. I shake my head not wanting to reply because I don't want to see Clyde pout. I know he can read my mind so he knows my answer, but if I don't actively respond it makes it better somehow. 
Ben pokes his finger at something I don't think the rest of us can see. The second he is done, the boring volcanic looking walls disappear and red lights are flashing in my face.
A giant sign that says Firebreath's is flashing above a wide and tall doorway. I am guessing it has to be that large for some of the weird creatures that want a peek inside. Another sign flashes below the club's name that indicates live nude girls are working tonight and whippings happen every thirty minutes. 
Oh joyous day. I am surprised I have made it through my day so far without seeing live nude girls.
I look over at Alex, who is looking back at me with a smile on his face. The smile isn't because he is excited about seeing naked chicks. His smile is at witnessing whatever shock is about to come over my face when I see the naked chicks and anything else we come across after we walk through the doors.
I don't imagine whatever is back there is any more shocking than the things I have witnessed at Sins. I have been there when it wasn't Beginner's Night and I have seen the whips and chains and icicle dildos. I have seen a lot worse than those things, but those instances are the only ones I will let my mind officially recall. The time I walked in on 'Who's Your Daddy' Night is still trying to be washed from my mind.
 Crap. Just as Ben goes to open the door I look over at Will and see that someone was smart enough to put one of the charms Hilda gave me to protect against succubi on him. Good. He is going to learn the really dark parts of the paranorm world soon enough. I don't want him stuck in one of their thralls just yet, and since he seemed like a horny little human, I doubt his libido is going to cool down anytime soon now that he is a vampire.
Looking back through the open doors, the scene before me isn't all that shocking. The bar has a couple of humanoid looking girls dancing on it without clothes. The only reason I am kind of certain they are female is because of their knockers, at least I am guessing that is what those things are. They aren't round like I am used to seeing. They are kind of weird tube-like things that curve like bananas. I hope the theory of demon women not having offspring is true because a baby would have a great deal of problems trying to suckle on those things.
Aside from the weird alien looking women, I see most of the eyes in the bar are focused in on us. Must be that we came in as such a large group. There are all sorts of odd looking creatures filling the booths and bar stools. None of them could be confused as humans, even if the person making the determination was plastered.
“Benny, what are you doing slumming with the humanoids? We not good enough for you anymore?” a short evil elf looking thing asks. I am guessing it is a girl, but I wouldn't bet my life on it.
“Hey, Sherry. This is my good friend and loyal servant, Nyx, and she tends to travel with an entourage. I wanted to give her a little glimpse of how we demons have a good time,” Ben tells the thing. Loyal servant. What a comedian.
She squints at me with red eyes and her little pointy ears change from a pinkish tint to a blue one. I am not sure what it means, but I really don't want to find out.
“If you want any help breaking her in, let me know. I ordered a room already and I would love to give you a hand.” A snake-like forked tongue slithers out and she licks her lips. As if I didn't have enough guys interested in me already, I wasn't looking to gain female admirers. No matter what she can do with that tongue of hers, my motor only gets turned on by the male anatomy.
“Maybe with one of the guys, but Nyx is all mine. For now we are just going to look around and maybe talk to some people. You haven't seen Candy around by any chance. I was hoping to introduce the two of them.”
I am smart enough not to open my mouth. I may not be considered brilliant, but I am clever enough not to object to anything Ben says, at the moment.
“She was in yesterday all excited about something. She wouldn't tell anyone what was going on, but she did talk to Gore for a little while. I don't think your little cupcake is ready for Candy's kind of fun. Her skin looks just a little too unblemished.”
If she could see under my clothes she wouldn't make that assumption. I take solace in the fact that she doesn't appear to have X-ray vision. Like everything else around here, she is odd enough as it is.
“Believe me; Buttercup likes things a bit rough. I have tried her out and she couldn't get enough of my gentle touches,” Ben says and starts laughing. No part of that statement was amusing. We need to find a nice quiet corner where I can kick him in the boy parts for implying that we spend time in the bedroom together. “Does Gore happen to be in the house? I really would like to catch up to my rogue succubus.”
Sherry is busy giving me a speculative eye. I see a bit of lust when she meets my gaze, but she looks to have a lot of questions piling up behind that lust. Ben coughs and diverts her attention.
“He is back in his usual room with Phreddie. He took her back about an hour ago, so you should be safe to go knock.” She glances over at me again and I refuse to meet her eyes this time. “I wish I was able to overpower your mark, Ben. I really like this one. Call me if you ever change your mind about sharing. It would be enjoyable for all of us.”
“Thanks, Sherry. I will keep you in mind,” Ben says and then grabs my hand to drag me away. I allow it this time and pull Alex along. The rest of the room still seems to be focused in on us. I hope Sebastian realizes just how much I love him.
We make our way into an empty hallway. I still feel like I am being watched, but it isn't anywhere near as bad. I don't know if there are cameras on us right now or if it is just an invisible demon in the hall with us, but there is something keeping watch.
“What was she?” Jake asks. “I wouldn't mind getting to know her a little better. Is she really in to whips and such or can she be persuaded to do things a little bit more normal?”
“Normal is a very relative word. To answer your first question, she is an Underworld Nymph. They can be rather annoying, but are really great in the sack. Unless you have another female you are ready to play with, you are barking up the wrong tree. Sherry likes girls and very seldom does she play with just a boy. At this moment, unless you got Nyx involved, I think you would be out of luck,” Ben explains. “And she is into a whole lot more than just the whips, as are most demons, so you would be a lot safer keeping your love interests above ground.”
“Do all of these Nymphs follow her gender leanings? She was cute, but I am open to introducing myself to others of her species.”
“He doesn't fully understand where we are yet, right? I thought I explained things to him,” Ben says and I hear everyone except for Jake sigh.
“It wouldn't matter. He likes girls a whole lot. There was a time I thought we were turning over a new leaf, but it didn't work out,” I say and try to ignore Jake all together. “Do I want to know what is behind all of these doors?”
The hallway we are in seems to never end and every five, or so, feet there is a door on each side. We must have past at least fifty already.
“I doubt it. We are in Hell if you need reminding as well. You are lucky they are soundproofed or you would probably be hearing a lot of screaming. Think of Sins on steroids and you will have a good idea. Make sure to keep horny wolf from getting too close to any of them. He would be eagerly welcomed,” Ben warns.
“Just how much farther is the door we are looking for?” Marcus asks from behind me somewhere.
“We are here,” Ben announces and turns towards a door on the left. I don't see anything special about the red door. It looks like every other one we have walked by. “I will be polite and knock. I wouldn’t want you innocents getting too corrupted.” He laughs and then proceeds to start knocking.
 



Chapter 11
Blueberries are now on my list of foods to avoid like the plague
 
“What do you want?” a voice booms from the room. Shouldn't that be impossible if the room is soundproofed? The voice didn't sound too welcoming. If the person behind the door didn't have information I needed, I would suggest we come back later.
“Hey, Gore, it's me. I would like to have a quick chat. Is everyone decent?” Ben calls back.
“Sure. Come on in.”
Ben opens the door and walks on in. The rest of the group follows close behind. I hope someone has a hold of Jake and he doesn't run off to take a peek in another one of the rooms. I know it is a silly thought, but I bet most of the other people in our group thought it as well. When we are all safely in, Ben closes the door and I get a chance to look around.
I think Ben should have clarified just what we were expecting when he said decent. There is a male demon propped up in bed smoking from some sort of pipe. The air in the room is heavy with the smoke and I can tell it isn't just some tobacco. It is giving me a little fuzzy feeling and it is making my lady bits start to sweat just a tad. If this is the effect I get from just the smoke in the air, I am going to need to get out of this room quick. Because the tad I just mentioned was putting it lightly. If I don't get out of here soon, I am afraid the dam is going to burst down below.
Speaking of lady bits, the female lying next to the guy is passed out with hers open for all to see. There is some weird looking blue fluid covering that region of her body that has me cursing my inquisitive nature. I can guess what it is and the amount of it is really alarming. She looks to be one of the weird banana boobed women judging from the general shape of hers.
I feel Alex move to stand behind me and judging by the tool rubbing my back, either the fog in the room or the scene in front of us is giving him a similar experience to what I feel. It is good to know I am not alone.
“It's the drug combined with your reaction to it,” he informs me. “We should probably make Ben hurry this along.” 
I agree with that notion. Ben should be able to pick up on the communication and figure out that we want to get out of here as fast as possible. I look over at the man, who must be Gore, and realize he too is naked. The girl might be spent, but his serpent like appendage looks to be putting on a show. Literally. There is a somewhat thin, foot long fleshy thing, swaying to a beat only it hears, coming up from in between his legs. All of a sudden it thickens to about the size of my fist in diameter. I have a small fist, but dang that is weird and big. I look up at his face and see him looking back.
“I still have plenty of loving to go around, cutie. Want to come over here and have a go? I hear it tastes like blueberries if you like that sort of thing. Otherwise, we can just fill you up like I did Phreddie.”
With him I am not really feeling a draw, but if he doesn't mind vacating the bed and taking banana boobs with him, I think me and Alex could put on a five-star show. My clothes are already itching to come off.
“Ben, would you care to move things along a little quicker. Nyx is out past her bedtime and should really be getting home,” Alex says and I am good with letting him talk for the two of us right now. Any words that are able to form from my lips would more than likely be way inappropriate for the situation. As it is, I have found a nice portion of the wall to fixate my eyes. 
“10-4. Gore is an incubus in case any of you were wondering, so even though his usual tricks won't work on our girl, I think moving on quickly is the way to go,” Ben says repositioning himself to stand in front of me. Dang it. Now he is blocking my great view of the wall. “Gore, I heard you were talking to Candy recently. Would you mind sharing what your sister had to say?”
“Sure. If you let me spend a few minutes alone with the girl, I will tell you anything you want to know. She looked intrigued by what I have to offer. I don't think she has been getting enough at home. Her need is very clear in her eyes.”
That makes Alex growl. He didn't seem to mind Sherry hitting on me and the earlier offer from the incubus didn't really faze him, but I think there was a change in the dude's voice that hit his protect my mate bone. Okay, I know it was the implication that Alex wasn't satisfying me, but Ben doesn't seem to like it either and sprouts large bird wings from his back.
“Gore, this isn't a negotiation, maybe I forgot to mention that. Nyx is off limits to anyone in Hell other than me and she is not something that I am going to share. Now, tell me where your sister is hiding or you will be figuring out a new way to use the toilet because I will shove a rusty, quarter inch nail up your pee hole.”
Wow. I didn't know demons even used the facilities like normal people. Even if he doesn't, that sounds a tad bit painful. I don't expect Ben would be gentle about it either.
“Is that a command, my evil warlord?” Gore's tone has changed from flirtatious to annoyed. Ben does tend to have that effect on people.
“Yes, now where is she?” Ben's voice echoes through the small room. I think the walls even shake a little from the force.
“I hate when you do that. I wish you would give me the same freedoms you give Candy. You recruited us at the same time; we should be given the same privileges. It isn't my fault she lets you dominate her in the bedroom and you enjoy it.” I won't say Gore whines out these words, but it is pretty close. “Ow. Dang it, Ben. That was really uncalled for.”
I cannot see what happened because of my wall of Ben, but I hope someone gives me a full report later. I didn't even see or feel Ben move.
“Gore, I think you will come to realize I have very little patience today. It shouldn't take a rocket scientist to figure that much out.” I am glad to say that I haven't seen Ben in this mood before. I don't know what has changed to make him so mad, but I am finding it all very interesting. 
“She is in Night Owl; at least that is what she said. She had some score to settle and said if I needed her, to stake out a bar called Gulliver. She was planning to pick up her nightly meals from there. That is all I know, so please can you take the vice off my balls. That is so not cool.”
I guess I don't have to ask what Ben ended up doing to make Gore scream like a girl. Ouch. As far as the information he has handed out goes, what is up with having to venture to bars all of the time? Can't a bad guy or informant hang out at the laundry mat or something?
“See, that was all you had to do. Nice doing business with you. If I find that you somehow warn Candy of our impending arrival, you will not like the outcome at all. We will leave you to play with Winifred some more as she looks to be waking up. I am sure she can help remove the vice. I didn't put any special locks on it or anything,” Ben says and then spins around to face me. “Buttercup, it is time to go. I think it is probably too late tonight to try to meet up with Candy, but we can meet at that bar first thing tomorrow.”
It sounds like he wants to have us on our way so he can see to something else. I am all for that, but I think we need his help to get back up to our world. I go to open my mouth to articulate the situation, but he puts his finger up to my lips.
“Clyde can show you the way out. He knows what to do. I will see you tomorrow.” Me talking is evidently frowned upon, so I nod and turn around. “This is for your protection.” I hear whispered very softly in my right ear. I have really good hearing and I barely hear it.
“Let's get the troops moving. I could really use a steak and one of the stuffed toys that I hid from you because I like to do the nasty with them, or maybe Alex's pillow. I cannot remember if it is one of those super fluffy ones or if it has some firmness to it. Firmness would be good. The fluffy ones don't rub me the right way.” There were reasons I never wanted to know the thoughts going through Clyde's mind and I think I just experienced the item at the top of the list.
I believe I am going to need to pick up some new pillows on the way home. I am afraid to sleep on mine now.
Alex turns me around and pulls me into his side as we shuffle out of the room. Ben firmly closes the door with him still in the room as soon as my feet are on the other side. Okay, I thought he had somewhere else to be, not that he was staying behind to play with the incubus and his friend.
Oh well, not my problem. The eyes in the empty hallway seem to be following us again. I hope I don't have to ever make a trip down here again. It is bad enough I have the new tattoo on my back taunting me with the fact that I could very easily become one of the things that dwell down in this heat. To actually be here experiencing it, is another story.
“I am just happy that Ben somehow blocked the smoke in the room from making your hormones do the happy dance. A minute of it was about as much as I could take,” Alex says dragging me along. I didn't realize it, but he is right. After Ben stood in front of me, I don't remember the out of control need to rough Alex up. I will have to remember to thank the demon for that. I already have something a little odd going on with my system. I don't need the extra help in that department.
Back in the main room of the bar, it looks like most of the inhabitants have cleared out. Less people makes me feel slightly better, but without Ben around to scare demons away, I don't want to be pulled into any conversations. 
“Off so soon? What a shame. Do come back for a visit soon, cupcake,” Sherry hollers from up on the bar where she is taking her turn doing a strip tease. We have to start pushing Jake along when he notices. “Convince her to join and you can have all of this you want.” I don't look over to see what she is offering, but Jake starts nodding his head.
“Big brain now, Jake. You are such a moron sometimes,” I say and stomp down on his toes to get his attention. “Alex, I seriously don't know why you put up with him. We need to just castrate him and get it over with.”
“Hey, that is just wrong. I am going. I cannot believe none of the other guys want to stop to check out the merchandise.” He starts moving, but offers a quick air kiss to Sherry before we reach the doors.
“The other guys know they are on duty. You can play Romeo on your own time and Clyde will be grounded if he ever helps you get back down here.”
“No worries there. I know you kind of like the idiot and they would eat him alive down here. He would come back as a hundred-year-old man on life support,” Clyde reports. “Okay, now I don't do the whole arm waving thing like Ben, so you guys might want to step back.”
Alex and I take a step back immediately and I motion for everyone else to follow. Clyde takes in a deep breath and then lets out a loud, echoing bark. The walls and ground shake and I grab on to Alex to keep from falling.
“You could have warned us to cover our ears,” I say and shake my head a little to try to stop the ringing.
“Just get in the hole. I don't know how long it stays open.” Clyde says and then jumps in.
To jump or not to jump? It is a very important question. Sadly, it only has one answer. The portal looks about the same as the one Ben made, so I go ahead and follow. I really hope that this will be the last portal I have to jump in for a while. I am just not meant for traveling between worlds.



