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FOREWORD
Welcome to the Veil
What is the Veil you ask?
The Veil is the shroud after death. The shadows between cracks. It’s the fog above the ocean and the chill that tingles down your spine at night. It’s the space between you and your heart. Those who were born from the Veil are of made-up myth and legend, their Lore eternal.
I welcome you to the cities that anchor this place of magic and myth where our heroes and heroines are to meet.
I hope you fall in love with them as much as I’ve fallen in love with them.
Love,
Ivy Harper



I wrote this high off caffeine and rage…Enjoy!
Ivy



PROLOGUE



GUILTY



YEAR 2021
“C astian Napier, you’ve been accused of murdering innocent women to research into the unknown arts. How do you plead?”
“Guilty,” his lawyer answered solemnly.
Castian’s mouth was gagged. Even if he wanted to shout out his innocence, he couldn’t. He stared up at the high elders in horror. They appeared like vengeful angels to him, their expression showing their contempt.
He wanted to run away from this nightmare before him, but his hands and legs were tied together by the hard-spelled iron chains. From where he was kneeling, he searched the room for anyone or anything that could save him.
The loud bang of the gavel hitting the podium startled him. His gaze once more at the elders above. Their faces appeared like caricatures of evil politicians he’d seen in the newspaper. He squeezed his eyes shut, against the morbid sight. A cold sweat building on his back.
Surely, this was all a dream he thought to himself.
Surely, someone would wake him up and tell him that everything was just a cruel joke by the sandman.
He was a Napier.
A person whose very existence was a blessing to those who saw him. The heir to one of the strongest warlock families of the beau monde.
He trembled as he looked away from the elders to the people who he’d once called family. His father peered down on him from the seats above. His blue eyes void of any emotion. His golden hair brushed back from a face all to like his own.
He raised his hands. The rattle of the chains stopped him short. The sound of them reasserting the reality of his situation.
This was happening.
The pressure on his chest increased. The palm of his hands grew sweaty as he glimpsed the rubbed raw flesh of his wrist. The ivory handcuffs bit into his flesh and with every move he made they stirred up a knifelike painful sensation.
Castian thought back to a time when he’d sat above with an expression of disdain for those who’d been dragged before the council. The men and women he’d mocked as they pleaded for their lives before they were dragged off by the blue jays. Feeling secure in his place above those lesser than him.
An untouchable from the warlock families, graced with handsome features, wealth and power. There was nothing that could ruin his path in life, but the wheel of fortune turned for everyone.
“This court finds you guilty. You will be banished to the darkest hole known to Veil City. Where not even light dares to intrude. You are sentenced to spend eternity in the bowels.” The heavy sentence sucked all the warmth out of the room.
Castian made a pathetic attempt to break his bonds. Despair flooding his mind and erasing his commonsense.
Legolas, an elder who’d shared a meal with him at one time, peered down at him with a sneer.
“Control the criminal,” he ordered.
Castian felt his entire body jolt as electricity shot through him. Curling forward he pressed his forehead into the ground, tears ran from his eyes and coated the floor beneath him.
“Kill them.”
A soft voice whispered, he stiffened as he felt long, curling black finger stroking his chin. “Take their heads and hearts. It would be so easy. Use me.”
Those long fingers grasped his chin and forced his head up, to meet empty eye sockets. The speaker remained unseen by the others. Unfortunately for Castian, he could see him all too clearly. The creature’s large horns pointed towards the ceiling and his large leather like wings that flapped slowly. Blocking out the light from the chandeliers overhead.
“Command me and I can make this all go away,” he crooned.
Castian knew better. This thing before him had a name, a name he didn’t even dare to say aloud. A demon whose greatest joy was the misery of others. The very crime he’d been accused of, was a crime he bore alone.
“May the gods have mercy on your soul,” Legolas said as he stood up, followed by the others who sat on either side of him. Their expressions similar in both pity and revulsion.
He no longer had a soul. 
There was no mercy for a man like him, damned to play vessel to a demon.
Hands roughly grabbed him up and dragged him away from the podium. He felt the rage and despair mix until it morphed into a sort of madness. He found himself grinning as a short maniacal laughter escaped from between his lips. He would get out of the bowels no matter what and he’d ensure that those who’d caused his imprisonment would feel his wrath.
“We can kill them together.”
Castian closed his eyes, forsaking the teachings of his family and letting the demon bind them together tighter. After all, he was already a monster in the eyes of the public. It wouldn’t hurt becoming more of one. Then again, how could he be damned a monster when he was born and raised in Veil City, a place full of them.
The home to all beings that went bumped in the night.









           FREEDOM           

9 YEARS LATER



CASTIAN
T he gates opened and the smell of death emanated.
Castian fingers curled as he listened to the blue jays cane hitting against the stone walls. He tilted his head to the right, letting the screams of the other prisoners cut through the noise in his own head. The darkness of his cell was something he’d grown accustomed to over time.
“There is someone who wants to see you.” The voice of the blue jay felt like it came from all around him. Lifting his chin slightly, Castian kept his eyes closed and asked. “Is there?” His voice was rough after little use.
There weren’t a lot of people he could talk to in the bowels. No one here was up for much talking when the only thing they could talk about was their past. And that only angered them. Currently, the only reason it was so noisy was because of the presence of the blue jay standing in front of him. None of those who called the bowels home wanted to be reminded of the place beyond the shroud of black that surrounded them.
 “Yes, the rat of the council somehow got permission to release bowel filth back into the population.” The blue jays voice rang with disgust, he clearly didn’t agree with the council’s decision.
“Kill him.”
Castian ignored the command, as he’d done a thousand times before.
“Why are you telling me this,” he asked out of curiosity.
The Bowels offered little excitement; he’d been drowning in boredom since he’d been dragged here. No matter how he tried, he couldn’t think of a way to escape this place he’d been imprisoned in. He only knew time passed when the guards brought food, and even then night could be day and day could be night.
He sighed, “Did someone send you?”
The guard scoffed, “No, I wanted to be the first to tell you that your time is running out.”
“Kill him.”
“Murder him.”
“Take his head and heart.”
The screams grew louder and Castian finally opened his eyes. The blue jay’s body filled his view, but like always the faces of others were nothing more than melted masses of flesh. When he’d realized his vision had been altered he’d panicked but then he’d learned soon enough that the criminals that were truly guilty appeared like monsters to him. The ones who he saw as humans had no sins on their soul. Only those who carried sin were marked with the monstrosity of melted flesh.
He smirked; he’d avoided seeing his own face afraid of what he would find there. Was he also nothing more than layers of flesh and bubbling wounds?
The banging noise grew louder. “Did you hear me? You’re not going anywhere; you’re going to be dragged before the elders and strung up.”
The blue jay released a laugh holding gross levels of glee. “Come, tell me, have you ever seen a magic person die by the rope? It’s beautiful as they hang there swinging as hot spikes are slammed into their bodies—” The blue jay’s voice was cut short, as he made a gurgling sound. Castian stood, his body appearing like a wisp in the dark of his jail cell.
“I’ve seen someone hanged before,” he freely admitted as he walked towards the small opening of the jail door. The blue jay’s throat was currently wrapped in the twisting bars that had once blocked his view, though he couldn’t remove the nails and locks due to the anti-magic barrier. Castian had long learned what he could do within the bounds of prison. “Their eyes first bug out, a lot like yours are now.”
He entered the single stream of light that came from the torch hanging up near his door. His brown hair disheveled, and his eyes empty he observed the red-faced blue jay. “And they struggle, a lot like you’re doing now.”
Castian leaned forward, observing the guard scratching at his throat. “I’m interested in knowing what pressure will allow just enough air in.” The man gasped as the bar grew slack but then nearly screamed as they tightened once more. He kicked against the door. “And what pressure will cut it off instantly? Do you mind being my puzzle?” he asked softly.
“Castian?” another person called out.
He didn’t turn away from the struggling guard when he answered, “Yes?”
“I’m here with your offer of freedom.”
Immediately the bars relaxed, and with a gasp the guard hit the ground taking in lungfuls of air even as he retched. Looking down at him coldly, Castian said, “That’s not going to get cleaned up in a long while.”
Turning his empty gaze towards the voice, he was greeted by the sight of a slight male. The other’s ash colored hair reached past his shoulder and his golden eyes cut through the gloom of the stone hallway as the ears above his head twitched.
“A chance at freedom?” Castian flashed his teeth at the male. “Sound interesting?”