Chapter 12
The angel made me do it
 
When I come out of the portal on the other end, many things alert me to something being wrong. The first being that I am in some kind of meadow, followed closely by the fact that the guys aren't with me. 
This is just great. I have no idea where a meadow is within about a five state radius from Night Owl City. I have never seen as many flowers as are currently blooming around me. 
Not being one to sit around and allow things to fix themselves, I stand up from where I was deposited on the ground and start looking around. I still basically am only seeing flowers. There might be a tree off in the distance, so I guess I am heading that way. If I can climb up it, maybe I can get a better look at my predicament.
Clyde and I are going to have to have a talk about sending Mommy off to strange places. He could have at least let one of the guys come with me. Even if it was Jake, I wouldn't be stuck counting the tulips as I pass them to try to occupy my mind. My brain needs a lot of stimulus or I start pondering things like the changes that are going on in my life. 
Like the whole grave yard thing with that ghoul, that was just weird. Add to that my compassion levels rising, my increased want to play hanky panky, and a sudden lack of interest in killing people, and I think something is wrong with me. I can kind of understand wanting to play with my mates more, but I never had a compassionate bone in my body before and I really did enjoy being an assassin. I cannot say I totally hate how things are turning out; it is just a little strange.
“You will get used to it, sister. Your change is a little bit harder than the rest of ours,” a male says and something appears walking next to me. I stop and go to grab a knife. I may not enjoy killing as much as I used to, but I am not going to just let someone sneak up on me.
“Just who are you?” I ask taking in the semi-glowing man. He has big golden wings that look quite a bit similar to mine. As far as clothing goes, he is wearing a standard pair of jeans and a white t-shirt. He has blonde hair, which may actually be white. It is hard to tell with the glow effect he is giving off. He definitely has the brightest blue eyes I have ever witnessed.
“You can call me Gabe. I have been sent to enlighten you. It is just about time for your true path to be laid out and we wanted to make sure you were ready.”
I give the guy my standard I am talking to a crazy person glare. The only thing keeping me from trying to do him harm is the fact that his wings match mine. I don't know why, but that means something to me.
“Of course it does. What I am is the missing piece that you have been searching for. You mother at one time was one of us, but she chose a different path. We hope that you will not follow in her footsteps.” Gabe waves his hands and a picnic table appears next to us. “Why don't we sit down? Things might be easier for you to understand in a seated position.”
Right this second that sounds like a swell idea. I take a seat and he settles in across from me. “Okay, you have my interest. Just what are you? No one seems to want to tell me that missing piece of me.”
“Try not to be too hard on the people that have figured it out. They wouldn't have been able to articulate it to you, even if they wanted to.” 
Now that we are seated he tucks his wings in so they are no longer visible. He is still glowing, but I will let that pass for the moment. The fact that he has been able to read my mind, so far, is the part of the situation disturbing me the most. I have enough people able to do that already.
“Yes, you do. Usually our kind doesn't surround ourselves with such an eclectic group of people, especially not the demon and Hellhound. You turned a few heads when you accepted the puppy, but we are a very forgiving race.”
“You still haven't mentioned just what that race is,” I say trying to move the conversation along.
“We are angels, of course. Technically, you are only part angel, thanks to your mother, but the calling is still in your blood.”
Angels. I am sort of friends with a demon, and well aware of the fact that they have counterparts up in the sky, but I never thought that I could be part angel. Seriously? Maybe this guy was smoking off of Gore's pipe.
“Since you can read my mind, I am sure you realize I am having just a little bit of an issue believing what you say.” Little may be an understatement.
“I know and now is not the time for me to prove everything that I am about to tell you, but that time is coming soon. When a partial angel, like you, turns twenty-three they can ascend into their full powers. It can be a very daunting task for someone that was not raised Upstairs, which doesn't happen very often. Most of the time when us full angels beget a child with a human, the child is taken away to be raised in our ways. Your case made that impossible, so you were allowed to mature in the regular world.”
“So, my mother, the angel, came down from heaven and got my father to impregnate her. What about the situation is different from any of the other times you guys come down to find some action?” 
“There are many differences. When you meet your mother, which I am sure will happen sooner or later, you will probably understand a bit more. Aside from her part of the equation, I mentioned that we other angels only bestow children on humans. We stay away from copulating with paranorms for a very good reason. The resulting child ends up being a tool of great power to anyone that can wield it. The list of those capable of controlling what you will become is very small. It is our hope that you will not mind guiding your own destiny. We will be there to assist, when possible, but we don’t want to control your actions. There is that whole free-will mandate going on Upstairs.”
“I am all for people not controlling me. How can you be so certain this will actually all take place? I am more than just an angel and a werewolf.”
Gabe holds out his hand and an orb appears in his palm. It looks a bit like a giant pearl. There are different shades of white and cream swirling around in it. I want to reach out and grab it, but I hold my hands tightly together.
“You are right. You are many things, but you have already felt the changes, so I have no doubt that you will ascend like all the other angel hybrids.” He continues to look into his orb. I don’t know if it is some kind of crystal ball or what, but I am hoping he is actually seeing something and not just dazed by the swirls. “It is an orb of life, your life. You would be surprised to know that it shows you have a pure heart. If there was anything that tarnished you, it wouldn’t be this clear. It would have tints of black or red swirling with the white.”
“Now I know you have me confused with someone else. I have killed enough people to get what I am told are reaper markings on my back, I think that means I am just a little bit more than tarnished. Maybe you should take the story you are selling and try it on someone else.” I am ready to get back to my guys and if I knew a way out of here, I would be scurrying over that direction.
“You have killed many. There is no denying that fact, but do you honestly believe angels never get their hands dirty. We have a class devoted to doing battle against the evils of the world. None of the people you killed made the world a better place. They were murderers and rapists, running around turning the faithful into the faithless. Each one of them was marked by Lucifer. You have always served as one of our warriors even if you didn't know it.”
As he speaks, the glow around him starts pulsating and gets a little intense. I divert my eyes a little and just briefly, out of the corner of one of them, I see him sitting there with wings even larger than the ones he originally was wearing and the little bit of pulsing he was giving off is nothing compared to the bright light that I see surrounding him.
“Don't look too closely,” he warns. “You aren't ready to witness one of us in our true form. Your time is coming soon though.”
“So, when I become this angel you claim, do I have to start hanging around Upstairs with the rest of you? I kind of have a life here and would prefer to stick around.”
“We are well aware of your situation. Your life is here with Alex and Sebastian, and any other riffraff you happen to collect along the way. We are certain that you will stay on the path of good and straighten out the paranorms that have become corrupt. Many things have been prophesied about you. I choose to only believe about half of them, even if they all will probably come true. Everything I have heard keeps you with your mates. So rest assured, you won't be leaving them anytime soon.”
If he has been as stalkerish as he seems, he has to know I am not going to like him knowing bits of how my future may turn out and him not sharing. Maybe they don't have kindergarten in angel school.
“Your sense of humor is great and it will help you greatly during the trials ahead of you. You are preparing to go up against a succubus to retrieve your mate, right?”
“Correct. An evil not nice word succubus has taken Sebastian.” For some reason it seems wrong to call Candace what I really want to call her while sitting in front of an angel.
“Don't worry. They are just words. Your emotions are what give them meaning. It isn't like I haven't ever said a curse word. Angels aren't any more perfect than any other being. We just like to pretend the halos make us that way,” he says with a little laugh. I guess that is a good thing to hear because I am far from perfect, and I have the scars to prove it. “As far as your succubus goes, you have been told of the Panoptic blade, or knife I think it was called during your conversation, and you feel it would help you accomplish your task.”
“Well, yeah. If it can really kill a demon, I think it would be helpful. Candace has made it clear she would love to see me dead. If it is a choice between me and her, I think I will go with me living.”
“I believe most people would make the same choice. We have already covered that, even if you don't believe it, you are still a pure heart, so I think you can take on the two trials that are required to obtain the knife. These trials aren't to be confused with the ones you go through during your ascension. Depending on their outcome, we may consider giving you a pass on one of the other trials, but that has never happened before.”
This little side trip to la la land might not have been as bad as I thought it was going to be. First, I found out what my third part is, although the verdict on the answer is still out, and second, I have the opportunity to get my hands on a knife that can kill Candace. I would say that things are looking up. I am only slightly worried what these trials are going to have in store for me.
“So, for these trials to get the knife, what do I have to do?” I ask Gabe ready to get down to business. I have no idea what is going on in the real world or where I actually am, but time is a wasting as far as Sebastian's quality time with the monster goes.
“Patience. It is one of the things you really need to work on. You cannot rush Fate and she is the one administering your exam. I have just given the green light for it to be started. You will get your beloved back and learn some valuable lessons along the way. For now, I will get you back to Alex. I didn't stop time to pull you out of that portal. Time does pass differently here, but not that different. About ten minutes will have passed in your world. I imagine we are to the point where they are becoming frantic, so you need to be returning.”
“That's it. You are an angel hybrid that will wield great power, you will do some ascension thingy, and get ready for various trials if you really want to get your hands on that knife you are looking for. For some reason, I was hoping for something a little bit more when I finally found out what my third part was.” I have no idea what being an angel even means. I didn't think it was possible to even be one. 
“This is the first of many meetings we will have leading up to your birthday. Your ascension trials will begin the week before. I am sure you won't have any issues with them. Your whole life has been leading up to this moment.”
Easy for him to say. I bet since he is a full angel, at least I think he is, that he didn't even have to go through any special trials. He was probably handed a halo the second he was born or created or however a full angel comes to be.
“Just go reassure your werewolf mate that one of the demons didn't grab you on your way out of Hell, would you?” Gabe says and then waves his hand like Ben does when he wants something to appear. Sure enough, a nice little portal appears in the ground next to the picnic table. “They are waiting for you in the cemetery. I suggest waiting to tell them where you have been until you get home. There are too many prying ears around that place.”
It is sound advice, so I will probably take it. I stand up and make my way to the portal. I jump into the portal and hope yet again that it will be the last one I have to take. Let me get back to the world I was born in and just leave me there. All future conversations with persons from either Upstairs or Downstairs can just take place in my office.
 



Chapter 13
Just how long does it take to drive across town?
 
I land unceremoniously on the ground in the middle of the cemetery. Have I mentioned I hate portals? As I pick myself up off the ground and start brushing the dirt off of me, Clyde runs up to me panting like a madman, or mad dog. At least he isn't foaming at the mouth.
“Can you yell, 'She's over here,' for me at the top of your lungs?” he asks. “Alex can probably pick you up again, but I want everyone to know it was I that found you. They thought I sent you to Antarctica somehow.”
“No, I am not yelling anything in the middle of a grave yard. I don't want to wake anything up.” I already had one creepy ghoul experience. Another, on top of the earth shattering news I just received, would push me over my limit. I look at the sky and notice the sun is starting to come up. If they have Will still out here helping with the search, we need to get him to shelter pretty quickly. 
“Meet us at the cars, if you would. It is easier to rendezvous there since we are all spread out trying to find you.” I hear Alex say. I take off in a quick jog to meet them.
“It wasn't my idea,” I say when I am out of the cemetery and have a visual on the guys.
“I didn't figure it was, but when you have a succubus out there that doesn't value your life as much as I do, I have to be a little concerned. Neither I nor Clyde could contact you and that worried me more than anything else.”
I can see how that would be an issue. I didn't even think to check the connection when I started wandering around aimlessly prior to my mystery guest showing up. When my mind suddenly becomes my own again, I don't even notice it anymore. That is a bit sad. I might actually find comfort in the guys having a place in my brain. I think that means Hell just froze over. Too bad we just left before the event took place. It would have been something worth seeing.
“I cannot say anything yet; at least I was told it wasn't a good idea. Let's get everyone back to the penthouse and we can have a nice chat on what our plan of attack will be to get Sebastian back.”
“You’re the boss. We are all taking the same vehicles, so let's move out,” Alex commands and everyone hurries to do his bidding. 
Walt walks over on his way to the Jeep and gives me a quick hug. “It isn't nice to scare an old man like that, niece.” He releases me as fast as the hug started and is on his way.
“I am sure no one was more surprised than me that I didn't travel on with the rest of you,” I reply as I scramble into the car. Will is already in the backseat and he left the door open for me. “You holding up okay?” I ask turning around to face him. I don't see any blisters starting or little sparks of flame just waiting to erupt.
“Far as I can tell, everything is just dandy. Alex assured me that if the search had to last past sunup, the windows in here would keep me safe if I had to run for cover. I didn't feel anything out there as the sun was starting to make its move. I am not willing to run out and test its effect, but I am not really afraid of it.”
“Good. Sebastian says that it is natural for you to want to go out into the sun, but you should probably refrain from standing out in the middle of the day. As far as anyone knows you are a normal vampire, but you haven't even had to take a drink yet, so who knows.” Alex waits for me to turn around and leans over to give me a quick kiss on the cheek before he starts the car and gets us heading in the right direction.
“About the whole drinking thing, I have to have fangs in order to accomplish that, right? So far, I haven't felt anything going on in the canine area. Should they have appeared by now?”
“I think at first they should come out with strong emotions. Hunger and anger would be the normal ones. They won't be very big, but you should feel some wrongness with your gums when they first erupt.”
“Do you think we could try a feeding when we get back and you are done explaining where you have been? I think I am starting to feel hungry and I don't want it to turn me into a crazed, blood starved lunatic.”
“I am glad to hear that. Since you are such a young vampire, I don't think the guards would have any problem restraining you if it came to that, but the fact that you don't want to get to that point, gives me hope for you,” Alex says and I concur. 
A lot of recently turned humans would think an explainable bloodthirst is a good reason to lose control. I didn't spend a lot of time with Will pretransformation, but from what I observed, he did seem to have a good head on his shoulders, for someone cursed with a Y chromosome.
“With all the vampire guards in the building, there are plenty of feeders available for you to choose from. Just let Marcus know your preference and he can find someone for you,” I tell him.
“Do you know if it has to be right from a person? Can't I drink it from a glass or something? I don't know if my fangs will even come out and it might be a little embarrassing if they don't,” he replies.
I can understand where he is coming from with the embarrassment issue. It would probably be similar to having erectile dysfunction. Not being able to perform in any aspect has to be hard on a guy. It is too bad that I have no idea the answer to his question. I have always just fed from Sebastian and have never felt the need to ask. “We will have to check with Marcus because I don't have a good answer.”
“It sounds like pretty much any questions I have about my new life should be directed to the guard. I can do that, but if you are at least part vampire, don't you think you should know the answers as well?”
“Maybe, but the vampire side of things is only a small part of what makes me tick. I can only feed off of Sebastian, so getting the specifics on how fresh my blood source has to be has never been an issue.”
“What are you planning to do while he is out of the picture? You still have to eat, right? Does Alex serve as a stand-in?” We should have Sebastian back before it comes to that, but if it did, Alex would be the only other person I would willingly drink from.
“If worse comes to worst, I have no problem opening up a vein, or two, for Nyx. We prefer to keep that between her and Sebastian, though. It is part of their relationship that I leave alone as much as I can. As you may have noticed, without even being around us that long, we are still working out all of the kinks in our relationships.” Alex finally pulls into the parking garage on what had to have been the longest ride across town since the beginning of time. It wasn't more than ten minutes, but when I have news I am trying really hard not to think about, it makes the ride seem longer.
I hop out of the car and hold the seat up for Will. “I have been afraid to ask for more information on your guys' relationship. I know how much Nyx hated when I asked before and now that she is my mommy, or whatever you want to call it, I am worried she will send me to bed without supper.” He steps out of the car and I narrow my eyes just a little. “See, she is already planning punishments for me.”
“What a wuss. If I believed for a second you would actually dole out the punishments you thought up in your head, I might actually be a good dog. I bet it won't take bro long to figure that out,” Clyde says trotting over to join us.
“I am just happy that you cannot directly communicate with him, so you two won’t be able to plan evil plots against me.”
“Either I am lost or you are talking to the dog again. I really hope it is the dog.”
“You did tell him my name, didn't you? I don't like being called 'the dog'. Do I look like I am just a dog? What ‘dog’ is able to bark and open up a portal? Not even Lassie can do that and as far as the human companion version of my family tree goes, that dog is a top dog.”
“You should probably refer to him as Clyde. He gets a little pissed when you don't acknowledge him like you would another person,” I explain and hope Will picks up that little tidbit of advice quickly.
“I can do that. As far as what my day-to-day, or night-to-night, life goes, what am I supposed to do now? I want to finish off this movie, but after that I plan to cut ties with the industry.”
“If you are going to be hanging around with us, which you are kind of stuck doing, you will start training pretty soon. We need to see what your skill level is and where you will fit best in the scheme of things. For at least a while you will be glued to my side, as much as I hate that idea, because we don't know what for sure is going on with you,” I inform him.
“Do you spend all of your time fighting?”
“Only ninety percent of it. I am sure you will learn why we do the things we do in the days to come. For now, I think our question and answer time is over. We need to get upstairs, so I can fill everyone in on my little side trip.”
Smitty walks by us whistling a familiar sounding tune. I cannot put my finger on the lyrics or song title. That kind of thing drives me nuts, so I have to find out.
“What are you whistling, Smitty?” We all make it to the elevator and cram our group inside. It is a real tight fit, but we somehow make due.
“Oh just a little tune that I think will explain where you have been. Maybe you have heard of it, 'If an Angel Came to See You'.” 
I cannot see his face with the current sardine configuration, but I can tell there is a pretty big smile spreading across it. “You said while you were at the conference someone showed you the light. You weren't really meaning figuratively, were you?”
“I don't imagine we were shown the same thing or even met the same person, but I have a pretty good idea what you are about to tell the rest of the group.”
The elevator doors open and we all exhale as we get out. “Why would they come to you before telling me all of the important details?” I ask spinning around to face him now that we have the room.
“I won't pretend to know what they are thinking, but I had my loyalties divided and they wanted to make sure you had all of the strong guards you could get for the trials in case anything went wrong. They made it very clear that I would be needed and it was time for me to choose. After the things they showed me, I have no doubt where I belong.”
“You keep saying they, did you meet more than one?” I ask excited that I am not the only one to experience at least one of them.
“It was just one guy, but he said ‘we’ a lot instead of ‘I’ when he talked. It kind of made them seem like a group more than just individuals.”
“What did he say to you? It has to be a big deal for one of them to take time out of their schedule to come down and meet with you.”
“What was said is personal. Even if it does involve you, it isn't something I am willing to share. I will say that I finally feel like I am on the right path in life. Since the meeting, I have felt a calm that was never available for me.”
“Okay, I am going to have to break in here,” Alex says and he swoops me up bridal style to carry me out of the foyer and into the living area. He settles down on a couch with me in his lap. The rest of the group files in and takes their spots around us. “Now that you guys have stopped talking for a second, why doesn't one of you clue the rest of us in on what this discussion is about.”
“I thought Smitty's song title explained it all. An angel is what snatched me out of Clyde's portal.” I am immediately met with some really blank stares. I guess this one is going to take some explaining.



Chapter 14
No matter what makes me tick, I am still just me
 
“An angel just came and snatched you up?” Alex asks adjusting me so he can get a good look at my face. If I wasn't the size of a doll, he wouldn't find the task so easy.
“He had gold wings like me, glowed, and called himself an angel. All things required on my list for a person to be one. He didn't come right out and say it, but I am pretty sure he is sorry for making you guys worry. He just said it was time for things to be explained.” Personally, I would have liked to hear those things a good twenty years ago.
“And he explained what exactly?” Walt asks moving to the edge of his couch cushion across from me.
I think about the question for a second and realize that Gabe didn't explain a whole heck of a lot, as far as I am concerned. He was successful in making me come up with even more questions though.
“He didn't really explain a whole lot. He did tell me my missing part was an angel. I guess that was the most important part of the conversation. He said angels breeding with paranorms was frowned upon because it creates some kind of super baby. I have to go through some crazy trials the week before my birthday and I will do some weird ascension thing, but I don't really know what that means.” I take a deep breath after rattling it all off.
“What exactly does you being an angel and ascending mean for us?” Alex asks and his grip tightens around my torso.
“I made sure to clarify some points as far as that goes. Well, at least the fact that I am not going to be moving Upstairs. Gabe said that my place is here with you and Sebastian. I don't really know what is going on with the whole angel deal. He says that is already shaping my decisions and altering who I am. I didn't have a lot of time with him and he did most of the talking while I sat there not really believing what was coming out of his mouth.”
“So your mother was an angel? That just seems weird, but I guess it makes sense. Aaron could have easily been deceived by one of them since they have powers similar to demons. I thought you said Ben claimed your third part wasn't able to have children,” Jonas says speaking up while everyone else is still thinking things over, me included.
“You are right, but I don't imagine angels are fertile for demons. There would be something wrong in the world if those two beings could mate together. Gabe indicated that the angels could, and sometimes do, have babies with humans. It didn't sound like something they went around doing often.”
“Did this ever so helpful angel give you any other useful information? He didn't announce you were destined mates and had to start creating your own little babies, did he?” I can see introducing Gabe and Alex is going to be something I don't want to be in the middle of.
“I already told you he said I belong here with you. There was no talk of him and I running off together to start an island of cute angel babies. He did tell me that I get to go on a little quest for that stab anything and kill them knife. I don't know exactly how that is going to work, but I have two trials to get the bugger and if it will help get Sebastian back, I am ready to get things started.”
“Wait a second. I wasn't there when this knife was discussed, but Marcus did mention it to us wolves after the fact. He said you had to have a pure heart to get the dang thing, if it actually exists. Was your new angel friend really confused?” Jake asks.
I questioned it myself, so I cannot take offense at his words. “I think that part of it was even more surprising to me than finding out I was part angel. I tripled checked with Gabe and he had this pearl thing he claimed was my orb of life, or some silly thing. It was surprisingly lily white and beautiful. He said if I was really a bad girl, it would have dark colors running through it. I thought he must have mixed mine up with a toddler's, but he was pretty sure it was mine.”
“You are really an angel?” Alex questions aloud, but it seems to be more of an internal problem he is trying to solve. “Out of all the beings in the world, that wasn't even near to being on the list of plausible possibilities. My mate is an angel, literally and figuratively. How many people can say that?”
“Hey, even if the literal part is now true, I am not so sure about the figurative. Hearing her name still makes my testicles run for cover,” Jake provides.
“Well, she is my angel and I am happy you don't feel the same,” Alex tells him. “It is getting to be time for bed, should we try to feed the baby and then call it a night?”
“Did someone bring home an unexpected guest?” Dante asks looking around for the baby Alex mentioned.
“He is talking about Will, you dope. He claims to not really be hungry, but wants to give blood a try. Marcus, or any of you vampires that are real vampires, does he have to drink right from the source to be properly nourished? I know you can purchase bottles of blood at the store, but I don't know if that is just a recreational thing or if it does the same job as a vein.”
“The blood in the bottles is preserved in a way that it doesn't lose any of the oomph that the original supply gives. I am sure Sebastian has a couple of bottles here for emergencies. I will run and get one,” Marcus says heading towards the kitchen.
“With you being his sire, we should also take into account that he may only be able to feed from you,” Smitty adds. “Are you willing to let him try a sip if the bottled stuff doesn't work?”
“I turned him, so that is my responsibility. He doesn't seem comfortable drinking from the source and I know I wouldn't be exactly okay with that, so we should probably get an IV or something ready to draw it out.”
“Technically, if it was you, I wouldn't mind the source that much. We had a fun make out session not that long ago, but I prefer not to get my balls smashed in for making the rude noises I can only imagine one makes when they are enjoying dinner,” Will says. Good. Another guy worried I might accidentally lose control of my foot or fist and end up landing a shot to their privates.
“Here you go. He had a couple of different bottles, so I chose the one I like most. Everyone's palate is different, but we should get a feel if blood is something you will enjoy.” Marcus hands him a nice champagne flute full of a dark red liquid. 
“I will go grab a donor bag and IV while you guys are doing the experiment. I have a feeling we may need it,” Smitty says hurrying off to his room.
Will takes the glass from Marcus and stares into it. I think trying to take it from the source might have been a better option. You don't have to think about it quite so much. Instinct takes over a bit more and if you are lucky you might get a little action in your southern hemisphere at the same time. For me and Sebby, sexual satisfaction has always been included. I know that is because of our bond, but the act of sharing blood with another is such a sexual act by itself, that taking it the step further isn't a far stretch at all.
“It doesn't really smell appealing. Should it?”
“Most babies would have slurped that glass down already and started looking for seconds. Take a little sip just to check, but I don't think it is going to do anything for you,” Marcus directs.
Smitty returns with his medical equipment and takes a seat by me and Alex. “We better get you hooked up for this experiment. We won't siphon a lot out, just enough for him to do the test.”
I give up my right arm to his doctoring. I don't feel like watching him stab a needle in me, so I keep focused on Will. He has raised the glass up to his lips and is in the process of slowly tilting his head back to have a drink.  It only stays in that position for a second and then the glass is moved away and the funniest look I have ever seen appears on his face. It is akin to the one that Sebastian wore when he tried a cheeseburger for the first time.
“That is awful. You guys actually drink that stuff?” He looks around for a place to get rid of the glass and Marcus takes it from him and tips it back himself. 
After a quick lick of the lips, he says, “I don't taste anything wrong with it. It has a nice cherry aftertaste.”
“It tasted like mud. If I am stuck having to live off of that, I am screwed.”
“Eat a lot of mud in your days to make that comparison?” Dante asks chuckling at the situation.
“Sure. As a little boy, I made mud pies all the time to give to the girls. I always sampled my baked goods to make sure they were getting top quality,” Will responds and I am not sure he is joking. If he isn't, maybe him and Clyde will get along even better than I thought because Clyde does have a fascination with mud.
“Hand me the glass,” Smitty says and takes it when Marcus offers it to him. I realize that he has released my arm, so I bring it back up to my body. “Holy crap. This stuff smells really potent.” He deposits the contents of his blood pouch into the glass and takes a big whiff. 
“I can smell that over here,” Dante says from across the way. With a vampire nose on him, I imagine he could pick up the smell of blood from around the block, so it doesn't really impress me.
“Just give him the glass and let's get this over with. My bed is calling,” I say working to move things along. Hearing them talk about my blood is creepy.
Will walks over and takes the glass. He treats it like the previous offering and gives it a smell test. “It smells better. Kind of sweet instead of improperly aged cheese.”
He tilts the glass back and takes an introductory sample taste. He looks to be letting the flavors have a chance to meld. He isn't spitting it out or vocalizing how much it sucks, so I am starting to get a little worried. I will feed the guy if I have to, but I will hate having to do it. Me and Sebby sharing is one thing. We need each other to live and we get a little something extra out of it. Will and I would not be partaking in extracurricular activities and the feeding would be only one directional, making things just a bit awkward.
Will finishes his sample and then tips back the rest of the glass. I glance around at the other vampires in the room and their eyes are all glued to the glass.
“Darn. I was really hoping he didn't like that one. Sebastian would understand us not letting it go to waste,” Marcus says looking over to me.
“I thought vampires preferred to not feed from other vampires,” I reply.
“It isn't something we do unless mates are involved or food is scarce. You are not just a vampire, though, and that blood was giving off what I am guessing is your new angel mojo in pretty strong quantities.”
“I don't know of a vampire that has ever fed off of an angel. I bet there is a little power kick that goes along with it,” Smitty adds.
“That stuff tastes good and if I didn't see you take it from the source, I would swear it was some really good wine. The only problem is that it seems good for quenching a thirst, but it didn't do anything for the hunger that still seems to be building itself up. Any more suggestions?”
Maybe things aren't that bad. If the blood didn't fill him up, that should mean we don't have to worry about feedings. A happy dance is in full swing in my brain now. After a couple of turns on the dance floor, I move back to the question just asked. “Sure, I have a suggestion. Get in the kitchen and fix yourself a steak.”
He doesn’t like blood, so I am going to assume he is going to be able to keep his old diet. The happy dance starts again and this time I found a pair of tap shoes.