           A BIT OF A TOIL           




CASTIAN
C astian kept to the shadows as he walked along the hallway of the Shade. Entering the club hadn’t been an issue for him. He was accustomed to playing Sleuth to the jackals, keeping his pose loose and smiling, barely anyone would notice the sparkle of madness in his eyes or the blood lust that spilled off him in low waves.
The minute he’d heard that a Napier was having a meeting here, he’d quickly volunteered himself to try and catch the Asher fellow who’d hired the chalk-using warlock to create an illusion prison.
Following a server, who’d been assigned to work in the room the two were in. Castian made sure to avoid the crowd of people coming and going.
Hearing feminine voices coming from down the hallway once again. He quickly moved behind a pillar. He watched them walk pass and stiffened when one of them paused on the other side of the pillar. Her long locs swung, the metallic beads clicking as she turned to glance in his direction. Castian stared in surprised wonder at her face, it had been many years since he’d been able to see a human-like face looking back.
His deal with Ashiya altered his sight along with his appearance. A deal with a demon changed a man, and he’d awoken to seeing humans with the eyes of one of the fallen. Their faces telling him their sins as surely as their innocence. He’d grown used to seeing the twisted masses of flesh; that others called faces. Some of them could make a grown man weep or… go mad.
Another reason he preferred working outside of Veil City.
Enjoying the view of her dark skin sprinkled with star light. He fought the urge to follow her.
“Oye?”
The woman jumped, startled. She turned her storm-colored eyes away from where he hid towards the group of women who waited for her at the end of the hallway.
“What’s wrong?” a blonde asked.
The woman named Oye shook her head offering her an easy smile. “Sorry, I thought I saw a mouse, but it was nothing.”
With that she continued to pass the pillar, her gait graceful.
Castian was still mulling over what he’d seen when he’d looked at her as he walked out from behind the pillar. Her skin had been as dark as obsidian, but the texture had been closer to hematite, smooth and shiny. Her eyes had been a soft grey, but lighter; closer to moon stone and her skin appeared dusted with the sparkle of stars.
He released a curse when he realized he’d been so distracted by Oye’s appearance that the person he’d been following had already turned to enter another room.
Grabbing a stone from one of the many necklaces that clicked against his chest, he tossed it. His magic worked softly to manipulate time, slowing it just a tad so that he could walk in behind the server.
He’d just reached the door when something cold and hard wrapped around his neck. Raising his hand to his throat, he released a strangled cough.
“Caught you,” a feminine voice hissed.
Digging his fingers under the thin metallic rope around his neck, Castian glanced back only to meet familiar Moon colored eyes.
Her gaze narrowed on him. “Who are you?”
She yanked hard on her end of the rope. Staggering backwards he tapped it as he attempted to reason with her.
“C-could you possibly loosen—” His words were strained, as she wrenched the rope towards herself once more.
“Tell me why you’re skulking around the V.I.P rooms,” she demanded. She lifted her other hand that held a small metal ball. She squeezed it, forcing it to turn into a blade. “We can do this the easy way, or—”
Her words were cut off when Castian made his move. His body fell down, slipping into the shadows beneath his feet.
The rope fell uselessly to the ground with a clatter.



OYE
Oye couldn’t believe that the warlock had given her the slip. She frowned down at the floor. Her rope of metal returned to the palm of her hand, where it reshaped itself into a metal ball once more. Releasing a frustrated breath, she let her magic leak out. She wasn’t completely in control of the club like her cousin, but anything metal that held a bit of magic would immediately pop up.
Squeezing her eyes tighter, she tilted her head and felt something black just in the purview of her mind’s eye. Turning on her heel, she made her way back towards the V.I.P area. She would get her hands on that intruder. She tightened her hold on her blade handle, praying he fought back so she could beat some sense into him.
She grinned; she would love nothing better to do than to get some of this frustration out. She’d had a morning from hell, and had hoped dealing with the riffraff of Veil City would calm her down, but instead as if sensing her current mood, her usual bad customers had been on their best behavior. Which had forced her to do the same.
Holding her blade tighter, she couldn’t help feeling a small bit of excitement over the disruption of peace. How long had it been since she could sink her teeth into something? And while she hated that Sabina was being targeted, the idea of Nerium possibly returning and her life going back to where it had been six years ago only enlivened her.
Entering the main V.I.P area, she ignored the surprised stare from Jessica, the host for the upper floors. Everyone who worked for the Shade knew her dislike for the top floors. Making sure to keep a low profile, Oye gave a cursory glance around. She immediately spotted a curtain to a private area shift, but no one entered.
“Jackpot.” Moving swiftly, she paused near the curtain. Close enough to hear the two-inside speaking.
“Friday should be good enough…”
Hands landed on her shoulders causing her to stiffen.
“Come now, witch. Why don’t you pretend you didn’t see anything?” An unseen British voice spoke, hot air brushing across her bare shoulder.
She scoffed, not bothering to look over her shoulder. “And let some warlocks intrude on our turf?” She laughed as she glanced up at him, her gaze deadly. “As if.”
She reached up, and grabbed his arm and with practiced ease she moved to throw him over her back only it didn’t work out the way she planned. With a surprised scream, and a masculine curse from him, both found themselves sucked through a worm hall and heap on the floor.
Castian’s hands rested on her bottom and her chest was pressed against his face. For a minute both were too shocked to say anything at all.
“Excuse me,” Lanias voice cut through their shared confusion. Her hands were up, currently warding off what appeared to be five golems attacking a barrier she’d brought up in defense. Her hair was wild about her shoulders, she’d obviously been getting ready for bedtime. “Do you two both mind pausing in your conjugal efforts to assist me?”
The two returned their gaze to one another, before they both scrambled up, both avoiding looking at each other.
Oye sniffed, quickly getting to work helping Lanias. While Castian shot her a curious glance before turning his attention to warding off the enemy.
She brought her hand down as she walked toward the attackers. A katana slipped out of her hand. Grabbing it, she ran forward fearlessly. The first demon’s eyes widened as she reached. Crouching, she shot up, bringing her katana. The sword bit into his throat. The demon cried out as it retreated but it was too late.
Cutting through his neck, Oye spun the katana around and slammed it through the Demon that attacked from behind her, staggering back she yanked the katana out.
With a gurgling sound, the demon fell to his knees. Straightening, she tossed all metal katana in the air where it morphed into a metal whip.
Snatching it out of the air she spun in a circle, the whip lashed out wrapping around another Demons neck. Licking her lips, she whistled. “Next time you guys should think twice before attacking.” With that, she pulled hard, and the whip snapped in the air. The demon spun as his blood flew into the air.
She clicked her tongue changing the whip into two short swords, and she looked around and spotted a few of the attacking demons getting taken out by the lashing tail of Castian’s Golem.
She walked over to Lanias who stood in front of Kahlia. “How long since their first attack?”
Lanias eyes were focused on the Demons that were being strangled by her black vines. “Maybe Thirty minutes. I think they planned this, it’s hard to get more than ten demons to work together.”
Oye agreed, “Yeah, where is Sabina?”
“She went out.” Lanias sighed. “If I’d known this would happen I wouldn’t have pushed her to go see that damn maneater.”
Oye glanced at her. “By pushed you mean?”
Lanias averted her gaze. “Let’s not focus on the particulars. At least we have one of the Jackals. It makes it a lot easier to deal with the pest.”
Oye glanced over to where Castian had pieces of demon bodies falling all around him. His eyes focused on what seemed to be a metal puzzle in his hands.
“Shit,” the Warlock exclaimed, breaking it and tossing it aside. “It’s too easy.”
He looked over at them. “Is this all of them?”
Lanias answered, “Yes—watch out.”
She shouted when she saw something red coming at them from the window.
Both she and Oye turned and wrapped their arms around Kahlia.
Castian appeared in front of them, all of them were swallowed up in his shadows, the bright light from the flickering fire of the attack fading away.
All four of them reappeared in Lanias room upstairs.
“Get off,” Oye shouted as she shoved Castian off here from where the two had landed. Once again she found her body pressed to his.
Castian frowned as he got up. “Don’t you think you should be a tad bit kindhearted to the Warlock who just saved your life.”
Oye scoffed as she stood up, glancing over at Lanias who was helping Kahlia up. “Did you forget the fact that you were snooping around our club, uninvited, and that’s why you’re here.”
“Exactly, good thing I was there otherwise you’d be toast without me,” Castian argued.
“I hate to break it to you, Warlock, but Lanias also has the ability to teleport,” Oye snapped. “She’d have brought us somewhere safe if you’d given her a second.”
He snorted. “You witches will say anything just so you don’t have to admit a Warlock helped you.”
“It’s not because you’re a Warlock, it’s because you’re the council’s dog,” Oye said, adding a short bark. “Why don’t you scurry along now and find your owner Tiller.”
Castian’s expression darkened.
“Now, now, why don’t the two of you stop. You’re upsetting Kahlia, and she doesn’t need any more stimulation,” Lanias said, cutting in between them. “Castian, let Tiller know what happened and have him send a few blue jays over.”
Castian glared at Oye, before he did as Lanias asked, leaving them alone.
Turning her attention back to Oye, Lanias asked. “Is there a reason you’re so sensitive to him?”
“What?” Oye stared at her flabbergasted. “Have you lost your mind?”
Lanias shrugged. “Then you shouldn’t be so angry at him for snooping. Plenty of spies come to my club, it’s nothing new.”
Oye stared at her and then looked away. “It’s nothing, I’ve just been on edge. Don’t make it more than it is.”
Lanias raised her hands in mock surrender. “Okay, I won’t. I’m going to take Kahlia to her room and then check out how bad it is downstairs.”
“Okay.”
Oye watched her go, wondering if she really was a bit too sensitive to the warlock. Not that it mattered, it wasn’t likely they’d see each other again after today.