Chapter 15
Another rare beef convert
 
Jake takes Will off into the kitchen so they can try the real food experiment. The rest of us remain in our seats and I am ready to ask Marcus more about his visit with Hilda and what goodies she sent home with him.
“If I am successful with these trials, we should have a way to take care of Candace, but I am interested to learn what the wicked witch gave you to help our cause. We cannot rely on me actually being able to obtain the knife. I will do my best, but if I am required to kiss a bunch of babies, we are screwed.”
Marcus rolls his eyes at having to talk about his visit with Hilda. “I forgot to mention earlier, that the betrayal she told you about previously is only going to sting a little. Nothing at all like the Great Spirit originally thought. She said you find out about it a different way than what was formerly planned and that you will probably be able to just brush it off.”
“Great. I am sure everyone knew just how worried I was about her big warning.”
“She puts a lot of faith in whoever she talks to, so to her it is always a big deal. My feelings on the matter lean towards she is nuts, especially if that other voice is telling her she has a chance with me. As far as the help for the current situation, she made up some of the banishing bombs that Alan told you about. She was familiar with the recipe and didn't trust you to get it right.” That sounds about right. She wouldn’t trust me to brush my own hair. “She said we could use those against the succubus too, but also sent along a little something that will freeze her in place. I don't know how much that will help, but she said it lasts about thirty minutes.”
I wonder how much Candace would like to be stuck in place while I use one of her whips on her. Maybe I will let Sebastian do the actual whipping. He is stronger after all and it should hurt more coming from him. I need to come up with something better than just whipping. I need to know what a demon’s pain tolerance is before I make any final decisions on that matter. It has to be pretty high, so the torture will have to be comparative. Bamboo shoots under the fingernails are most likely too mild.
“I like it,” I say focusing back in on the conversation before my mind gets carried away. “You say they are bombs? We just throw them and they have the desired effect.”
Marcus hops up and runs towards my bedroom. Guards don't tend to cross the threshold, so I find it a little odd. He returns with the sack that I stored in my closet. Not only did he cross the bedroom barrier, but he made it through to the closet. I think I would have preferred if he just asked me to go get the bag.
“I want to double check the fine print. I did look at it with her before I left, but I don't trust that she didn't somehow alter it when I left the shop.” He dumps the contents out onto the coffee table. Will and Jake return and they are both carrying plates.
“You didn't think to offer to make something for anyone else?” I ask. Jake deposits his plate in front of Clyde and takes his seat. Will follows the seat taking part of the action.
“It is for Clyde, silly. He is always hungry and you said you were going to be heading to bed soon. I know you don't like to sleep on a full stomach. Everyone else is capable of getting their own food if they are hungry. Clyde would be able to feed himself with just a few modifications to the fridge. You should think about looking into that.”
He has a point about me not liking to sleep with a ton of meat in my belly. I am not too sure about allowing Clyde access to the fridge. I see a lot of problems arising from that move, namely us being eaten out of house and home. I focus over on Will who is taking the time to cut his steak into small pieces. He catches me looking and smiles.
“I am not used to having my meat still mooing, but Jake assured me that would be how I enjoy it now,” he says as he lifts a bite up to his mouth. He quickly licks his lips and then inserts the piece of cow.” 
By now, everyone is tuned in on the action. I hope that someone in the group knows the Heimlich in case Will ends up not being able to swallow the food down. My height makes it hard for me to perform the maneuver on anyone over the age of ten.
“Holy cow, literally. That is a really good piece of meat. Do you guys only buy Kobe beef or something?” He begins to annihilate the rest of the steak like I am used to seeing the men around me do. Darn, I thought there would be at least one guy I could take out in public. Sebastian is usually elegant, but the other men have started to wear off on him and it isn’t always pretty.
“Nah. You are just one of us now and can really appreciate the delicious hunks of protein the world has to offer,” Jake says clapping him on his back.
“Any other points of interest from the witch front?” Alex asks Marcus directing the conversation away from the male bonding taking place between Jake and Will.
Marcus turns his attention back to the paintball looking objects in his hands. One is red and the other is green. They don't look like something capable of banishing or freezing a person, but I will take Hilda's word for it. I am pretty sure she could make a flick of dust level an entire state if she really wanted to. You would think knowing that, I would try to work out my differences with her, but I just cannot find the motivation to put forth that kind of effort.
“I think they are clean. I don't see anything that says I will magically fall in love with her once they are activated. We just toss them at our targets and they do the hard work,” he says putting them back into the bag. I see he is handling them like they are priceless pieces of glass and I am a little concerned on just how big of a wallop they really pack.
“How many did she send you home with and do we know if they have any effect on beings that are not demons? What if a demon is able to move out of the way and one of them lands on one of us?” 
“You would think by now I would have remembered to ask more questions. None of us should be banishable, so I don't think that would be an issue. We will probably be frozen in place though if the other ones hit us. If you want further clarification and assurances, you are going to have to call her yourself. As far as quantity, she sent thirty-five of the banishers and five of the freezers. She claimed that we wouldn't need more than a couple of the freezers and the others were going to be put in storage for a rainy day.  I took that to mean we wouldn't meet up with any Shagles and Kurkua on the mission.”
“But I want justice done for what they did to all of you guys. I cannot just sit around and let all that slicing go unpunished.” Whether or not I am really turning over a new leaf because of all this angel business, I totally believe in an eye for an eye and they at least need to get carved as nicely as Marcus was.
“The witch said not to worry and she would take care of everything on that front. She wanted you to hurry up and get Sebastian back so you could hear the big news. Don't ask for me to explain her comment.”
It is probably just the big news about me being an angel. I think that is just about as big of news flash as one can get in their life. 
“Well that steak really hit the spot,” Will says standing and then grabs Clyde's empty plate and heads for the kitchen. It is good to see he cleans up after himself. “I am feeling a little jet lagged now. Am I sleeping with you again tonight?”
“As far as I am concerned, we didn't sleep together last night. They only put you with me because it helped with whatever process you were going through. I don't think we will have the same problem tonight, so you will be set up with your own room.” When he woke up I wasn’t in the bed, so I could have denied sharing a bed, but I am sure one of the other guys would have filled him in.
“Princess, the guard quarters are a little full. I am up on day watch, so he can use my bed for now, but we might want to start thinking about expanding. You have your mates keeping separate apartments that they rarely use and your little minion and her boyfriend are here more than their own place on most days,” Jonas says.
“Just what are you implying? You think we should do a full-scale remodel to get everyone closer together? I don't know about you, but I like being able to send people out of my apartment and to their own place when they piss me off.”
“You know we are just going to keep growing. The building is now full of guards and there aren't a lot of apartments vacant. We could even try to find a place that is closer to some woods, so Clyde can enjoy some greenery.”
“I am liking this idea, Mommy. Uncle Jonas is a smart cookie,” Clyde adds his own two cents.
“You do know the only place around here that has the amenities you are listing is the Collective, right? Are you suggesting I walk up to their door and ask if they are looking to sell?”
“That is a great idea. Are we doing this now? I need to run and grab the camcorder,” Jake says moving to stand.
“Sit down, idiot. We are not moving into the Collective's home. Even if they vacated it, I don't think I would want to live there.” Why we are even discussing a move, I still haven't figured out. I haven't been living in the apartment that long and I still love it here. Plus, the lack of space means they cannot add any more personal guards for me. I think that is a big mark in the we are staying put column.
“Anyway you look at it, Sebastian needs to be involved in that kind of decision. He and I both own quite a bit of real estate in many different paranorm towns, so we might have other options available to us. I do agree with Nyx on not moving into the Collective's home base. If nothing else, it isn't a place to raise a family, and I know she is going to deny it until she is blue in the face, but even without an actual live baby, we are raising a family.”
Okay, he has a point, but that doesn't mean I have to agree with it. We have all come together as a really weird family. There is no denying I have my two “husbands” and literally a crazy uncle in Walt. The guards are all kind of like brothers, there is Clyde and Will as my kind of children, and I cannot forget my little sister, Phee. They have all banded around me and for some reason I find comfort in that.
I still don't want to move, so they might have a fight on their hands as far as that goes. If anyone feels they are getting too crowded, they can just start looking for alternative housing.
“I better get her to bed, guys. You know it isn't best to bring up life changing things when she is sleepy. She is entering the grumpy stage and will be getting hostile any minute now,” Alex says as he stands lifting me up as he goes.
“Love you, my wolfman,” I whisper as he carries me off to bed.
“I know. I love you, too.” He places me down on the mattress and works to start the process of undressing me. I didn't realize just how tired I was, but the night's events have exhausted my strength. “Everything will be back to normal tomorrow. I have a good feeling about that.”
“Do angels need to sleep?” I ask as I start drifting off.
“Next time you find one to talk to, you can ask them. For some reason, it isn't something I have ever thought about before,” Alex says and he slips into the bed next to me. The last thing I feel before totally nodding off is him cocooning himself around me. I have to say, it is a really nice feeling.



Chapter 16
Kids are scary
 
I really need to let it be known that I greatly dislike having my dreams messed with. Is there some kind of bulletin board out there that I can post the message on? Alternatively, maybe I need to make a Facebook page for that purpose. Since everyone checks things on Facebook, that should get the message to the masses.
Back to the reason I think my dream is not one of my own, I am back in the meadow from earlier today and it seems just a little bit too real for me. When I am in my own dreams, I have this fuzzy haze that validates that things happening in dream world aren't real life. This is handy because back in the early days of our relationship, I often maimed or killed Alex in my dreams. I would never want to do something like that in real life, at least not now.
I look around and appear to be alone, which bites. If someone has something they would like to tell me, I would appreciate it if they hurry things along. I try to reach out to Alex, Sebastian, and Clyde to see if anyone is tuning in and get nothing but static in return. How boring. 
I don't feel like wandering around the flower fields, so I just take a seat and decide to wait whoever brought me here out. I grab a couple of the violets that are closest to me and start braiding them together. I am not extremely good at the task, but I make due and I am able to fashion a workable crown.
“Hello,” a small voice says right next to me. I wish people would wear little bells on their shoes if they are just going to show up like that. It gets to be rather annoying.
I look over and find a little boy sitting next to me. I don't have a lot of experience with children; this may end up being a bit interesting. I really hope my comment about kissing babies doesn’t come back to bite me.
“Can I help you?” I ask. I have tons of questions I wouldn't mind asking, but that one seems like the most reasonable one.
“I don't know. I was trying to find my mom, but I lost her and then I just showed up here with you and all these flowers. I don't like flowers. They are for girls.” That’s nice we already have something in common. I don’t really like flowers either, but when you are surrounded by them, you make do.
I notice as he talks he is missing a couple of his front teeth. I figure he is about six, maybe seven. I am not basing my estimation on the missing teeth. For all I know, kids start losing teeth at two. I don’t exactly remember when I started misplacing mine.
Looking at the boy, he has a curly mop of red hair atop his small face. He is in a normal pair of blue jeans and has a shirt with a blue dinosaur on it. Maybe it is a character from a television show. I couldn’t really say.
“Where are you from? Maybe I can help you find your mom.”
“I'm from New Jersey,” he says proudly. I haven’t really made a stop in the state, but I know there are many cities within it that would be more helpful destinations. 
“You don't happen to know any more information about where you live, do you, kid?”
He looks at me like I have lost my mind. “Of course I do. I live in a yellow house on the corner. My friend Jimmy lives next door and we play soccer in my backyard. We live three houses away from my school.”
Great. I am teamed up with a fountain of information. Where is Gabe? I bet he can just zap the kid home. 
“I don’t know how long we will be stuck here. What do you like to do for fun, kid?” I have no clue what topics to discuss, so I am going to try to keep it on the safe side. I doubt he will know much about my favorite topics, like which is the best gun to use in different situations.
“Why do you want to know? Maybe I shouldn’t be talking to you. My mom told me about stranger danger and I don’t think I could find someone stranger than you. You probably kidnapped me and made me forget.” He starts narrowing his eyes at me like he is trying to figure me out.
 “Maybe it is better if we don’t talk,” I turn away from him. Don’t want him to think I am making a move to molest him or something.
“You know what else?” he asks tugging on my pajama top. I kind of remember Alex taking clothes off, but I don't remember him dressing me. Oh well, I guess clothing is a good thing at the moment. If the kid is worried about me being a creeper, he should probably keep his hands to himself.
“No, I don't know what, but I have a feeling you are going to tell me.”
“I am not supposed to know, but my mommy and Jimmy's mommy can turn into really big lizards. I seen them do it once when I looked out my window. I have a pet iguana and they kind of looked like him, but they were pretty girlie colors and had wings.”
“Just how old are you, kid?” Things are getting a bit more interesting here in dream world.
“My name is Scott, by the way, and I am seven today. My mom was taking me to some special place to celebrate. She said there was going to be some really cool fire show and I would get to have fun. Now, I am stuck in a field of stupid flowers with you.”
The kid is breaking my heart. Not really. It is probably best if I get as far away from him as possible. If Mommy was taking him to his fire ceremony, that means she was expecting him to go through his first transformation into a dragon. My life sucks. Without the mommy dragon here to help him, and me without marshmallows, things are going to get really entertaining. I wonder if my just coming online angel powers can protect me from becoming barbecue.
Dragons aren’t an abundant species. This is the first time I have come across one. They must all be hanging out in Jersey. They aren’t any more dangerous than other paranorms, but a baby one getting ready to make their first change may be a handful. Without his mom around, I am not sure how well he will handle turning into a giant lizard.
“Okay, Scott. Let's try to talk this thing out. Have you ever heard the word paranorm before?” Maybe if I can keep him talking he won't change into a fire-breathing dragon on me. The talking method has never worked for me before when I have employed it, but I keep trying.
“Duh. Just about everyone I know is a paranorm. Didn't you hear me say my mom changes into a giant lizard? I don’t think that is a trait a whole lot of humans have.”
“Hey, there is no need to get grumpy with me. How was I supposed to know your parents don't keep you under a rock?”
“It is just me and my mom. My dad is some important person and Mom says he is off trying to make the world a nicer place for us.”
“Fine. Any way you look at it, you are a dragon. I bet your mom didn't tell you that.” Ha. Top that, kid. 
“Really? That is so cool. Mom doesn't look anything like the ones I have seen in movies. She was way smaller and her neck wasn't right. I don't think her wings were big enough either.”
“And of course you believe everything you see in the movies or on television. I can tell you now that things aren’t always what they seem, kid.”
He stands up and stuffs his little hands in his pockets. The look on his face is one that graces mine all the time. The kid is pissed. If he was a girl, I would swear it was his time of the month. The conversation so far has just proven to me that I am not meant to spend any amount of time with children.
“I told you my name was Scott. Quit calling me kid. I don’t know your name, but you don’t hear me ending every sentence with old lady, now do you?” 
The kid stomps off to whatever direction is left of us. It is probably a good idea. I am not even twenty-three and I already have someone calling me an old lady. With the kid gone, I take my little violet crown and put it on my head. See, I am not an old lady. I am a princess. 
I look over to where the kid was walking and don’t see him anywhere. Maybe Gabe, or whoever brought him here, sent him back home to his mom. I bet she is older than I am and I doubt he would call her an old lady. I don’t know why the comment bothered me so much. I have two mates that love me just the way I am and their opinions are the only ones that really matter.
I decide I should probably wander after the kid to make sure he keeps out of trouble. I don’t know if other beings are going to magically appear in dream world and I don’t think the kid knows how to protect himself. Even if he is a little punk, I would feel bad if something happened to him.
I hop up and brush off my legs. I haven’t seen any bugs crawling around, but for some reason it feels like they are swarming on my bare legs now. I make a mental note to tell Alex to make sure he dresses me in pants from now on.
I follow the broken path of flowers to try to find Scott. He wasn’t gentle at all in his hurry to get away from me. I didn’t think calling him kid was that big of an offense, so hopefully there is some kind of backstory. It could just be that he is moody because he is fixing to turn into a dragon sometime soon.
I wish Clyde was here with me. As one fire breather to another, maybe he could shed some light on the situation. If nothing else, the kid would have probably loved seeing a dog. It would have kept him busy while I tried to find a way out of our predicament.
I have been walking about as long as the kid was gone, but the path he traveled is still tramped down in front of me for as far as I can see. Did he take off running or something when I wasn’t looking? He is a fast little bugger if he did. At this point, I am a little upset that I didn’t get to bring any of my weapons into this dream. 
When Ben has shared dreams with me before, all I had to do was think of something and it would show up. I think of my flamethrower because I cannot conceive of anything that would comfort me more. Too bad it doesn’t magically appear like I had hoped. 
A scream echoes through the air and I take off in a run towards it. Whatever is happening, I am going to have to take it on hand-to-hand. The only tree I remember seeing before is gone, so I cannot run over and try to get a branch to use as a club.
I don’t understand why I cannot see what is going on. There is just the meadow everywhere I look and it isn’t like the flowers are tall enough to cover Scott. If he was hurt and laying down somewhere, I should be able to see that too.
“Scott, where are you?” I yell remembering I do have vocal chords that are in working order.
I hear no reply so I carry on and I finally see that the flowers are starting to look less disturbed. That should mean that he isn’t that far away. I crank up my afterburners and continue to scan the scenery for any signs of him. As I glance to my right trying to see any disturbances in the flowers I run square into something that feels like a giant tub of petroleum jelly. My momentum carries me through the squishy veil. If Scott hit this, I can understand why he would be screaming.
I want to scream too, but I am afraid to open my mouth. I am only in the yucky stuff for a couple of seconds, but I really want a bath now. 
On the other side, the pretty meadow is no more. Dream world has morphed into a very rocky place. I appear to be on a mountain range. Why couldn’t I just wake up in bed when I found the edge of flower land and why do the people running this place have to be so illogical?