           THE TRIPLETS           

A FEW WEEKS LATER



OYE
“A ren’t you going out with us tonight,” One of Oye’s friends demanded a few weeks later.
Oye took her helmet off the back of her bike. “Can’t, I have somewhere to be,” she said as she swung her leg over her bike as she got on. “Plus, I get enough of bar life working here,” she added.
One of the girls, a blonde with wide violet eyes flicked a finger of light at her. She caught the flashing light, it turned into a card. “Don’t be a party pooper, and come with us. It’s been forever since you’ve hung out with us on Red Street.”
Shoving the card in her back pocket, Oye laughed. “Because every time I go, I get kicked out for knocking one of those asshole vampires on their ass for hitting on you and Kennedy.” She put on her helmet. “I’m good, I’ll catch you all tomorrow.”
Ignoring her friend’s pouting face, and the big puppy eyes from the others. Oye revved her engine and took off joining the busy traffic of Veil City. While she was the first one usually down to go out and enjoy a night on the town. She had other obligations that kept her from going anywhere on Wednesdays and Fridays.
Cutting through traffic, she felt the warm air rush across her neck. The familiar feeling of her Suzuki rumbling between her thighs gave her a rush. She wouldn’t exchange it for anything.
Just like her cousins, she experienced the cruel treatment of the council, only her mother hadn’t sold her like Lanias, and Sabina’s mother had. Her situation had been completely different, taken by her human father without her mother’s knowledge she’d been handed over because of her “oddities”.
The hunt for numb witches had been the defining moment that had destroyed a good majority of witches’ lives who worked at the Shade. And to think there was someone trying to remake that disaster. Her thoughts grew dark once again.
Clinger was dead.
At least that could be said to be true, she hated herself for all those years she’d been afraid of some frail man in glasses. She released a sigh, stopping at a traffic light. Looking over to her right, she watched as a mother brushed the bangs off her daughter’s face before she said something to make the little girl laugh which resulted in her hair turning from a normal brown to a bright flame.
She couldn’t help smiling, when the mother, who was a water nymph; put out her daughters’ hair before saying something to her laughing husband.
The truck behind her blew their horn. Turning attention forward she realized the light was now green. Revving her bike, she took off once again.
After some time, she arrived at the Veil toll gate to the human world. Pulling out a silver coin she tossed it without looking. The only thing letting her know that she’d made it, was the following loud ring of confirmation.
Immediately, the atmosphere changed around her. The sound of car horns increased while the steady grumble of flying beasts dimmed. The smell of black powder lessened, replaced by the scent of trees and fossil fuels. Making a left on fifth avenue, she came to a stop in front of an old brick building.
A sign that had recently been painted in white and dark purple read, “Gifted: 3rd District Orphanage”. Pulling her helmet off her head, she rushed up the stone steps that had broken off in places due to the place being so old. Walking along the wrap around porch, she didn’t bother to knock as she entered from the side door. As usual the house was quiet around this time.
Since most of the children were all in the activity room. Walking into the kitchen she barely dodged a bag of flour that zoomed by. Straightening, she sent the guy currently kneading dough an annoyed glare.
“Really, Zach?” she complained.
“Really, Oye,” Zach repeated, making a face. Zach was a large man thanks to his father’s titan blood. His eyes refocused on the book floating in front of him. “I almost thought you’d forgotten what the menu was today.” His straight greenish hair was pulled up into a top bun.
Tossing her helmet on the table nearest to the door, she pulled off her coat and placed it next to it. Walking over to the sink to wash her hands, she pulled her hair up. “Forget?” She scoffed. “Mama D, would kill me if I didn’t tell her I wasn’t coming.”
“She sure would,” Zach said, sliding the well kneaded dough to the side. “She already has it out for you, because you taught that gaggle of mischievous half’s how to build a volcano.”
Pausing in drying her hands, Oye cringed. “Really?”
He shot her a look, his green eyes holding only mirth. “And they decided to enlarge the small coke bottle to about here.” He placed his hand on his hip and saw how Zach was 6’4, which was pretty high.
Oye closed her eyes, her shoulders slumping. Mentally praying the answer to her next question would be ‘yes’, she asked, “Please tell me they did it outside.”
“Nope, in the living room. They wanted everyone to see what they had done; they were mighty proud of themselves too.” Oye squinted at his amused expression and frowned.
Zach was obviously getting the most humor out of this.
“Laugh, go ahead keep laughing, and I’ll tell Mama D about that time you let the oldest of the brats get a sip of your favorite drink.”
The smile slipped off his face with a quickness that made her smirk. He glared at her. “Now, Oye, that’s just wrong. Someone has to teach these kids about the wonders of the human world.”
“Pfft.” She tossed the drying rag on the sink, and made her way to the fridge. “Right, they go to school here Zach. I doubt they need you to teach them anything. In fact, they know more than you think. For them the human world is home. Honestly it’s better for them to grow up here, than in that hell hole.”
“Sometimes I wish I’d grown up here,” she added as she opened the fridge door.
“Well, isn’t this a serious conversation,” Mama D’s warm and country voice said.
Both Zach and Oye turned their attention to the doorway of the kitchen. A woman with warm violet eyes met theirs with surprise. Her hair was white, and pulled up in a bun. The shall she wore around her shoulders, shifted as she entered the kitchen. “I’m glad you didn’t grow up here, my hair’s already white. If you had been here longer than a month, my skin would have turned too.” Mama D said with a chuckle towards Oye.
She made her way over to the large pot that was boiling behind Zach. “Those three managed to clean up that gunk but I tell you if the three of them didn’t look as happy as dwarves when they finished.” Grabbing the spoon, she didn’t flinch at the heat radiating off it and picking it up she took a sip of the boiling soup. Reaching over to a basket, she pulled up some of the chives and tossed them in only to grimace when a few began to grow. “Tsk, behave.” The chive stopped growing and slid from her hand into the pot.
“There you go,” she said, with a sigh as she took another sip. “That’s better.” Turning away from the stove she peered at Oye. “You were late today, was there something that happened?”
Oye, who kept her life in Veil City separate from her life in the human world, shrugged. “Nothing unusual, the bar was pretty quiet today.”
She pulled a large bowl of apples and plums from the refrigerator before closing it. “I didn’t get into any fights this time around.”
Oye couldn’t help bragging, since knocking heads together was her favorite part of the job.
“I keep telling you to just come here and find an easy job,” Mama D chided her, as she waved the dough from Zach’s startled hands. The well prepped dough landed in her hands, she tore pieces off of it and dropped them into the boiling broth. “I know for a fact, that nice little human Ms. Cummings would hire you.”
Setting the heavy bowl down, Oye laughed. “Ms. Cummings wouldn’t know what to do with me and her place isn’t fast paced like I like it.” Ms. Cummings was a sharp tongued old lady who lived two blocks away in an apartment that was over top a speakeasy bar. It was a place most of the college kids went because of its comfortable environment, and Ms. Cummings had allowed them to set up their own music system there.
Grabbing the metal spout, Oye stretched it so that it hovered over the fruit in the bowl. “I would be bored; you both know I’m not the best person when I’m bored.”
“Pfft, you got that right,” Zach muttered, cleaning the flour off the island countertop.
Without looking, Oye turned the hose to her right where the water shot out freely, and was followed by the sound of Zach’s sputtering. Calmly, she returned the water to the bowl and began swirling the fruit inside. “I’m fine with how things are right now, I get paid well by my cousin and then I can come here and get detoxed by my family. That’s the most important thing to me right now.”
She turned the water off, and swiped a hand along the side of her thigh. Where there were fashionably cut holes in her pants, she felt the metal under her skin shift and spill into her hands forming into a carving blade. She moved to grab some dish soap and quickly washed the blade off, before she began slicing the fruit in a size that would be easier for the kids to consume.
“I guess I’ll tell Ms. Cummings you’re not interested in her son either,” Mama D said.
Oye, didn’t even pause in her cutting. “No, I’m not.” She shot Mama D an annoyed look. “Didn’t I say I wasn’t interested in getting married a few years ago?”
Mama D tossed the last piece of dough into the pot in initiation. Zach inched from between the two women, trying to avoid any magical spill out.
“I don’t understand why you won’t at least date around. Your cousin Sabina has already married and divorced in the time you’ve been playing around, and it would seem she means to do it all over again.”
Rolling her eyes, Oye prayed for more of the patience that she only ever showed with those at the orphanage. If it was anyone else, she’d have already lost her cool and been threatening to skin them. “Ms. Demeter, would you please worry less about my love life, and more about Zach’s?”
He frantically shook his head, only to still with his eyes wide like a deer caught in headlights when Mama D gaze turned to him.
“At least I’ve dated someone, when’s the last time he’s gone on a date?” Oye finished with a huff.
“U-um, Mama D I don’t think I need any help,” Zach said cautiously, noticing the spark of interest in Mama D’s eyes. He flushed, squeezing his eyes shut he blurted out in a rush. “I’m dating a human girl named Ashley and she doesn’t know I’m part Titan.”
The kitchen became silent, after his excited exclamation even the water seemed to lose its sound. Both Mama D and Oye stared at him with surprise. A loud crashing sound cut through the shocked silence, startling them. Oye, who’d been cutting up the fruit with ease throughout the conversation, set her blade down. “I’ll go see what it is.”









           OL’MEMORIES           




OYE
W alking out of the kitchen, Oye’s lips curved into a smile when she heard something being thrown behind her, shortly followed by Zach’s cry of pain. Mama D had raised Zach since he was a baby. Finding out that the idiot had a girlfriend, and hadn’t told her would of course piss her off.
Exiting out into the back hallway, she dodged just in time to avoid getting hit by a flowerpot. Startled, she looked away from the broken flower pot on the floor to the little girl crying in the center of the living room. The furniture and other items were floating around her haphazardly. The little girl held the broken pieces of her doll in her hands. Her rosy hair turned a darker color, as her face grew red.
Straightening, Oye made her way over to her cautiously. “Rosetta,” she called softly, her voice bringing the little girl’s attention to her. The teal-colored eyes glowed as tears rolled down her chubby cheeks.
“Rosetta, what’s wrong?” she asked as she leaned down and picked the little girl up. The warmth of Rosetta’s body was an immediate balm to her soul. The little girl pressed her tear-streaked cheeks against hers, and wrapped her chubby arms around her neck.
“Shh, baby, what’s up?” she asked, rubbing a hand up and down her back.
The little tyke drew back her tears still falling as she tried to catch her breath. She glared at one of the kids who’d been hiding behind the larger furniture during her tantrum. A boy with titan red hair flushed and turned his head away. She pointed from her doll to the boy. “He broke it.”
Glaring at the older boy, she frowned. “Danaus.”
“I-I only wanted to see it for a minute,” he said, fidgeting as he brought his translucent hands together. His eyes changed from purple to brown as he lowered his head. “But she wouldn’t let it go. I wasn’t trying to break it,” he muttered.
Releasing a sigh, Oye gave a short nod. “All right, well let’s fix this first.” Setting Rosetta down, she took the head and bottom from the little girl who was still glaring at Danaus. “I have a hex to fix it, but it will take a minute.”
She walked over to a box of chalk the kids used for drawing on the driveway. She opened it, taking out a green one. Crossing the bare floor, she knelt and began drawing the magic circle. It was simple, and something even a dub witch could do. Though—when she did things like this it made her remember her mother. Her chest felt tight, as the children gathered around her watching as she drew the pentagram followed by old runic language and a large circle.
“Now Oye, pay attention this is what I call a household circle.” Her mother brushed a hand against her cheek, the light from the sun bouncing off her dark sparkling hair. They’d just finished a glitter war; her mother’s warm brown eyes and accented voice soothed her.
“Oye,” a child’s voice called.
She paused in her drawing, and looked up at Rosetta, who stared up at her with a worried gaze. Smiling, she placed the chalk aside. “I’m fine,” grabbing the doll she placed it in the center of the circle and stood. “All right, everyone, let’s take a step back.”
The kids all rushed away from the circle, most of them crowding around her legs. She inwardly laughed; these children were more frightening than the circle of magic she’d drawn. But they were forced to live in the human world due to their reckless parents abandoning them here.
“Now, watch.” She placed two fingers against her bottom lip, and blew softly. The sound of whistling grew, as the soft melody increased in volume the circle glowed a bright greenlight and the doll in the center phased before it reappeared fixed. Lowering her hand, she winced as Rosetta released a loud screech of joy and ran towards the circle.
“My doll.” She exclaimed, as she rushed forward and grabbed it up, hugging it tightly she said, “Thank you, Oye.”
Oye nodded as she clapped her hands together. “Okay, it’s time to go wash up for dinner.”
The children groaned in protest.
“Nope, we won’t be having any of that. Go get washed up. Hands, feet, webbed fingers or claws. Go, go, go.”
The children all muttered and groaned as they made their way towards the steps.
Watching them go, Oye turned around only to nearly trip over the three who remained behind. The three of them were currently attempting to draw a magic circle like hers.
“You three,” Oye said, her eyes narrowing on the little pointed ears that twitched and the round amber eyes that peeked up at her. “I heard that you built a volcano in the living room.”
The oldest of the three hopped up. “Yes, and it went boom,” he said cheerfully, his white hair a mess on his head.
“You weren’t supposed to admit it,” the second one said, his hair pulled into a braid. He stood, hitting his brother on the back of the head. “Now, she won’t teach us anything,” he complained.
“We cleaned it up though,” the last one said while brushing the chalk off his hands. He tilted his head up, and frowned at Oye. “You can’t be mad at us,” he declared, puffing his cheeks out.
Settling her hands on her hips, Oye squinted down at them. “I can’t? Why not?”
“Because we cleaned up after ourselves. Like Quill said,” the eldest explained running a nervous hand through his wild hair. Which is why it remained messy.
“Is that so, Rhae?” She hummed, and tapping her chin, she nodded. “Okay, I won’t scold you three.” Their expressions brightened. “But I told all three of you that you shouldn’t build it without a: someone older around, and b: outside. Right?”
The middle one stepped forward, avoiding her eyes. Oye tried hard not to let her expression soften, Kahlo was the shyest amongst the three elflings. She understood why, reaching down she placed a comforting hand on his head. “I already know, you don’t have to say it.” Removing her hand, she motioned towards the stairs. “Now go and clean up so that you can eat.”
All three gave short nods before they ran off. Watching them go, Oye couldn’t help being lenient with them. The three had been here their entire lives, and unlike the others their arrival wasn’t as pleasant. Not that being abandoned was ever a good thing.
Bending at the waist, she grabbed up the box of chalk and turned to place it on the counter only to stop when she saw Mama D standing in the doorway. She flushed, feeling oddly embarrassed.
“You went easy on them.” Mama D added, “Again.”
“Maybe,” Oye said as she placed the box of chalk down.
“There is no ‘maybe’, it’s a fact,” Mama D said as she entered the room. “Those three were brought here by you, and you four have been as thick as thieves since then. You can’t deny that you have a soft spot for them.”
Oye finally got the confidence to face the wily old woman with a shrug she said, “I have a soft spot for all of them. None of them deserve the cards they’ve been dealt, and I honestly don’t feel like they did anything wrong, especially since they cleaned up after themselves.”
Mama D gave her a long look. “Mhmm, let’s go with that.” Turning around, she made her way toward the dining room. “Come help me set the table before those little titans come.”
Not following her immediately, Oye glanced towards the window trying to get her thoughts together. She didn’t want to admit to having a soft spot for anyone. Especially in an environment that loved using one’s weaknesses against them. The only reason she’d agreed to come and help, was because of the location of the Orphanage, it resided in the human world safely tucked away from all the dangers of Veil City.
No one here would suffer from knowing her. Those who could suffer from knowing her, were more than able to defend themselves. As most of her acquaintances were a part of Nerium, an organization that served the witches. And the witches a part of it were some of the most dangerous Beings in the Veil.
Turning on her heel, she left the living room.
No matter what, Oye wouldn’t allow anything to ruin the little peace she’d found. Nothing.









           COFFEE RUN           

THE IDEA OF REVENGE ENTAILED KNOWING WHERE YOUR PREY WAS.



CASTIAN
C astian had little to no fucking idea where Asher was. He’d been hanging around on Wickham Row, a block that was a known hangout for warlocks; for what felt like days, it had only been two; but the idea of pretending to care about the flavor of someone’s drink was starting to get to him. He was mentally struck, working at a café off his list of dream jobs.
He’d hoped when he’d given the information to Raijin, the fearsome ogre of their group. He’d be slogging through blood, trying to get to Asher. Instead, Raijin who’d managed to mate with a Witch; had turned somewhat soft.
And had sent Castian to do a stake out, like some human cop or those annoying bird brains.
Releasing a frustrated groan, he controlled the mop from where he sat on a stool. Keeping his eyes on the passing traffic, most Beings came to this side of town for its quaint shops and magical goods. A few adolescent warlocks hung out carrying their flyer boards to the skate park located a few blocks away. Some of them eyed well dressed women who walked in the direction of the fancy fashion boutiques on the other side of the street.
He turned his eyes away, as one woman lost her wallet without her knowing. It wasn’t his job to control the adolescents on Wickham row. Hell, if it hadn’t been for his family he could’ve been one of those kids. His thoughts turned to the past, and felt his mood turn blacker.
“Yes, do become more bitter and angry, my delicious soul.”
Castian didn’t react to the disembodied voice, he gave a slight jump off the stool. A long claw tapped his shoulder,
“Is this any way to treat your savior?”
Castian scoffed, “A savior? You’re no savior of mine. We’re just two unlucky bastards stuck together for eternity. Two Beings too stupid to know when to quit.”
“Hmm,” the growly voice rumbled, as two large arms wrapped around his shoulders, “Awe, don’t be so mean.” Fingers reached up and played with his curls. “I only want to help you.”
Castian was preparing to throw the annoying demon off him when he caught the eye of the girl standing behind the counter. His fellow co-worker sent him a weird look before she quickly rushed to the back.
“Ah, shit.” He snapped his fingers and the mop he’d been moving around with his magic disintegrated. “Seems like I’ve been talking aloud to myself again.”
His clothes changed from the café uniform to his usual garb of layered shirts and long leather trench coat. His necklaces clicked as the shadow at his feet moved, like a sea before something began to rise from it.
“I just can’t get used to this soft handed way of doing things,” he said aloud as a large metallic creature took its place by his side. He brushed his fingers along the brim of his hat, his grin turning nefarious. “Let’s do this the easy way, shall we.” The creature sped past him into the back room, where screams and yells of shock rang out.
Whistling, he walked to the door and flipped the sign over to ‘closed’, and flicked the switch so the lights were off. Turning he made his way leisurely to the back room. Pushing the back door open he spotted the blood on the counter. Turning his gaze, he was met with the gruesome sight of human bodies that were hung up and being drained of their blood.
“Really, now. Is this what a coffee shop should be doing.” He turned away from the bodies and headed to the back. The few workers who’d attempted to fight had been torn to shreds, pieces of them crunching under his heavy boots. He whistled a ditty, his easy gait taking him past the shelves of cleaned utensils and sterilized counters, reaching the back where there were tall Fridges he spotted his golem wagging its spiked tail before a cabinet that was large enough to hold a human.
“Come away from there, love.” His golem quickly removed itself, shrinking to a smaller size as it landed on his shoulder. “Now, let’s see who we have here.”
Approaching the cabinet, he grabbed the handle and pulled. The sharp smell of piss hit his nose, then the sound of whimpering followed as he stared at the succubus, whose tail was curled around her waist. She had splatters of her co-workers’ blood on her face.
“Now, now, you don’t have to be so afraid," he said, squatting down to meet her gaze. She trembled, her eyes shaking as she stared at him. “I was planning on assisting your establishment a bit longer, but” he shrugged, reaching out and pulling a bit of flesh from her hair. Ignoring her flinch from his touch, he flicked it onto the floor still maintaining his smile.
“You saw me.” Castian could feel Ashiya’s influence spreading to his soul. “So, here is what you’ll do to not die. You’ll tell me who was the last man who made a large order from the Broker, and paid for an “Ease pass.”
She didn’t answer, as she continued to shake.
He sighed. “If you don’t answer that means you’re an accomplice and I really don’t like killing women," he said standing.
She didn’t move, just whimpered again in fear. Irritated Castian reached in and grabbed her by her hair and yanked her up. Forcing her to meet his gaze, his brown eyes were swallowed by his black irises.
“I can smell the human on your breath,” he hissed. “And it smells young. Don’t. Push. Me.” He warned, his nails digging into her scalp. “I hate your kind the most. Flesh eaters with no remorse, you’re nothing more than a cockroach bottom feeder who feeds on innocent lives.”
He lifted his other hand. The blade sheathed at his waist, flew out and landed in his free hand. “Maybe it’s better to rid the world of you right here and now. After all there isn’t anyone who’d miss you.” He drew the blade back. “Yep, I think that’s the best choice. Goodbye.”
A hand grabbed his arm, he stilled, knowing who it was immediately. His terrifying expression changed, as an easy smile came to his lips. “Alek, what brings you here?”
“You can’t kill her, she’s a witness.” Alek said with no emotion, holding Castian’s arm still despite the other man pulling on it. His silver eyes stared down into Castian’s that were empty of any human emotion. “Raijin, wants to question her.”
“Hmm, can’t we just have his mate get one of her friends to bring back her soul?”
Alek silently pressured him with his gaze.
Disappointed, Castian complained as he tossed the succubus away from him. “And here I thought I could teach her a lesson.”
Releasing him, Alek retreated a step observing the hanging human bodies all varying in age. “They will be punished; farming humans is illegal.” His eyes went to a particular woman’s body, who appeared to be in her teens. “Whoever is living will go to the bowels.”
“No.” The Succubus released a defiant cry of protest as she pulled a blade from inside her uniform and stabbed Castian in the stomach. She laughed; her teeth bared. “Fuck you, you dog. Humans’ wastes are blessed to be fed on by their master—urch.”
Her eyes opened in shock as a strong hand grabbed her by the throat, and squeezed. She choked as she scratched at the fingers holding her neck, but the fingers only tightened around throat.
“Awe, and here I thought you’d let me be a good man.” Castian muttered, his head lifting so that he could stare into her horror filled gaze. “Thank you, for ruining my attempt.”
He crushed her neck, before dropping her dead body to the ground, his tone mocking he said, “It seems like I killed our only witness.”
“Not really,” Alek said from behind him. He held up two males who were shaking. The two demons couldn’t maintain their human-like appearance due to their fear, their flesh peeling back to reveal green scales. Castian judged them to be low grade demons. “Found them hiding, they will do.”
Straightening his hat, and ignoring the sizzling sound of his wound healing, Castian gave Alek a look of gratitude.
“Thanks, you’re not too bad for a bat.”