Chapter 17
Dragons are scarier
 
When I am left to my own thoughts, I come up with way too many questions that I ask myself and I am unable to answer any of them. It does keep my mind occupied. The question in my head now is why in the world did the kid have to take off? Staying put was a much better idea. He said his mom told him about staying away from strangers; didn’t she mention when you are lost you should stay in one place?
I don’t see a clear path to lead me to where Scott got to, assuming he made it over here. Might as well try the yelling again, I don’t think it will hurt anything.
“Scott, if you can hear me you need to come out here this instant. I can tell you right now that I am no good at hide and seek, so you will be in your hiding place for a very long time if that is your game.”
Other than the echo of my voice, I hear nothing. I am glad that the entrance to this world didn’t come out about five feet to my right because the rock that I am standing on looks to end over there. The only option I have in movement is vertical. Up or down, if I had a coin I would flip it to help me decide where to go. 
For some reason, I don’t see the little seven-year-old I met moving in either of those directions. His thin arms looked to lack the strength needed to mountain climb. I walk back towards the place I think I entered this place hoping that I can go back to the flowers. Over there, life at least seemed to exist. Here things are dead and the air carries a heavy feeling of bleakness. In other words, it is depressing.
I guess I will just sit here a while. It didn’t work out for me last time, but maybe this time whoever is ruining a good day sleep for me will tire of this and send me back. My plan works for the amount of time it takes me to sit down. Another scream is let rip. 
Damn. I guess I need to get moving. I think it came from above me and it wasn’t that far away. The way this place echoes it could have come from miles away though. I walk over to the closest cliff wall and try to find some hand holds that I can use to climb up. 
Okay, it doesn’t happen often, but this is apparently one of the times my brain has decided to take a vacation. Why do I need to find a place to climb? I have wings.
I unfurl my golden beauties and leap into the air. There was half a second I was afraid they wouldn’t be there, but taking away part of me that is part of two of the species swirling around in my blood would be wrong. 
I don’t really know what I am looking for, but I start scanning everywhere I can see. “Hey kid, I am getting really tired of this. If you are in this God forsaken place, please let it be known now.”
A responding roar echoes around me and a gust of air makes me have to fight to stay in place. I hope whatever is sounding cranky didn’t get a hold of the kid. I felt the air change from just above me, so I fly up a little, but before I get too far something comes flying off a ledge at me. I quickly roll out of the way. I am not alone anymore; however, I don't think I have found a friend. I spin around and an angry looking dragon is flapping its wings about twenty feet away.
I guess Scotty's temper tantrum went nuclear. I should have seen it coming. Just my earlier thought about it being his time of the month was enough of a hint. His dragon was coming to the surface and I don't think either one of us knows what to do with it.
I don't think dragons can communicate with anything other than dragons when they are in one of their rages, so trying to get him to calm down is going to be a little bit difficult. Impossible is probably a more accurate definition.
“Hey, Scott, remember me? I am the really nice lady you were talking with over in the place with all the flowers. Why don't we try to find our way back there so we can find your mom?”
He lets out another roar and this time he has found his igniter. Flames that would make Clyde jealous spark across the sky towards me. Crap. I roll out of the way and end up on a ledge. My landing leaves a little something to be desired. I take to the air again, so I have more area to move around.
“That isn't very nice, Scott. I am trying to be nice, but you aren't leaving me a bunch of options.” I don't have any weapons, so there isn't a whole lot I can do anyway.
“I have a knife you could use to help you slay the beast,” a woman says appearing next to me in the air. I glance over and don't see any wings. She is just hovering in the air next to me. Great.
I feel something appear in my right hand and I close my fist around a knife handle.
“Shit. This is your stupid test, isn't it? If it is, this must be the knife that can kill anything. Just what do you expect me to do with it? At most I would just try to subdue the kid, but I cannot go stabbing him with this knife.”
As I finish speaking, I feel the heat of what can only be another bonfire coming closer. I dive down a couple of dozen feet to get clear of it.
“I don't think the dragon cares very much whether you want to cause permanent damage or not. He sees you as a threat and wants to kill you,” the woman says moving along with me.
“Look lady, I don't know who you are, nor do I really care. This little test thing you got going on is really lame and it is ticking me off. I may not be the most compassionate person in the world, but I don't go around killing people just because they have hit puberty for their species. That is just stupid.”
“But he is going to kill you. I don't think he was exactly kind to you when he was in human form either.”
“No, he isn't going to kill me. Are you on some kind of drug or something? I have wings too and I can just fly away if he gets out of hand.” I would really like to fly away from him and her. 
“He is bigger than you and can catch you,” she says. I wish I wasn't keen on keeping an eye on the dragon because I would really like to get a look at the crazy lady. I only caught the missing wings when I originally looked over. I think I should have studied her a little closer. It would have given me a chance to see the picture next to lunatic in the dictionary.
“Are you trying to convince me killing him is the only option out of this? I ain't buying it so you can save your breath.”
I take off in a mad dash flying close to the mountain face. I still have the knife and even though I am not going to use it, it feels good in my hand. I hear strong wing flaps not far from me letting me know that Scott has given chase.
My goal for being close to the mountain is trying to find a little cave or crevice to hide in that will not permit the dragon to follow and offers me a bit of cover from the fire. Speaking of fire, I feel another wave coming close. I swing to the left to avoid it again.
I don't understand this trial thing at all. I have already refused to kill the kid. Isn't that what they wanted me to prove? They could have just given me a multiple-choice test to answer that question. Meeting the kid and being chased around by him doesn't make the answer any different.
“What if the dragon wasn't a child?” the annoying woman asks.
“Irrelevant. I have met him and know that he is a child,” I reply.
“Look,” she says pointing up to what looks like a giant nest. Sitting in the middle of it, surrounded by a couple of eggs, is Scott. What in the world is he doing up there while he is chasing me around?
Obviously, I know the answer to that. The thing behind me trying to cook me to a crisp is not Scott. I just assumed it was him since I had already met him and I didn't envision other dragons hanging around.
 I fly up to where the kid is trembling in fear. “You want to get out of here?”
He nods his head very swiftly and stands up to move closer to where I am hovering. “I want my mommy,” he whispers as I grab a hold of him.
“At this point, kid, I want your mommy too.” 
The dragon lets out another huge roar. Have I mentioned how tiring this game is getting? 
“Why aren't you killing the monster now?” Pesky asks joining me and Scott.
“Who is that?” Scott asks as he lifts his head to look around. I push it back down because for now it is best for him to just tuck in and hold on tight.
“Just because it isn't the kid in my arms, doesn't mean it isn't his friend Timmy, or Jimmy, or whatever he said his name was. Not only that, but that nest had some eggs up in it and I imagine if that is mommy dragon, killing her is going to create some orphans.”
“What if I told you that it isn't the mother? It is actually a male dragon that killed the mother and was fixing on eating the eggs before you and Scott interrupted him?”
“You are full of a lot of ifs and not a lot of proof. I would need that information verified before I drew a weapon on the dragon.”
“Good. That is the correct answer. We can end the simulation,” she announces and instantly the rocks go away and I am back in the meadow. 
It is just the two of us and I finally have an opportunity to get a good look at her. She stands a few inches taller than me and has no distinguishing looks. Her hair and eyes are both brown and she is wearing a white dress that has its own air current moving it around.
“I have to tell you, lady, if that was some kind of trial for the knife, it was really dumb. Did you at least make sure the kid got back to his mom okay?”
“The trial is what it is. Being the bearer of that knife is a great responsibility. I cannot just give it away lightly,” she replies and starts walking away. I have a feeling our conversation isn't over, so I follow.
“Seriously, who wouldn't pass that test? It doesn't take a rocket scientist to figure out you shouldn't kill just because you don't understand something.”
“You would be surprised how many people decide to kill the dragon, the boy, or me when I show up. I have even had people destroy the eggs. You have to be pure of heart to even attempt the test, but many of those people haven't been challenged in life or death situations. When the brain is put under that kind of pressure, it doesn't always process things clearly.”
Okay, she has a point there, but I still think it was a stupid test. “So, Gabe said there were two trials. Do I have another fun night of sleep to look forward to in the future? I am running out of time before I really may need to use the knife.” The knife is still in my hand, but I doubt I could just make a run for it.
“No, the knife is yours to protect and use for now. You have completed your challenges.”
“Really?  I only remember doing the whole not killing the dragon one. Did I miss something?”
“The initial trial was to even go after the boy in the first place. Over half of the participants in the trials fail that simple task. The hearts of the people are not as caring as they once were. The world has begun to darken and there are times I am afraid there is no good left. Thank you for giving me something to believe in again. Oh, and you should probably adjust your thinking just a little bit on the aspect of motherhood. You are going to have children and you and your children are going to do great things. I look forward to seeing the outcome.”
The second she dots the period of that sentence, she disappears. I hate when people do that. If the crazy lady was Fate, maybe she will be happy enough with my performance that she will quit screwing with me and Sebby. I am really tired of things trying to come between us. The baby prediction I have heard before. Everyone seems to want me to get pregnant. There is a point when the pressure is going to become too much and I will surgically remove my womb one day. For now, I look around trying to figure out what to do and I feel the world start to shake. Great. What now?