           SHRAN           




CASTIAN
“Y ou killed one of them.”
It wasn’t a question. Castian kept his hands busy on the puzzle in his hands when he met Raijin’s probing stare. The Ogre had managed to convince the annoying Fox to give them their own headquarters and each of them had been given the choice to remain in the self-proclaimed barracks or move into apartments. Castian had opted for staying in barracks, it wasn’t like he had anywhere else to go.
“Yes, I wasn’t going to but then she stabbed me," he said, in mock shock. “After Alek went through all that trouble of getting me not to kill her. Damn shame really, but then again if the mere mention of the Bowels triggers someone to try to kill you, they really don’t belong there. Right?”
Raijin nodded. “True, some do prefer death rather than being locked away.”
“If only it was nothing more than being locked away,” Malcolm growled from where he sat in the corner. His legs crossed as he flipped through a file. “The bowels isn’t a place that just anyone should be thrown into.”
“And yet, here you all are.” The tone of superiority could only belong to one person. Tiller entered the office, giving a cursory gaze around. Castian wondered what the man was looking at, but on the feet of his thought Tiller spoke. “It appears that you’re sincerely enjoying this ‘Captain’ role.” He smiled, but as with everything else it wasn’t sincere. He turned to them, “Alek has finished questioning the meat dealers and it seems this Asher person did indeed buy an Ease pass to the human world.”
Castian fingers stopped on the puzzle, as he grew tense.
“Unfortunately, he left earlier than we anticipated,” Tiller sneered. “And this changes our plan a bit, but where there is a will, there is a way.”
“Why do you councilman enjoy your riddles so much?” Castian asked, cutting in. “Is it because the only thing you rotting shells have are words?”
“Castian.” Raijin’s tone held warning.
Castian scoffed. “Dear leader, I have yet to say anything truly nefarious.” He grinned, at the obviously irritated Tiller. “Sorry, you know.” He tapped his head. “Sometimes my thoughts don’t stay where they should. Madness is a bitch to deal with.”
Tiller narrowed his eyes on him. “I’m sure.”
Turning his attention to Raijin, Tiller continued, “With our connection in the human world, we were able to track him down. We’ve confirmed that he does indeed work for Renson.”
Stiffening, Castian carefully kept his expression blank at that announcement. A queer feeling of hope filling his body. He hadn’t experienced that in a long while. He once again started fiddling with his puzzle.
Tiller tapped the desktop twice, and the room darkened as something like a hologram popped up of an intricately designed family shield. “This is Renson, a warlock family that along with Napier, Colton and Shran, are known as the Ring of Syed. They are the beau monde of the warlock families. While their base is in the human world, they deal with the council when it involves trade and human relations. The circle is not only heavily guarded, but they rarely allow outsiders anywhere near them for anything more than an interview.”
Tiller flicked his hand right. The circle of family sigils was replaced by a picture of an invitation. “Lucky for us they will be having a celebration of the Battle Syed, the final battle against the Unseelie coming up. They hold an anniversary party on each other’s estate. This year it will be held by the Napier family, which is run by Tillon Napier, who took over after the death of his elder brother and father.”
Hearing this, Castian hands stilled once more the puzzle in his hands. His limbs growing stiff.
“Unlike the other families, Napier is less strict on his guest list and often invites notable stars and influential people to his events. This supposed house party is coming in a few weeks, the event is said to last around four days. Which is plenty enough time for us to find Asher, but also ascertain if there is another behind him other than this lord person.” Tiller finished, waving once more to change the image to that of the heirs of each family.
“And you think Asher will be at this party?” Raijin asked, turning his dark ruby eyes to Tiller. “How can you be sure?”
“Because Asher is Renson’s dog,” Tiller said with a slight smirk. “He doesn’t leave that man’s side unless Renson orders him to. So, for him to come to Veil City, as often as he has. Someone has to be giving him orders to come here.”
“It’s Renson,” Castian stated, eyeing the picture of the male that now hovered overhead. “So, how are we going to get our hands on him and Asher?”
“Unfortunately, due to our relationship with the humans we can’t invade their territory and just take him. And if he is just following orders as we believe, then he isn’t the big fish. The one we need is the one who’s ordering him around,” Tiller explained, he narrowed his eyes on the hologram that had shifted onto Asher’s face. “And something tells me he wouldn’t get involved unless there were others who’d taken the chance.”
“So, who do you think is the best choice for going to the human world?” Raijin asked, though all the men knew he did it to give Tiller the semblance of being in charge.
Castian stopped playing with his puzzle, his eyes narrowing at Raijin. “Of course, it’s me.”
Malcolm grunted. “And why do you think it has to be you, Warlock?”
“Because you’re too honorable to kill when you need to,” Castian said “And Alek has a habit of making a dangerous situation more dangerous. And let’s not forget I’m the most human out of us all.”
Alek didn’t make a sound, but he did open his eyes and offer Castian a curious glance. Which was enough to show his doubt in Castian’s words.
Castian ignored this and kept his attention on Raijin. “Also, the most important point; I’m bored.” He pouted; he was bored of waiting for his opportunity to harm those who’d harmed him.
“Ah,” Alek said. “Now you’re being honest.”
“Right,” Malcolm said, rising to his feet. “The damn warlock has been complaining since we got the office about going back into the field.” He side-eyed Castian. “Not sure what he’ll do without supervision but at least he won’t screw up his chance to play mind games.”
“Dear me, I must be growing rusty if even the mutt and bat can figure me out,” Castian teased, his voice holding a sharp bite.
“Enough,” Tiller ordered, his tail twitching. “Castian, you won’t be going alone to the human world.”
“Oh,” Castian said, his mind no longer focused on his own hidden reason for wanting to go. “And who, pray tell, is coming with me. Surely, you’re not forcing me to be stuck in a hotel room with one of those wretched male birds.”
“A witch,” Tiller said simply.
“A witch?” Castian repeated blankly, glancing at Raijin. “Is your goal my death? I mean, I would enjoy the struggle to live but our Ogrish leader wouldn’t even allow me to kiss his lovelies hand—”
“It’s not Sabina.” Raijin cut in sharply.
Castian noticed the tips of his ears had turned red. “How Amusing.”
Raijin coughed, as if to cover himself. “It won’t be Sabina. Madame Lanias has offered her assistance, as currently her people and ours have the same mission. Which is to discover who was behind Dr. Clingers attempt to recreate numb witches, and both of us agree they’ve probably relocated themselves. It’s a win-win situation for us to team up with them.”
Tiller agreed, “And she has offered up one of her people to work with us. Once we learn who she is to be, I will summon you and the others for a meeting to figure out our strategy.”
Castian hummed, his finger once more working at the puzzle. “A female witch. Sounds delicious.”
The others glared at him.
“Don’t hit on her,” Raijin said, giving Castian a stern warning. “Or experiment on her.”
Castian shrugged, shoving his now solved puzzle into his pocket. “Now, now I don’t tell you how to live your life do I ogre?”
“No, but the last time you partnered with someone outside of the Jackals. They returned mentally broken and speaking about demons and black magic.”
Castian’s expression turned innocent. “I don’t know why that has anything to do with me. I only assisted them to the best of my ability. It’s not my fault they didn’t understand what that entails.” After saying this, he quickly left the office.
“You’re not telling the truth, warlock,” a grimy voice spoke in his ears. “Your secret came out. So, you made it impossible for that male to speak.”
Castian shrugged, as he made his way towards the elevator. “I did what I must, in order to maintain peace here.”
“Keke, is it for peace or the idea of being stopped from destroying your own blood?”
The bell dinged signaling the elevator opening. As he entered Castian didn’t answer until the doors shut. “Either way, it doesn’t concern them. My identity, and my goals have nothing to do with them. And you especially shouldn’t blame me, or accuse me of anything Demon.”
“Which of us is more demon, I wonder.”









           MINOTAUR           




OYE
T he loud blaring of Oye’s cell phone clued her in that it was time to wake up. Groaning, she rubbed her face back and forth on her pillow. She released a sigh and lifted her head. Her hair hidden under the large silky bonnet she’d been given by Sabina. The orange snooze button flashed at her, luring her to press it but if she did she’d never make it to the local bakery on time.
Clicking her tongue in annoyance, she didn’t react at all when her blanket was jerked from her body with no visible help. Pushing herself up, she stretched and released a satisfied groan when her back cracked. She licked her teeth, and grimaced when she tasted her morning breath.
“Ew.”
Getting up, she walked in her underwear and a cropped t-shirt to the bathroom. “Morning Moana," she said, to the little dragon bird that released a shrill whistle at her entrance. The morning light played along its blue and green scales, casting a reflection that bounced off the mirror. Before it leapt off her window ledge and took off.
Oye wasn’t sure why the dragon bird had taken such a liking to her, especially with the plethora of magic people in the human world, but she had accepted it as a perk to her apartment. When she’d first told Lanias and Sabina she was going to live in the human world, Lanias had accused her of being a follower. Since her little cousin had already moved to the human world and gotten married to her first husband.
And while Oye didn’t feel like she had to explain her reasons for wanting to live in Nashville, she’d reluctantly told Lanias about her desire to live close to Mama D and the various kids who lived at the orphanage.
Lanias had been left with nothing more to say than a sarcastic, “Good luck.”
Finished with brushing her teeth and washing her face, she waved her shower on and hopped in. The hot water hit her skin, and Oye immediately felt her tight muscles relax under the deluge. She wanted to live like this every day, a peaceful morning filled with taking warm showers and grumbling only about work. Releasing a sigh, she let her head drop, though that wasn’t meant to be.
She lifted a hand, moving it back and forth. Her skin sparkled slightly from the pieces of iron that came to the surface when she didn’t move.
“My Greatest Project.”
The glow of the screens was the only thing she could see, her eyesight having dimmed from the mercury poisoning that had resulted in their constant injection of metal into her body. Her body felt heavy; she could barely curl her toes or her fingers in the cuffs that held her down.
The sour smell of breath tickled her nose, cracked lips appeared in her view, limited though it was—“Come my dear, one more injection and you’ll be the only metal witch who will have no need to use outside metal. Come love. Take it, for me.”
The water wrenched off; the sharp sound jerked her from the painful memories. Her skin shifted as the metal moved from her disrupted emotions, she gritted her teeth forcing it to slow and rescind, quickly getting out of the shower she grabbed her towel and quickly finished getting ready for work.
After a few minutes, she left her apartment tapping the handle so that it locked. She long ago gave up using keys.
“Becca, open the fucking door.” A masculine shout immediately drew her attention.
“No. I told you if you laid another hand on me again it was over.” Becca, Oye assumed; hollered back.
Walking past the man as he continued to slam his fist into the door. Oye didn’t stop, she was used to this couple’s shenanigans in the morning. That’s why she lived by a fuck-em, leave-em policy. Relationships were messy and usually the person who was left holding nothing, but pieces were the females.
She’d learned to expect only disappointment from men. It didn’t take a lifetime to learn such lessons, it only took having your heart broken twice by two males who had promised her happiness to figure it out. That didn’t mean she hated men; she just wasn’t interested in prolonging any sort of relationship with them.
Jogging down the steps, she shoved the exit door open and headed for her bike that was locked to the tall lamp on the corner. The neighborhood she lived in wasn’t exactly the roughest, but it also wasn’t a place people usually left their cars unlocked.
“Hey, sweet thing where you headed so early in the morning?” someone shouted out behind her.
She rolled her eyes, “Edgar, didn’t we talk about this?”
Oye turned around to face a homeless veteran who’d taken a shine to her ever since she’d run off some thugs trying to hassle him. “Sexual harassment still won’t steal my heart.”
He groaned, giving her a sullen look from where he sat on the steps of the abandoned building. “Now, why you gotta be like that? I just want to offer my condolences.”
She frowned. “Condolences for what?”
“For all the hearts you’re about to break strutting around in them pants.” He smartly retorted, giving her a broad grin.
Unable to stop the grin that came to her lips, Oye shook her head walking up to the steps she pulled a few dollars out of her back pocket and slapped it down.
“I’ll give you this, you never know when to quit.” She gave him a wink, and ran to her motorcycle, pulling her helmet on. She’d buried a hundred in the stack of ones, if she didn’t leave soon the difficult male would complain and shove the money back in her hands. Hopping on, and melting the chain she ignored his shouting of her name as she pulled off.
She liked Edgar, he was a nice man and often kept an eye out for the kids from the orphanage for her. So, occasionally she’d give him a rough time because he didn’t believe in handouts. Odd, for a man who lived on the streets, but she understood pride and she would let him have it.
    
“Fuck, s-slow down.”
Oye’s hands pressed into the cool marble wall of the bathroom stall she occupied. Her lips were wrapped around the horn tip of a minotaur named Francis. Sucking the tip she rolled her tongue around it flicking it playfully against the sharp edge of it as she quickened her pace riding his dick. His rather large dick that was hitting every spot inside her.
His large hands held her ass as she bounced atop him. The sound of flesh slapping together was drowned out by the music outside. She squeezed her eyes shut when she felt his dick twitch. “H-hold on, I’m almost there.” He shook his head, dislodging his horn from her mouth.
“N-I-I can’t.”
Annoyed, Oye cursed and clapped her hands together still keeping her steady pace. A line of wire unraveled from her hands as she drew them apart.
Francis’ eyes widened at its appearance. “What are you going to do with that?”
Grinning, Oye didn’t answer him as she rose, giving him a view to the lower half of his dick covered in her juices. The wire slipped from her fingers down her chest to his dick, and slowly wrapped around it.
“Wait—”
“Shh.” Oye covered his mouth, and both watched as the metal spread out and turned into a cock ring that was thin.
Oye slowly lowered herself once more ignoring how Francis dick felt like it was tickling the back of her throat. “Now, let’s get momma that orgasm.”
Before Francis could say another word, Oye was riding him with abandon, her moans of pleasure loud. “I’m going to milk your cow ass to the last drop.” She crooned as her eyes brightened before she once again latched her lips around his horn tip and sucked.
His legs kicked out as his eyes rolled back, his tongue flopped out of his mouth as he panted from his first experience of a dry orgasm. Saliva slipped down the side of his mouth onto his shoulder.
Oye, finally reaching climax, got up and with a simple pat on his shoulder she pulled up her pants before walking out. She would take a quick shower in the break room and then start her shift. Francis had been just what she needed to relax.
    