Chapter 18
Family breakfast dysfunctional style
 
“Wake up, sweetheart.” I hear Alex say as my world continues to shake. Of course, it isn't the meadow shaking anymore, just my body on my bed. The bed is a much preferred destination. Anyone that has things to discuss with me should just hold the meeting here.
“Is it night time already?” I ask and roll over to face him.
“It is. You weren't reachable again and you had a knife appear in your hand, so I was just a tad bit worried about what was going on.” He leans down to give me a nice morning kiss on the lips. 
“Morning,” I say stretching. “It is the dang kill anything that moves knife. I had my trials while I slept. I don't recommend going through them. They were rather dorky.” I reach over and deposit the knife on the night stand. It is a good thing Alex woke me. I would have hated to rollover and stab him with it while I slept.
“Really?” he asks sitting up and moving the blanket out of the way to get a look at my body. His hands start wandering all over. “I am not seeing cuts or bruises.”
“You would be more likely to find burn marks. I got to play keep away with a dragon and the object I was trying to keep away was me.” I have to use the bathroom so I roll out of bed. I am almost surprised that I didn't find another person in bed with us. I thought Will would find some reason to sneak in and cuddle during the day.
“I take it somewhere someone is eating dragon soup for breakfast,” Alex says from the bed.
“No,” I reply flushing the toilet and giving my hands a quick wash. “Why would you assume I killed the dragon?”
“Because you are you and it is what you do.” He leaps out of bed and heads to the bathroom.
“I was led to believe that it was a seven-year-old. You should know I have a no kid killing policy.” I walk into my closet to find a spare knife sheath for the new dagger. Being as special as it is, I think it needs a special home. I find an old, black leather sheath that was the first one I bought for myself after I became an assassin. It has a lot of sentimental value and it is the perfect home for my newest addition.
“Sometimes I wonder if it really is a strict policy. I am glad to see you passed and are home in one piece. We should probably grab some breakfast and head out to meet up with the demon. He was acting strange last night and that has me a little worried.”
Ben is always strange, so this is not a new development. I grab a black top and some matching pants and take them and the sheath out to the bed, so I can get dressed. I take off my pajamas and start attaching my knives. The Panoptic knife takes center stage on my right thigh.
“You know, I have a good feeling about today. I don't get those very often, so I think we are going to find Sebby and bring him home,” I say as I pull my shirt down and into place.
“That would be nice. We have past the twenty-four hour mark and we don't know how keyed in Candace is on our movements. If she somehow figures out we are on to her, she may move up her timetable as far as the punishment goes,” Alex walks out of the closet fully dressed. That's no fair. I wanted to watch him.
I hurry into my pants and then slip into my holster. The magic gifts from Hilda are still out in the living area, but I need a place to store them, so I remove my Colt and put it under my pillow. It isn't the ideal magic paintball storage place, but it will work on short notice.
“Will you two hurry up? I am hungry and Walt won't let us eat until you join us,” Clyde calls.
That isn't like Walt. He lets Demon Dog eat anytime he wants. I grab Alex's hand and steer us out to join the others. I stop in my tracks as soon as I clear the door. Great oogly moogly. 
Someone must have found the hidden button that reveals the formal dining room. The whole gang is sitting around a table with mounds of meat running down the middle. I am surprised they were able to keep Clyde from jumping up and devouring the entire feast.
“Did I miss something?” I ask and Alex directs me to the head of the table and takes a seat to the left of me. There is a seat left open on the right where Sebby would sit if he were able.
“With all of the talk about us being a family this morning, I wanted to share a meal together. I know we are in a hurry, so we don't have to say grace or use proper table manners, but I thought we could sit here instead of on the couches,” Walt explains.
It is a nice gesture and it would be better if all the seats were filled, but we will make do. The vampires have even joined us and the three that don't eat solid food have coffee mugs that I doubt contain coffee sitting in front of them.
“This is nice, Walt. I am glad you thought of it,” Alex says and grabs a steak from the plate in front of him. That triggers a chain reaction and everyone starts digging in. I would really hate to see what our grocery bill looks like every month. I hope Sebby has a farm somewhere where he is raising all of this beef.
“Oh, Princess, I know we are short on time, but Papa Gentry would like a word with you. He said it wouldn't take long, but you should probably give him a call,” Jonas says in between bites.
Great idea. Maybe this time he won't tell me I have to wait to find out more information. “It is a few minutes ride over to whatever bar we are visiting. I can call him on the way. Walt, you do know that we don't have time to do all of these dishes, right? Demon Boy didn't tell us what time to be there, but I would like to be there as close to sundown as possible.”
“I bet we will have a lot of sitting around time twiddling our thumbs. Do you have any plans on how to make us look like we aren't just waiting to attack someone?” Jake asks.
“I doubt there will be a single person in the bar that doesn't know who we are. Nyx can't leave the house without drawing attention,” Marcus states. “If people aren't afraid of her, they are enamored. I would suggest she wear a disguise, but since we have been seen daily wandering around with her, it is just as bad for all of us.”
“We could always use Jake as bait. We went that route using Will on our last rodeo and Jake has been salivating ever since he heard me mention we had a succubus issue,” I say watching everyone else eat. I am too excited to find Sebastian and I don't think I would be able to keep my food down.
“Really? You mean it? You are actually going to let me converse with a succubus. Are you insane?” Jake asks surprising me. Up until this point, he had been begging me to let him go play with her.
“I thought you said you wanted to meet her and it would be a great way to die if she killed you,” I tell him wishing I could quote his exact words back to him.
“It would be a really fun way to go,” he says with a bit of a glazed look that I can only assume means he is visualizing the event in his head. Jonas smacks him to get his thoughts refocused. “Yeah, well, anyway, you are going to have to give me the night off after you come in and do your killing, cause I did some reading up and them succubi give off some crazy hormones. I know the necklace I have on will block that kind of thing, but I have to pretend to be getting into it if we want her to believe she is walking away with an easy meal. Hank is going to get involved and he doesn't like to be rushed back to sleep.”
Now, I am really glad that I didn't have anything to eat. The table might be covered with vomit if I had. I guess I can understand his reasoning and I have no problem giving him the night off. If I have Sebby back, I may just be otherwise occupied myself.
Alex coughs a little bit. Hmm. Not sure if it was my thought that caused it or if he is having a little problem chewing. I will have to remind him he should take little bites.
“If needing the night off is your only issue with fulfilling the task I could order you to do anyway, then you have it. I would ask that you stop referring to Hank in my mate's presence. It makes her a bit uncomfortable,” Alex replies after taking a quick sip of water.
“No problem. I won’t be able to go in all commando like last night. A few knives are about all I will hazard, so you guys better have my back. I would ask for some of those little magic pellet thingys, but I am too afraid they would burst in my pocket and turn me into a frog.”
That is a very legitimate fear. Even with all the jokes about his little brain, Jake is smart and I don’t worry that just the knives alone will be enough to keep Candace busy until we can swoop in with assistance.
“I don’t think I need to give you much of a description of the shrew. When every guy’s eyes start to follow a tall blonde, you will know she is there. I don’t know if she will even bother putting on clothes for the occasion,” I supply trying to think of any advice that might be useful. “I am not sure if she would respond better to you playing hard to get, or if falling at her feet is your best bet. I don’t know if I mentioned that she is really into giving her food punishments and has taken it as far as castration. I joke about doing that type of thing, but I don’t doubt for a second that she has, many times, to the same person.”
Every guy at the table cringes and decides they have had enough to eat. “I will keep that in mind. How exactly do we want this to work? I don’t doubt my charms will get her to pick me, so I can get her out of the bar and from there you need to tell me what you want.”
 “I think it would be preferable that she actually takes you home with her, right?” Alex asks looking to me for further ideas.
“We need her to lead us to Sebby. If Demon Boy shows up like he says he will, he might be able to make her see sense, but I don't trust that he will be there when we need him. Part of me would prefer him not making an appearance. Like you mentioned, there was something a little off about him when we parted ways last night and I worry about that. It is obvious that Candace is someone he knows intimately and I don't know where his mind will be if I go to kill her.”
“I am all for doing this on our own, but I doubt the demon would get in your way if she was going in for the kill. He wants you bad, Nyx. You got the way Alex and Sebastian pine after you, which is totally normal given that they are your mates. Then you got him that wants to impregnate you anyway possible. The dude knew you were an angel and he still wanted to get busy with you. There is something wrong with that picture,” Walt suggests.
“I say we deal with him if he makes an appearance. I am sure I have said it a hundred times in the last day, but I want my Sebby back now. Are you guys ready to roll?”
I push my chair back and stand up. I haven't loaded up with the freeze balls, yet, so I make my way to the coffee table where they were left last night. I put two in my holster and then force Will to take the rest. I haven't seen him in action and I want to give him a little extra protection. I think that is it. Now, it is time to find me a succubus to slay, since my dragon slaying days look to be over before they began.
 



Chapter 19
A plan in motion stays in motion
 
“When this is over, I am getting a new Suburban,” I say as I climb into Alex's Camaro. We have Will and Smitty riding in the backseat. “We don't travel as a whole group often, but this three car thing is a little bit silly. We look like a funeral procession.” 
The fact that all of the vehicles are black doesn't help matters and the only other vehicle that Clyde fits nicely into is the Jeep. It is one of those Wrangler models, so with him only three other people fit and it is a tight fit with his big butt.
“At least I have a butt. You got nothing back there but a pancake to sit on.” Clyde says letting me know that he is listening like usual.
I ignore him and take out my phone. I am really looking forward to this conversation. I punch in my dad’s number and wait for him to answer.
“There’s my little angel,” he says in way of greeting when he picks up. “I am happy to find out I can finally call you that and mean it.”
“Gabe mentioned you wouldn’t have been able to tell me no matter how much you wanted to. I guess I can forgive you for stringing me along these last few months.” Alex has started the car and is pulling out to get us moving.
“After I found out about you, I started looking into what your mother could have been that would have actually allowed us to create you. It wasn’t easy to figure out because angel wasn’t even in the same stratosphere as my brain. One of them was kind enough to visit me one night and fill me in on most of the details. Without him, I would still be in the dark.”
“It sounds like a lot of people have been getting visits from the golden winged guys. Do you know anything more about my mother? The guy I talked to didn’t seem to like her very much and I didn’t have enough time to do a proper interrogation.”
“She said her name was Lucy, but that is all I really know. I haven’t been able to find her, but since I assume she knew what she was doing when she seduced me, I have been trying to keep you away from her. I don’t know why she didn’t raise you. That has been confusing me to no end.”
“It doesn’t really matter. I am supposed to go through some strange process of trials and I guess at the end of them I get my halo or something. You didn’t happen to hear anything about what I have to do, did you?” I ask. 
We are already almost to the bar, so this is really going to have to be a short talk. I am sure there are all sorts of questions that I should be asking, but it isn’t the best time for me to get into a long conversation.
“So far, no. Now that you have mentioned them, I can try to look into what exactly will happen on your birthday. I have found out enough information that I know your life will be changing. Thankfully, we still have some time to fully get you adjusted. I am thinking if we just align your lumbar region a little to the left, things will be good to go.”
“And Alex wonders where I get my sense of humor. I am sorry this is going to have to be a short call, but duty calls.” I really do wish I could spend some more time talking things out. I think I may have had that same thought about two minutes ago, but it just goes to prove my mind is too focused on my task.
We are still a few blocks away from Gulliver, which I really wish had an apostrophe and a S on the end. It just seems odd without it there. Alex has pulled the car over so it is time for action.
“You take care of your business and we will talk when you get back home. I don't think we will have any secrets between us after this.”
“Only the secret location of where you are hiding out,” I say and smile knowing there will always be something between us. It is kind of like a game for us. Daddy has something I want to know and he spends as much time during our conversations avoiding any and all questions I try to ask about the subject. “Love ya, Daddy.”
“Love you, too.” 
I hang up and put my phone in my pocket. “We need to let Jake have one of the vehicles to himself. It can't be the Jeep since they have Clyde, so someone is going to have to either cram in the backseat with Will and Smitty or tie themselves to the bumper of the Jeep.”
With us all parked along the side of the street in a nice row, everyone is able to hear what I am saying. It reminds me that I am going to have to start testing Will to see if his senses are improving yet. It hasn't been that long and he has said the fangs haven't even appeared, so I am not hopeful that he would be able to hear me a block away like everyone else.
“I am the smallest. It only makes sense that I try to squeeze in the car with you guys. There is no way I am letting Clyde sit on my lap,” Dante says and I hear doors opening and closing. The slams are followed by a knock on my window.
I open the door and step out letting him in. At least it isn't Walt or Jonas trying to fit back there with two other people. It may be uncomfortable with the three that are cramming in, but it won't be painful.
“Okay, Jake, go pick yourself up a she demon. We will move into places we can observe from after you have established yourself as a loner. I figure fifteen minutes should be long enough for the girls to be all over you,” I tell him.
“Funny. I was thinking maybe two minutes. I will try to prolong their desires so you don't miss anything fun,” Jake responds and then drives off. 
The car stays quiet exactly three seconds before Will opens his mouth. “While we are waiting to get in position, I have to ask, how often do you have to do things like this? I know that you are a P.I., but since I have known you, you seem to be moving from one crisis to another. How do you even get a chance to sleep at night?”
I don't feel like mentioning that I have spent way too much time unconscious lately for reasons not of my own doing. I hope to be able to ease him into that part of my life. I am not even going to pretend that I won't find myself laid out from blood loss again in, most likely, the near future. 
“I work hard all night and by morning I have no problem getting my head to meet a pillow. I don't let what I do for a living dictate my sleeping habits. Well, at least most of the time I don't. You have lived a sheltered life as a human, but I have seen all the things wrong in this world and I don't have a problem taking them on as I can.”
“And now you have found out you are going to be an angel. Are angels really like what I have read about in the Bible? I haven't been a firm believer in the greater power out there, but it was mostly just from lack of proof.” Will has a lot to learn as far as going out on missions with me goes. I am going to have to sign him and Phee up for classes on when words should be avoided.
“On that subject, I know as much as you do. Angels exist. That has always been a given for me because demons are out there. You cannot have the good without the bad. The world would be utter chaos if either of the forces were totally in control. Who exactly the angels answer to, I cannot say. I haven't met the person, but they sure must have a lot of power to be in control,” I reply. “Maybe after I am done with this ascension thing, I will be able to fill you in on all the good stuff.”
“Can we save the theology talk for later? It isn't a subject I am comfortable with,” Dante says from his place in the backseat.
“We need to get moving anyway. Leaving Jake alone for too long is probably not a good idea. Plus, if Ben shows up, he may screw up our plan,” Alex says starting the car and leaving before anyone has a chance to agree.
I didn't really think about what would happen if Ben, or anyone that knows Jake, decided to stop and have a long conversation while Jake was waiting for Candace. That could really be a mess.
Alex picks a spot in the Gulliver parking lot that is about as far away from Jake's Caddy as possible. Jonas follows suit with the Jeep.
When the engine turns off, I start to focus my hearing towards the bar to see if I can hear anything. We were far enough away before that trying to tune in would have been a headache of way too many conversations at once.
I can pick up a lot of conversations, but so far nothing from Jake. The Caddy is still here, so he should still be inside. We are parked in a position where I can see the front door. If Candace hasn't showed up already, I will be able to watch her enter. It would be nice if it were me sitting in the bar waiting for her right now. My hand has been itching to slap her for a couple of days now. 
I know she isn't going to be as strong of a demon as Ben; I do worry about little tricks she may have and just how well the charms the guys are wearing will work against them. Her thrall should be neutralized, but Ben can do things like freeze people and who knows what else. He can make things just show up and I doubt a little necklace could stop that from happening.
Everything I have read indicates the she demon should just have extra abilities to draw sexual partners in and I hope the person that wrote The Big Book of Succubi wasn't a succubus trying to deceive the rest of the world. The book doesn't really exist; I was making it up in case anyone was curious.
“That her?” Alex asks bringing me out of my jumbled thoughts.
I had just been thinking about how great it was to be able to see the door and I am not even paying attention. Bad Nyx. Alex has seen Candace in my mind, so he shouldn't have to ask. I think he was only doing it because of my lack of focus. The woman he points out is the one I remember. Today she is wearing skintight red leather from head to toe. I am guessing demons don’t have to breathe because it would be an impossible task in something like that.
“Affirmative. It is a little strange that I haven't heard lover boy at all. I would have thought he would be establishing himself as a customer and ordering drinks at least.”
I pick up Jonas laughing from the other vehicle. “Oh Princess. You are lucky you didn't figure out what noises coming from the bar were being made by him. I would say he didn't have any issues establishing himself. I have heard the sounds enough to know when he picked out a girl and met her in the bathroom for a quickie. Smelling of sex might be a good idea. It will let her know he is virile. That should be something she looks for in a guy.”
That news is not surprising at all and I concur that it is a great thing I cannot pick out the sounds of Jake having monkey sex in the bathroom amid all of the other noises. If I ever am able to pick out his grunts and other weird noises that happen during the act, I think I might have to kill myself.
We sit quietly waiting for anything to happen. I am not great at this part, but I trust Jake won’t keep us waiting long.
“Don’t even bother,” I hear the female voice I am waiting to hear say. That doesn’t sound good. “I am too much of a woman for you?”
“Doubtful, but I am sure you are more of a bitch than what I was hoping to find tonight,” an unknown male voice replies. I am pretty sure he is replying to her. The voice is from the same general distance, but there might be fifty guys gathered around her by now.
“You are lucky you are such a weak paranorm or you would be finding out how big of a bitch I really am.”
“Is there are problem here?” I hear Jake ask.
“Hmm. I think things are looking better. Why don’t you have a seat?” Candace says. Jake didn’t seem to have a problem picking her out. Maybe taking care of business in the bathroom cleaned the cobwebs out of his brain. 
“I haven’t seen you in here before, are you new to town?” Small talk. Blagh. 
“You could say that. Are you offering to show me around?”
“I have a place I would love to show you, but I have a friend visiting and I don’t think he would like to listen to me making you scream.”  I guess the small talk is over. Sadly, the sex talk is starting. I don’t think I win listening to either.
“Are you sure you can live up to that promise? I can be difficult to please.” I highly doubt that. She just has to get a guy in her thrall and she is ensured a good time.
“I come with a money back guarantee. No one has ever left my bed dissatisfied.”
“Very bold words. I know you’ve already given some girl in here a tumble. It is making you smell delicious. You think you would be able to go again so soon?”
“My stamina is legendary. You got a place close by we can experiment with it?”
“You don’t think the bathroom will work, isn’t that where you took your appetizer?”
“Sure. I just thought you might be a little bit classier than that. If you are game, I have a stall already picked out.”
“You are so cute. Let’s just go back to my place. You promised to make me scream and I am a bit of a screecher to begin with so privacy would work better.”
The conversation comes to an end. It only lasted about five minutes. I have never tried to pick someone up at a bar, but I would think there would be a little bit more to it. Don’t you want to do a little more research on a potential sexual partner? 
I see Jake and Candace walk out of the bar with her draped around him and she is nibbling at his neck. I almost thought that a visual would have made the sitting around waiting for action less boring, but I don't think I would have been happy seeing just how well their conversation was playing out.
They walk over to a small black convertible that Candace hops in. Jake follows suit and she quickly starts the engine and peels out of the parking lot. She must be a little hungry to be in such a hurry. Alex waits a couple of seconds and then he sets off after her. The chase is on.



Chapter 20
It isn't a fight unless the clones show up
 
The chase only ends up lasting a few blocks. Candace doesn't like to go far for her food. We slow down a little to watch them get out and go into a two-story home. Alex circles the block and parks in front of a house a few lots down. I cannot tell if Sebastian is close, but he mentioned there was some kind of spell or magic trick that kept him in the room he was stuck in and that could also keep me from using all of my senses. If he would just drop his wall, this search and rescue business would be a lot easier.
“I haven't caught your name my little wolf. It would be nice to know what to yell when things start feeling good.” There is no slowing down the hungry succubus. 
“I will be sure to tell you it once you tell me why you just grabbed that knife. I can tell you right now, pain isn't going to be involved in this little romp,” Jake replies. Not good. It is time to move in. I open my door and draw my gun. If I need to break doors down, it is more likely to assist than a knife. I have enough huge guys around that they can probably complete the task for me, but they are running a little slow.
“I don't think you have a choice.” I hear Jake scream and pick up my pace. Okay, maybe he didn't scream and it was more of a quiet groan, but it did indicate he was in pain. “Who is about to come in here after you? I know they followed us from the bar.”
“Eat shit, you freaking psycho. Stabbing me is just going to bring yourself more pain.”
Great. We have a guy wounded. I don't bother with the gun or getting someone bigger to take care of the door. I just bulldoze right through it. Without knowing what kind of knife was used I am really worried about Jake's welfare.
“Oh don't be so dramatic,” Candace says as I halt my progress and find her and Jake in the living room of the house. A quick visual check on Jake shows him bleeding from his forearm and no knife sticking out of him. He shouldn't have a problem recovering from that. He is sitting on a couch and she is in a chair next to it. “As you have ascertained, he will be fine. You, however, probably won't be. If I were placing bets, I would guess you are Nyx. I found out your name today and I was going to swing by your place to check you out. You are so thoughtful for saving me the trip. Now, I can just kill you in front of Sebastian and watch the pain in his eyes as you die.”
“Keep dreaming, Candace. The only person dying here today will be you,” I tell her and feel the air change as the rest of my crew gathers behind me. This many people rushing in at once causes a nice gust. I grab my new knife and put my gun away. As I am doing that, I sneak a Candace no move ball out of the holster. I don't want to totally show my cards just yet. Not that she would particularly know what was in the small packet, but I really want it to be a surprise.
“And just what are you going to do? You are a very sick angel with all of that dog and vampire running through you and you aren't even of age yet. Your powers are strong, but they aren't enough for a full strength demon.” She stands up from her chair and starts walking closer to me. “You know my name, so I can only assume you know what I am. Showing up with this many guys must mean you are all protected against my charms. Too bad. There are a couple of your friends that I wouldn't mind testing out. The wolf hovering at your back would be my first choice.”
“You already had the fun of sampling one of my mates. Even if it was years ago, you aren't getting another opportunity,” I tell her knowing that it is Alex she is talking about. 
“I think you are confused. I am not aware of anything here that will stop me from just killing you and then having a really fun party with the guys before I eventually take out the rest of the garbage.”
I roll the ball in my left hand. I really want to throw it, but I am afraid she will move. I need to get close to her and either hit her with the freeze ball or just knife her. I kind of wish I would have been thinking ahead and brought a paintball gun. The ball looks like it would fit in one and shooting it at her instead of throwing might work a little better.
“Just like when you underestimated the bond between me and Sebastian, you are wrong again.” A quick look of surprise appears on her face. She changes to her nonchalant look so fast I might have missed it.
“You guys have been playing in dream land. I should have thought of that, but I really didn't believe you were that connected even if he claimed you share an unbreakable bond. No matter. Let's not stand around here all day. Odds are looking a little against me, so let's have some fun.”
She waves her hand and Candace clones start appearing. A quick count reveals ten of them and the original.
“Alex, I hope you actually packed a weapon this time,” I whisper and try to focus on the real Candace. She and the clones have started moving around. In this instance, having a large space to fight in is working against me. I tend to prefer big fighting spaces, but when it allows my opponent a chance to confuse me, I am not happy.
“Don't worry. I think the clones are more for distraction than combat tools. We will take care of them and you go after the real prize.” I feel the air current around me charge and then hear a loud growl. I guess his weapon of choice is wolf teeth.
Once his change is complete, the melee begins as he leaps on to the nearest Candace. Jake being the closest and only person behind the real she demon tries to jump on her, but she throws him across the room instead. He hits the wall hard, but bounces back up. One of the clones sees a moment of weakness and starts attacking him.
I figure if I can take care of the real Candace, the clones will stop bothering us. She thinks with the clones causing havoc, which they are, it would be a good time for her to exit the room. At least that is my take on it as she starts inching closer to the door and takes off in a run when she hits the doorway. I look around to make sure the guys can handle the fake demons. Everyone looks to be doing okay.
“We got things here, go get her,” Alex commands as he gets his clone pinned to the floor. Well, if he says so. I take off in a run trying to follow the strongest smell of root beer. She is the second demon I have met and she still doesn't smell like sulfur. I don't think I like the fact that they are different for me.
I follow the smell up a set of stairs and to a closed door. “Candace, why don't you just give yourself up?” I hear many footsteps coming up the stairs and I am a little surprised at the fact that the guys have finished off their fight, but it isn't like I hang around with second fiddles.  
No sounds are coming from the room that I am pretty sure Candace is hiding. I check the knob and I am not zapped by anything. That's a good sign. I turn the handle and find it unlocked. I motion the guys with my free hand to stand back and fling the door open before moving to position myself to the side of the door jam. Nothing comes flying towards me, so I peek around the corner. It looks to be the room I have seen Sebastian kept in on a couple of occasions now. Candace is up against a wall holding him with a knife to his throat. Yup, I would say it is the same room.
I start walking into the room and stop when I get within ten feet of the duo. It is a much larger room than my dreams led me to believe.
“I could have just zapped me and Sebastian out of here, but I think killing him in front of you is the better idea now. Then I can just vacate the building while you mourn over his body.” Demented is too kind of a word for this chick.
I raise my knife up and take a good look at it. I haven't studied it yet and I originally thought it was just like any other blade, but words are swirling around on it. I think they are words, anyway. I don't understand them. I continue to look at the blade and say, “I bet you will be in for a real shock if you thought our bond was surprising. I happen to be in possession of a blade that I was told would kill anything.”
“You are lying. No one gets access to the Panoptic knife. It is just a myth told to lure people to their death in order to find it.” She may say that, but she does look a little worried. Her jitters are causing her to press a little too hard on Sebby's throat and I see a bead of blood make an appearance.
I just need to get him away long enough to throw the magic bag at her and then this can all be over, as long as Hilda didn't add a little something extra to her batch. I cannot actively tell Sebastian to duck because I think she can pick that up as a demon, but I can think about it. If Sebastian is smart, he will figure it out. The idea has been thought, but he isn't dropping. He had better hope she just has an extra tight grip on him and he isn't ignoring my brilliant plan. Yes, him dropping to the floor would be brilliant.
Fine. We will do it the hard way. I start taking steps closer to them. The ball is ready to be thrown, but I try to keep my focus on the knife. I want her to believe that it is the only thing she has to worry about. Alex and the guards stay back and let me do my own thing. 
“I think you are close enough there. I am glad you wanted to get an up close shot of your mate dying.” A second knife appears in her left hand. If she has the ability to conjure stuff up like that, I can think of a lot of places she could have used it to engage me in a real battle. So far, I am finding this whole situation a little boring. Until of course she takes that knife and stabs it into Sebastian's side.
He makes no noise, but that is more than enough to piss me off. I take another quick step and throw my freeze ball at her feet. Sebastian makes a pretty good shield for her and her little toesies are the furthest thing away from his body.
Alex sees the action and hurries over to grab Sebastian out of the she demon's grasp while she is trying to figure out what is going on.
“I cannot move my legs. What have you done?” She tries to lurch forward, but I watch as some pretty pink colors swirl up around her body and hold her in place. The colors stay there showing me the spell is working. That is a nice little addition I am sure Hilda added for effect.
“Sorry, I am pretty sure I already mentioned that you were the only one that was going to be dying today. If I forgot to let you in on that little secret, I cannot really say I feel bad about it. Is he okay?” I ask turning to check on Sebastian. Candace isn't going anywhere at the moment, so I can take a minute to make sure nothing permanent was done.
“Thankfully, she wasn't using the knife you claim to have. Just how in the world did you find it?” Sebastian says from the wall opposite of where Candace is frozen. Alex has him seated and is looking at his stomach.
“You have missed a lot, mate. If you didn't spend so much time blocking me out you would be all caught up,” I say leaning down and taking his face in my hands to give him a nice thorough kiss. It hasn't been that long, but I did really miss it.
I pull back and rub my nose against his before standing back up. “I was only blocking to protect you. I didn't want her going out to find you and bringing back another prisoner.”
“You should know I can handle myself. I am a kick ass paranorm, after all. Finding out that I am part angel only helps matters. I don't know what super powers I will end up getting from that strand of DNA, but I am sure they will be epic.”
“Angel? Really? Are you sure about that, because that wasn't on the list of possibilities?”
“I had a nice short chat with a guy claiming he was one and he had gold wings that matched mine. The annoying one over there also mentioned it when we were introduced,” I say nodding my head in her direction.
“I will say you keep things interesting, love. Why don't we finish up here so we can get home and figure out exactly what that means,” he pushes Alex away a bit and moves to stand up. The process doesn't get very far and he chooses to remain seated. Candace's knife may not have killed him, but he isn't healing instantly like he normally does. He is going to need some tender loving care and I know just the person to give it to him.
First things first, I turn around and walk over to Candace. The pink stuff never made it up and over her head, which is too bad. She can still talk if she wants. Right now, she looks to be busy trying to figure a way out of her predicament. I have a perfect solution for that and I roll the handle of my knife around in my hand ready to use it.
“Buttercup, I thought we agreed to meet at the bar. I showed up and you were nowhere to be seen,” Ben says appearing in his annoying way. Doors people. They were invented for a reason. He takes a look around the room and his eyes focus in on the succubus. “It looks like I have really missed a lot. How in the world did you not only find Candy, but also manage to subdue her. I know quite a few people who have tried and no one has succeeded.”
“Benny, you are here. Thank you Lucifer. This stupid angel freak is trying to kill me. You are stronger than me, do something about her. Then if you would be so kind as to release me, we can have a great time killing her and her stupid friends,” Candace says trying to wriggle out of her hold. It isn't working out too well for her and I am overjoyed by that fact. I hope that Ben notices just how much she likes me.
“Ah. Candy, you aren't supposed to be able to tell her she is an angel. The only way that is even possible is if she received a visitor without telling me. Really, Buttercup? This is where our relationship has ended up. You don't call to tell me that you found out the biggest news of your life. I thought we were closer than that.” I am pretty sure he is the one that just sent us off last night without an explanation on why he was staying behind. If he missed out on the big news, it is his own fault.
“What are you talking about Benjalarico? You cannot honestly be on friendly terms with an angel. Are you serious? Are you making plans to bring her home and introduce her to the Great Ruler? I really want to be there to witness that one. She needs to be taken care of. Something like her shouldn’t be allowed to fully mature. It cannot be long until she comes into her full powers. If that happens, we won’t be able to stop her.” 
It seems like these two are fine running their own conversation. I cannot say I am thrilled to hear Candace’s side of it, but I am a little bored from not even getting a good fight in and they are somewhat amusing. If I didn't need to stick around to make sure the succubus doesn't leave the room, I would gather my gang and head out. 
“Candy, I would say we can discuss this further later, but sweetheart, you finally messed with the wrong girl's boyfriend. I don't know Nyx's plans for you and I don't know that I will be able to help you out of this,” Ben says as he walks over and gives her a kiss on her forehead. The look in her eyes indicates Ben wouldn’t be living if she could shoot fire from them.
“What the fuck is going on here? She has the Panoptic knife and is fixing on killing me dead with it. Dead, Benny. As in never being able to play naughty prisoner to your big, bad prison warden ever again. You aren’t just going to stand by and let her get away with this. We have something special.” At least she believes me about the knife now. I didn't need to hear about their make believe prison games.
“You are something very special and a real gem to our kind, but sadly I cannot go against what Nyx wants. I need her to be kept happy. Buttercup, is there any way you would be willing to let her go?” he asks. 
I look over at him and I don’t feel the need to even answer that question. I am lucky that my people didn’t take any more damage and he wants to know if I feel like sparing her life. She needs to pay for those stab wounds and for causing me a day of grief.
“Even if I attempted to call in my favor? I do understand where you are coming from in this situation, but she is one of my underlings, so I have to at least make an attempt to save her. I wouldn’t be a good leader otherwise.”
“If you called in the favor, I would have to ask for the second alternative and I would pick the alternative even if it was stripping down naked right here and letting you poke me with your love stick. I don’t think I can let her walk out the door. She is a menace and the fact that you think she is a gem has me thinking about taking you out at the same time.”
“That’s what I get for not thinking before I speak. I was trying to comfort her because I know how you are and I know how this is going to end for her. Demons aren't really familiar with death. We cause it, but we don't tend to experience it, so I can imagine the turmoil going on in her head right now,” Ben answers and moves away from Candace. “I should probably leave the room for this. Even if you don’t believe it, I do have a heart.”
“We have known each other for a while now, and I cannot believe you do the things she does. Before you go, I would like to know if you do the same kinds of things. Is torturing and killing innocent people the way all demons get off?”
“Oh Buttercup, there are some questions that you really don’t want to know the answers to. I am a reaper demon and I work very hard to convince people that they should sell me their souls. Granted, I give them something in return for their troubles, but it is essentially my job to corrupt the innocent.”
“Nowhere in that description did I hear you say you cut their body parts off to see if they will regrow on a whim. You didn’t say anything about using your powers to make them believe they are having a good time while you shoved your fist up their back holes.” I haven’t had that last part confirmed as something Candace has done, but it actually sounds mild for her. A broken wine bottle would probably be more up her alley.
“You are right. When I engage in that type of fun, I restrict my partners to other demons. Demons are a different breed than the good guys you are used to hanging out with. I know you don’t forgive easily when those around you are wronged, but I really wish you didn’t feel the need to try a permanent solution to your aggravation.”
My knife is weighing heavy in my hand. I really see no problem with killing Candace even if Ben has received an influx of estrogen. I look over to Sebastian wanting to verify this is his desire. It is mostly the crimes against him that Candace is being tried for.
“I won’t bother trying to keep the conversation just between us. We all know the demons would hear what we say. I am tired of looking over my shoulder. It took her years to come up with this plan and I won’t let her go off to make new plans that may affect you. I think me resisting her is going to pale in comparison to what you accomplished here today, love.”
Good. We are in agreement. “You better step out, Ben. You know I have to protect Sebastian. I don't even have a choice in the matter.”
“We had some great times, Candy. I am really sorry things ended like this.” He blows her a kiss and then starts walking as if he is leaving. Holy cow, it looks like he is actually going to attempt to use a door. The world must be coming to an end. I will have to alert the media later though because vengeance is knocking on the door and I am here to welcome it with open arms.