“Fuck off,” was shouted by one of the bar girls who slapped a Satyr’s hand from her ass.
Oye tossed a broken glass into the trash and returned to the front of the bar. Her lips curved into a smile, as the bleary eyed Lycan in front of her reached for her hand. She didn’t even glance his way as iron spilled from her skin and pinned his hand in place on the bar top.
“What did I say, Lofair? No touching,” she chided him, catching keys that were tossed to her without looking.
Groaning, the Lycan released a low growl. “You witches always play so hard to get.” His wolf-like eyes narrowed. “If it’s more money you want, why not move floors.”
She leaned forward, shoving the keys in her hand into her front pocket. “And miss the chance at whooping your ass? Never," she said, with a saucy wink pulling back she waved the iron bar away. “What will your furry ass be having?”
He grunted, muttering out his desire for another Bud Light. The crowd was thick with regular middle-class beings, all coming in after a hard day’s work. A loud rift from an electric guitar cut through the noise occasionally from the music box in the corner playing Bitter by Archers. Turning her back, she ignored the sound of something crashing into chairs, followed by a howl and a pissed growl.
She liked being on the lower floors, with the average beings. Working with those puffed-up business snobs, always rubbed her the wrong way. Grabbing the beer out of the bottom freezer, she turned only to find Lofair gone and someone else standing in his place. Frowning, she walked to the counter. “What do you want, Rory?”
“To see my girlfriend,” the annoying shifter said, at one time his words would have caused her insides to melt. “I’ve missed you.”
Setting the beer on the counter, she shot him a hard look. “That’s interesting, because I don’t ever remember agreeing to be your girlfriend,” she said, spotting Lofair who raised a hand catching the beer she slid to him. “Now, order or leave.”
His handsome features twisted up, the tanned brown skin appearing almost ashy as his dirt brown eyes narrowed. “Oye, babe; you don’t have to act like this. My mother swears she’s sorry.”
Hearing this, Oye felt her fingers twitch. She suddenly wished she had a blade in her hand. She’d cut out his lying tongue. Witches in Veil City had a lot to deal with from prejudice to out and out hatred. Thanks to propaganda from the council, there weren’t many women interested in having their sons dating a witch. It also didn’t help that she worked for the Shade. Oye hadn’t been searching for love or a happily ever after, but she’d thought that Rory would at least not be a pretentious fuck buddy.
Then his mother had shown up at her bar to warn her off. A few broken walls later the woman had been escorted away.
“C’mon, babe, I promise you I’ll have her apologize again.”
Oye felt her temper flair. So far, she’d been able to keep herself calm but apparently he wasn’t getting the hint. “Let’s just go—”
Before he could say another word, she slammed her knife through the end of the sleeve of his jacket and pinned his arm to the counter. Jumping onto the counter she grabbed his collar and jerked him forward, her eyes brightening to a moon color.
“I don’t give two fucks about your delusions. The only reason I’d ever bother to do anything with you again would be for dick, and even that you sucked shit at. So do me a favor, and leave,” she hissed.
The music had shut off abruptly, and the crowd now had their eyes on them. Her metallic earrings swung, “I don’t give second chances to trash.”
Shoving him away, she grabbed the knife and jerked it up, not bothering to soften it so it wouldn’t cut him. Standing, she looked down at those who stood around. “Free shots for the fuckers who kick him out.”
Like a bell had been rung, the crowd surged forward.
“Wait,” Rory shouted, but his voice was drowned out by the eager shouts of the crowd as they worked together to lift him up. “Stop, you can’t do this to me. Oye!”
Giving him her back, Oye hopped down only to be faced with the grinning expression of her friend. “I thought we were trying to be a more peaceful witch?”
Sending her friend an annoyed glance, she muttered a curse, “Right, Katty why didn’t you stop me.”
Katty rolled her eyes, flicking her blonde hair over her shoulder as she put ice into the three cups in front of her. “Pfft, and get a body part cut off. No thank you, I leave you to it. Plus, it’s hot," she said with a wink, shutting her ice container. She instead motioned her head to the guy standing in the corner. “Does this mean you’ll finally give that incubus some play? He's been dying to get into your cousin’s panties since he first came here. I swear he’s just going from floor to floor trying to fuck one of you.”
“Not likely,” Oye said. “Sabina’s moved in with her big bad ogre, and Lanias wouldn’t fuck anything that makes less than seven figures a day.”
Releasing a whistle, Katty set the finished drinks in front of a male sphinx and took his twenty from between his teeth. “Is she searching for a sugar baby?”
Rolling her eyes, Oye grimaced. “Ew.”
“What? I’m just keeping my options open. At the end of the day, I’ve got bills to pay.” She turned and headed to the other end of the bar.
Oye watched her go, human or being they all seemed to have something they were after. Feeling a buzz in her back pocket, she pulled her cellphone out only to pause at the sight of a message from Lanias. She mentally prepared herself for whatever it could be that her cousin wanted. Lanias only ever called her for three things, drinking, hiding a body or a mission. Shoving her phone back into her pocket, she decided to ignore it till she was finished with her shift.









           WICKHAM ROW INC.           




CASTIAN
C astian held a thick file in his hand.
The sound of Wickham Rowe was louder at night than it was during the day. Warlocks were running the streets seeking out a good time. He lifted the packet, “Is this everything?”
The male across from him pulled his dark glasses low, his two-colored eyes seeming to glow in the dark as he swept a hand across the table where several more manila folders appeared. His swarthy skin denoting his Romani heritage, his black hair was swept back with pomade. He flicked Castian a long look, “There is more, but it will cost you.”
Leaning back, Castian held back his frustration, “Does your partner know how you run your business? Treating clients like money bags. I didn’t take Wickham Row Inc to be so full of thieves.” He complained as his golem appeared dropping a few more rolls of money on the table.
The other man pushed his glasses back up. “You want information that my people put their lives on the line to get. It’s only fair that you pay us for each piece of hard-earned knowledge. There are many who’d be interested to learn why an infamous warlock wants to know about the Beau monde of the warlock community.”
“Seeing as those who are interested don’t know their putting their lives on the line, maybe we should keep that information between the two of us,” Castian said, as the files dropped into the open abyss that appeared under them. He grinned. “I would hate to see such a lucrative business go under.”
The man across from him stood, giving a cursory glance round the seedy bar Castian had chosen to meet him in. The others who frequented the bar kept to themselves.
“Big growl, or low growl,” he muttered before meeting Castian stare head on. “Both can be put down easily.”
With that he faded out, leaving Castian alone in the seedy bar.
Standing, Castian followed his example. It had been many years since he’d investigated his family. They thought he’d died in the bowels. His only demand of Tiller was to have his entire existence erased, any and everything about him only lead to a dead end and a tombstone.
Shortly after Tiller fulfilled his wish, and quickly, he’d wiped the fox’s memory.
Castian now had a clear chance to destroy those who’d betrayed him and set him up.
It didn’t matter what he had to pay, he would learn about his enemies and then take them down. The only thing he felt bad about was using the other’s trust to do it.
He smiled, then again they should know better to trust a monster.



OYE
“I wasn’t sure you’d come.” Lanias said as she opened the door to her office.
Oye shot her an annoyed look, as she rolled the four balls of metal around in her hand. “I wasn’t going to, but I figured I should at least see what you’ve been texting me about. I thought we’d already decided on our next move," she said as she walked briskly into the office and plopped down on the sofa. She tossed the four metal balls into the air where they remained. “I can’t think of any reason why; it would need to be changed.”
As usual, Lanias pulled her favorite cigarette from her black box. “Because we can’t do it alone.” Her lips screwed up in distaste. Oye knew her cousin well, and Lanias wasn’t a witch who liked failure. In fact, she was the first to punish a witch for it. “The human world has its rules, and those rules must be upheld. If we seek to keep peace between this world and theirs.”
Taking this in, Oye absentmindedly turned the floating balls into flat discs. “So, the next thing you have me doing is going to the human world. Why?”’
“Asher,” Lanias said, blowing out some smoke. “He works for one of the Top wizarding families. Originally we thought he was nothing more than a gopher, but his status has been upgraded to minion.”
“So, you’re thinking someone ordered him to hire that chalk warlock,” Oye concluded aloud.
Lanias gave a short nod, as she turned to face her leaning her back against the desk. “Yes, and whoever it is must be the money behind the now, rotting in hell—Dr. Clinger.”
“Right, and so you’re asking me to recover him—” Oye trailed off, because her cousin’s request was never that normal. Especially not when it came to relics from their past. Lifting her hand, she grabbed one of the disks and played with it like it was putty, squeezing it between her fingers. “Even with the Nerium returned, I don’t necessarily want to dive right back into taking lives.”
Lanias stared at her for a weighty moment before she scoffed. “You say that every time. And like I said before, it’s up to you whether you kill them or not. My only concern is protecting our women and the dreams they are trying to build.” Her black eyes sparked as she flicked the end of her cigarette into the ash tray to her right. “Not that I care much about the lives of sinners. Killing them is so much more convenient to me.”
The three metallic balls melted and floated to Oye’s right hand and were absorbed by it. “I guess that’s true,” Oye said as she stood, giving Lanias her back. “Anything else?”
“Do you mind handling a small errand for me?”
Oye groaned, knowing the errand wasn’t small at all. She half-turned, “Seriously? And here I thought I was off the hook.”
“Yeah, right. I need you to go to the docks and convince some outliers that trafficking females isn’t a good idea.” She picked up a small calling card, “And please bring back at least one to be questioned.”
Oye grumbled, Lanias always assigned her jobs that tested her “Do-not-kill” philosophy.
She was trying to be a peaceful Witch, dammit!
“You did this on purpose didn’t you,” She complained, marching over to her cousin and snatching the card out of her hand. She always tried her best to be cool headed, but sometimes when dealing with trash she found herself more excited tearing them limb from limb, then getting any answers from them. Maybe, she was still damaged from all those years ago. A line of cruelty inherited from her childhood experiences and the loss of her mother.
She didn’t bother saying goodbye, as she left. On her way out of the club she spotted the sun peaking over the high buildings and could hear the low pitch growls of wyverns as they flew over. Pulling a square piece of silver out, she tossed it to the ground and watched as it slowly grew turning more and more into her favorite motorcycle. Taking her side bag from off her shoulder and clicking it onto the back bike, she unsnapped her helmet from where it hung from the strap and pulled it on while throwing her leg over her bike, she settled down.
She would hit her apartment for a quick sleep, and then she’d go after the men later.