Chapter 21
Surprises attack from every corner
 
“Well, well, well, what do we have here? My favorite reaper demon hanging out with my newest mark. I find that quite amusing. Ben, have you been keeping secrets from me?” a blonde woman says appearing in the room in my general line of vision. Just what I don't need, another blonde that I am sure is going to start causing trouble. Not only that, but another person just popping in here does not make me happy.
“Of course not, your evilness. I mentioned Nyx to you before. Well, maybe I didn't say her name, but I did mention I thought I had found someone special,” Ben says bowing his head to the waif of a woman. His exit out of the room and my movements towards killing Candace are drawn to a halt by the arrival of the newcomer.
Aside from her blonde hair, she looks to be about my height and like she has spent her whole life in a shadow bubble. Her skin is so pale I can see bluish purple blood moving just below the surface. It is really nasty, in my opinion. I guess it lets her know she is alive, but I wouldn’t want to have to stare at it all day.
“What do you mean you mentioned me? I thought you said you were keeping me a secret,” I say a little ticked off that Ben would rat me out to another demon. I thought we had some kind of understanding. Even if he didn't mention my name, telling another demon about someone “special” is like waving a red flag in front of their face. This development is not helping my already sour mood.
“I did keep you a secret. I didn't go into great detail, but when Lucy asks you a direct question, if you are a demon, you have to answer,” he says giving me a pleading look with his eyes. I think he knows that I feel a bit betrayed by him.
“I guess I should have made him be more specific. He mentioned finding a girl that was the answer to all of his problems. Knowing what his particular problems are, I should have figured it out. I would have found you weeks ago if I had. I have only spent the last twenty-three years searching for you. I didn't imagine you getting marked as a reaper would be what brought us together.”
“Have you been smoking something, crazy lady? What the fuck are you talking about?” I am in the middle of trying to kill a succubus. I really don't have the time for this. I glance over to make sure said succubus is still pinned against the wall. Good. She is. Now I just have to figure out why all the women I have met lately appear to be on drugs.
“Nyx, that isn't exactly the best way to talk to the Great Ruler of Hell. She gets a little ticked off at that tone,” Ben says quietly trying to warn me.
“What do you mean 'Great Ruler of Hell'? She is a she.”
“Yes, I am. That is why most people that know me go with Lucy instead of Lucifer. I got the short straw the day they picked out my name. I tend to blame that poor choice for my eventual downfall from Upstairs. I am still trying to figure out how you have been kept hidden from me. I have had people out looking for you since you were stolen from me before your birth. I have to assume my former brethren had a hand in it. I don't believe your father could have figured things out, or had the power to do such a great job of cloaking.” She takes a good look at me and smiles as warmly as I assume the Mistress of Hell is able. She stops at my stomach and says, “You turned out well. Not quite twenty-three and you are already carrying the first of a new race. I bet those first month pregnancy hormones are really kicking in.”
I look down at my stomach and then back up at her. I can connect the dots as good as anyone else and I do not like where they are leading me. “You have got to be kidding me. That is impossible, both the fact that you are my mother and that I am carrying anything in my stomach.” I don’t care if my dad said my mum’s name was Lucy. This isn’t computing.
“Really? You haven't slept with any of the gentlemen in this room. I am guessing it is one of the vampires' spawn since no one else has picked up on it. They rarely procreate; I doubt they realize it when their seed has been implanted. Rest assured, you are a good month along and your little girl is very healthy.”
I glance over at Sebastian and I can imagine my shocked expression matches his. His eyes are glued to my stomach as if he is trying to see the baby that is supposedly growing inside. He is the only one that I have done the full tango with, but Ben assured me that birth control was in place at the time. I look back over at the demon to start pointing fingers.
“I swear, Nyx, you should have been sterile. There was no trick on my part. Your people even confirmed that you were more vampy for that stretch of days,” Ben says pleading with me to believe him. He seems to be doing a lot of that.
“That's funny, Benjalarico. The demon that wants to have a baby more than anything giving the only person on this planet able to give him that child a contraceptive. I am guessing you weren't aware of her being my offspring at the time. You might have realized she isn't barren, even as a vampire,” the psycho claiming to be my mother says.
“'At the time'?” That sounds to me like he was aware of exactly who my “mother” was before this little meeting. I don’t care if you want me to find out my heritage on my own, if you know my mother is the leader of Hell, that is something you need to share.
“I have only known for sure for two weeks. We haven't exactly been hanging out during that time frame and I was trying not to lead her right to you. I knew the information would upset you and I wanted to give it to you gradually,” Ben says again back peddling faster than a toddler on a tricycle that just past the street with the ice cream man.
“What a naughty demon. Not only were you keeping things from both of us, but you also were keeping a mother away from her long lost child. It is really a shame,” Lucy says shaking her head. 
“Not really. I don't know anyone that would want to admit their mother was Lucifer. I can imagine all of the kids at school would have laughed at me when you came to pick me up.” 
“And just what school was that? Without all your good genes activated, you could have passed for a human. Is that how the angels hid you from me?” she asks moving closer to me. I take a step back not wanting her to be within arm’s reach. I wonder if my pretty new knife will work on her. The world would have to be a better place without Lucifer trying to corrupt everyone.
“No, I was raised in the Collective. Back to this whole you being the missing link to my genome, I appear to be part werewolf, which I get from my father, part vampire, and part angel, if recent news is to be believed. Where exactly does the Great Ruler of Hell fit into that cocktail?” I ask needing just a bit more clarification.
“I would be the angel part. I may be of the Fallen variety, but I still share their blood. The vampire, I injected in a little bit into your development. I carried you briefly inside of me, but then put your essence into an egg I could do a few experiments on without having to give myself any nasty shots. You being outside of me is how you were stolen. They wouldn't have been able to get a hold of you if I carried you to term.”
The experiment part of her description has me more than worried. I think I am already messed up enough.
“Jonas, I have to ask,” I say remembering he claimed to have seen her before. Sadly, his previous description sounds true.
“Princess, I really hate to confirm this for you, but yes,” he says nodding.
“Great. I am the spawn of Satan. Why don't you guys just kill me now,” I say feeling a little melodramatic. I will blame it on the pretend pregnancy hormones because I still do not believe that little fairy tale. I should know if I am pregnant, shouldn't I? At least if I haven't picked up on it, one of the other paranorms around me should have picked up something.
“Still don't think there is a little one, do you?” my “mother” asks. “Let me show you.” 
Before I can step away, she grabs my arm. Dang it, she is fast. My vision changes as she places her hand over my stomach. I start to see a lot of red as if I am traveling through a tunnel leading to the red light district. At the end of the journey, things start to clear up and I see a cocoon. It is transparent and within it lays the tiniest little baby. 
It doesn't look real. It almost looks like something made out of clay. I look closer and I can count the little fingers and toes. She is facing towards me, without a lick of hair, but she is a little miniature me and Sebby. I don’t think the world contains a more perfect little being. Seeing her snaps something in place in my brain, I don’t know what it is, but the world seems a little bit different. The sight could be just a trick. I instinctively believe it though. For some reason, I can now feel her in my belly. They always say seeing is believing, I guess it is true.
“I am going to be a mommy,” I say as Lucy releases me. “You are going to be a daddy.” I turn to look at Sebastian and see that he is crying, but he smiles when he sees me looking. He can be a tad bit too emotional at times. The fact that I was able to tell him he was going to be a daddy solidifies things even more in my mind. It has been a proven fact that I cannot lie to him because of our bond. Reconnecting with the new bond didn't change that reality.
“I am glad to hear awe and not horror in your voice, love. We have a lot of plans to make.”
“Yes, she is only about a month old and she is already so big. Just how long do you think it will take her to develop to full term?” I ask marveling at the idea. I guess now that the baby actually exists for me, my prior denial of ever wanting one has disappeared. I don't even try to understand how my brain works sometimes.
“Vampires don’t have children, so I have no idea,” he replies. He is probably already thinking of books he can go read to find more information out about what we can expect with little Peanut. I doubt he will find one that covers exactly what the tiny baby really is. I don't even know exactly what she is and the little bugger is growing inside of me.
“She is about half done cooking, I would say,” Lucy offers. “You guys would have figured it out within a couple of days. I think her heart should start beating by then. We could speed things along for you and have things done in a week if you want, but I think you should enjoy this first child. She will be squawking and keeping you up at all hours soon enough. Well, I am not great with all the love I feel floating around the room, so I will bid everyone adieu. You can expect to see me soon, though, daughter.” She blows me a kiss and then disappears.
“I guess I wasn’t that far off about you being a unicorn,” Jonas says before anyone else can speak. “Princess to Hell is pretty close.”
“No, you weren’t far off,” Alex replies coming to take my hand and makes me face him. “You okay? That was kind of a lot to take in.” My whole life has been a lot to take in recently. I am an angel/werewolf/vampire carrying a vampire’s child and who knows what species the baby will end up being.
“I should be asking you that. You just found out I was carrying Sebastian’s baby, when you are the one that has wanted one from the day you first saw me. That has got to be a little weird for you.”
“I am hoping Sebastian doesn’t mind us all raising the baby together. I was thinking her having two dads and tons of uncles wouldn’t be too strange in this day and age. It should keep all the riffraff boys away, at least.”
“I like that idea,” Sebastian says joining us and squishing us together for a group hug. Pain from a stomach wound is nothing compared to the feelings he must have at finding out he is going to be a father.
“I really do love you guys, but we do have a little unfinished business to take care of,” I say trying to break free, but they hold on for another second. I lightly step on both of their toes and they finally let loose. Okay, maybe I stomped, but with the new delicate position I am in, stomping is very unladylike.
“You are going to have to get used to our touches soon. I don’t know how your belly isn’t showing, but we are going to want to touch a whole bunch,” Alex says as he steps away.
That is one of the many aspects of pregnancy that was in the negative column on my pro/con list. It will be something to bring up for discussion later.
“With the developments that happened in this room, I don’t want to kill anyone in front of my child. I know I have technically already done it more than once, but I didn’t know Peanut existed. That being said, I am hesitant to just let you go, Candace.” Hesitant isn’t the right word. I am pretty sure I have lost my mind. Why would I even think of letting her go?
“You’re the fucking heir to the big golden throne in Hell. You think I can kill you now? Your mother would skewer me,” she replies with a face full of hate.
I walk over to her and smack her across the face. “Watch your mouth. I don’t know if Peanut can hear, but if she can, I don’t want her hearing your filth. Ben, do you mind taking her away to some deep, dark corner so she can think about what she has done? If you can keep her there for a while, I would appreciate it. I doubt I will be pregnant forever and I may want to continue this conversation just as soon as I deliver.”
“Sure thing, Buttercup. I will make sure she doesn’t bother you again,” he answers and moves to take her away.
“I am still not happy with you. Telling Lucifer that I existed was not cool. Don’t get me started on the fact that you knew my mother was your Great Ruler,” I scold.
“I’m sorry. I didn’t have a choice, but I promise I will make it up to you. Just wait and see,” he says and zaps him and Candace out of the room.
Thankfully, his betrayal wasn’t as bad as it could have been. I guess Hilda was right about something. If my mother had put two and two together on her own, we might have met under very different circumstances. I have been worried that if we ever met, she would try to snatch me like everyone that I talk to assumes. I am not sure why she didn’t, but I will have to have my guard up for her unexpected visits that I see in my future.
Right now, I just want to get home and start figuring out where we are going to put the nursery. I am really going to be a mom. I still cannot get over that fact, or the part about me being happy about it. It must be the pregnancy hormones. Yeah, that’s my story. 
 
 
THE END
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