CASTIAN
“This is where you’ve been hiding.”
Castian didn’t bother turning around, he already knew who stood behind him. Raijin didn’t approach him, instead the large ogre stopped at the doorway to the roof. The wind was cool and cutting as it blew against his cheeks. His eyes were focused on the rising sun, as his hands stroked the metallic surface of his beast. His legs swung over the side of the building, as he mentally counted the stones of the building across from theirs.
“103,104, 105…”
“…Aren’t you going to talk to your friend?”
The voice cut through his steady counting, his hand stopped, and his feet stilled.
“Tonight, there is supposed to be a delivery of humans, I want you to go and stop it,” Raijin said, little emotion in his voice. Castian could feel his red eyes boring into his neck, but he didn’t want to turn around and meet the other male’s gaze. If he did, he’d see something ripped and torn, a face of a killer. Especially as he found himself sort of fond of his leader. “If you can bring one, or two in for questioning, that would better our chances of finding out more information about the ‘lord’ individual.”
“And my supposed partner?” he asked, as he removed his hand, the metal of the creature he’d made beside him moving and shifting like flesh as it grew smaller and smaller until it was nothing more than a thin staff setting on the cement next to him. “Has Tiller not confirmed the mission yet?”
Raijin released a sigh. “He still hasn’t contacted me, but we can’t just sit around waiting for him to get back to us. We’ve been asked to suppress some trafficking between this realm and the human world.”
Castian frowned. “Wouldn’t we be better served investigating the Unseelie or seeing where the equipment for the experiments were purchased from?”
“Malcolm, and Alek are already doing that,” Raijin said simply. “You’re the only one free for this request.”
Standing, Castian stretched his lips into a grin and waved his hand so his staff landed in it before it disappeared with little sign of effort. Turning he faced his leader, his eyes curved up at the sight at the more human face of his Leader. “Humph, then it seems I must go.”
He watched the tension leave Raijin’s face, as the male reached into his pocket. Obviously his phone had vibrated, the male’s face brightened as soon as he read the message there.
“Your life seems to suit you better now.”
Castian saw the confusion on Raijin’s face at his words, Afterall he’d changed the subject right in the middle of the conversation. “I want a feisty witch to make my life better,” he mused aloud before he chuckled, moving towards the other male.
“Here’s a puzzle, between a witch and a nymph, who could take my soul faster?” His mind now raced away, it happened to him more often than not. But the puzzles, riddles and inane questions kept him saner than what he would be without them.
Lifting his chin, he stared up at Raijin. “Tell me? What do you think?”
As usual when dealing with Raijin his question went unanswered, as Raijin turned away from him, “Tiller we’ll be coming by later tonight, make sure you’re back before then.”
Left alone, Castian’s eyes grew black, and his smile dropped. A sensation of mist tickling his skin drew his attention, “You aren’t supposed to be here.” He whispered.
Black arms wrapped around his shoulders, and a cheek brushed against his, “But I’m always here.” The disembodied voice said, “I only manifest for you, my most hated beloved vessel.” The creature crooned, its long claw trailing along Castian’s neck. “Why don’t you give in.”
Castian could feel his magic turning inside him, the dark tangle of emotions nearly choking him. His eyes brightened with both excitement and desperation. “Never.” He grinned, as he felt his breathing shorten as long fingers curled around his throat and squeezed.
“You’re being difficult.” The creature’s voice lost its soft quality. “Come, come we both know your mind will be mine sooner rather than later. Give in. I promise only painful pleasure.”
“Here’s a question, what’s a more exciting ending for me? Killing myself or living on the edge of sanity?”
Clicking its tongue, the creature withdrew its finger one after another. Castian pressed the tip of a gun he’d just manifested against his skull. His eyes wide, as he stared at nothing. His finger didn’t shake, it was as steady as all the other times he’d pressed it against his temple contemplating life or death. Wondering to himself, which was better, for now life was better.
Tiller had offered him and the others all a chance at life and while Castian wasn’t planning on living a long time, his life was better served ruining the world that had brought him so low.
The chilly sensation abated fully, and he lowered his hand holding the gun and turned just in time to see the Wyverns race pass overhead. Taking a deep breath, he let the gun evaporate, and sighed.
He wouldn’t die until those who’d done this to him were as miserable as he was.



OYE
The weather was perfect, Oye let her tongue ring click against her lollipop, as she watched the men below. Their movements weren’t rushed as two of them got out of the first car, and greeted the older man who’d been sitting in front of the shipping container with a gun settled on his thigh. He gave a short nod, the gravel crunched as a few of the men came from behind the container each holding an AR. The black spider-like tattoos on the back of his hand, told her he was the man she’d been searching for.
She knew that Lanias wanted her to bring back at least two of them alive, but she was still mentally debating on whether she’d bring back the humans who’d been guarding the container or the monsters wearing human skin, who were purchasing the goods to begin with.
Crouching down, where she stood on the railing she contemplated her choices. Letting go of her lollipop, she reached into her back pocket and pulled out a small block of iron. With a flick of her hand, it became a six-foot scythe.
“Which one, which one?” she hummed to herself, twirling the scythe in her hand before she stood and gave a slight hop.
Landing the steep drop easily, she knelt and looked up to find the muzzle of a gun facing her. “Shit, and here I thought you would be easy pickings,” she muttered.
The guard’s face twisted, his crunched-up features making him look like he needed to take a shit in her opinion. “Get up, slowly,” he added, motioning up with the end of his gun. “No funny shit either.”
She blinked, “No funny, but that’s the best part.”
Faster than he could blink, the tip of his rifle slid apart. He flinched as he stared in shock from the sliced end of his gun to her, rolling her wrist Oye let the scythe flip over the back of her hand before she grabbed it in a stronger grip.
The guard quickly dropped his weapon and scrambled for his holstered gun.
“Ah, ah now let’s not get too carried away.” He stilled, filling the curved blade against his throat. “Then again, I’m not out to have fun.” She mused abruptly pulling the blade across his throat. Blood spurted as he tried to scream but nothing came out but a strangle cry. Falling to his knees, he fell forward dead.
She contemplated his body, before she turned away. “No point in waiting, let’s just kill them all.”
“Witch.”
Stopping, Oye turned her scythe, phasing it into a staff blocking the pincer that had been aiming for her head. Gritting her teeth, as her body was pushed back she stared into the lifeless eyes of a familiar metallic creature. She turned her eyes from it to the master she had already run into once before.
“Warlock, I wasn’t expecting any unwanted guests,” she said.
He glared at her as he stepped from the dark, his brown locks as curly as she remembered. Those dark whisky eyes narrowed turning nearly black as a rakish grin came to his well-shaped lips. “Guest? You’re the one who’s lost their way, little fairy.” His canines seemed a sharper than she last remembered. “It’s almost like you’re trying to follow me around. Don’t tell me, you want to repeat our last meeting that badly?” He closed the space between them, to the point she felt her heart rate increase.
Clicking her tongue, Oye used her rod as a conduit and pushed her will onto the creature before her. “Not likely.”
“What are you doing?” he demanded sharply.
“Nothing,” she said, blinking at him innocently. “Just fixing Betsy’s manners.”
“Betsy?” he repeated only to lose his confusion, when his favored golem suddenly morphed before his eyes into a cat that landed easily on Oye’ shoulder.
“Cleaver,” he shouted in alarm.
“See,” Oye said easily, scratching the cute cat’s forehead. “Just made Betsy a lot nicer.”
Castian’s expression turned black. “Turn him back, now.”
The clearly annoyed warlock reached for his golem. Oye immediately took advantage, and grabbed his wrist and with a hard pull and spun of her body she flipped him over. He groaned as he hit the ground with a hard thump.
“Ah, here we are once again, Warlock. You on your back, and me standing over you,” she teased. “Now, we can do this peacefully or well, I can’t kill you seeing as you're working with my cousin’s mate.”
The shadows beneath surged and once again Castian was ripped from her hold as he disappeared into them.
“Fuck, not again,” Oye complained.
Appearing behind her, he placed a hand on her shoulder and asked. “Will you stab me faster than I break your neck?”
He pressed his stomach into the blade she had pointed at his stomach. His hands tightened on the wire he had wrapped around her neck.
Oye didn’t retreat, she’d been in worse situations than this.
“Will you break my neck faster than I stab you?” she rebutted; her cheeky retort made him smirk.
“You witches are crazy.” Castian sounded almost approving.
“Crazy, I’m not the one that sounds excited,” Oye argued.
The wire around her neck snapped, and the blade disappeared from his stomach as she straightened and quickly put space between them. “This won’t end well, if we don’t just work together.”
“Together?” he repeated, his tone heavy with sarcasm.
Oye hated having to offer the option but she really needed to at least take two of the traders back. And the time she spent tussling with this annoying grinning idiot in front of her. She could already be halfway back to the shade. “Yeah, I can take them all on with you but that doesn’t mean any information I get I’ll be giving to you guys.”
Castian seemed to be contemplating her words before he finally said. “Sure, but I don’t plan on giving you the leaders.”
She smiled at him. “Just focus on keeping up, Warlock.”
He immediately averted his eyes.
He lifted his hand, the cat that had been rubbing itself against her leg shot to his side; floating, it returned to its former shape of sharp teeth, claws and empty eyes. “Humph, don’t be too sure witch.” He disappeared amongst the shadows.
Oye snapped her fingers, her blade turning into a surfboard. Jumping on it, she speedily made her way towards the traders, just as she turned the corner the male who’d been sitting disappeared with a shocked cry. “Dammit.” Jumping off the still moving board, she snapped her finger, the board turned into a large hammer and brought it down on one of the men’s heads.
“Shit. Shoot.”
The sound of gun fire pinged off the shield she lifted as she made her way towards them. Another scream resounded as a body flew hitting the side of the car causing it to rock back. She lowered her shield, in time to slice through a dead body that was tossed her way. Looking from the halved man, she turned her head towards the sound of a low growl.
The Warlock had his own hand, digging into a man’s chest, his black eyes twinkled as he looked at her. “Will I beat you, or will you—beat me.” He grinned, the madness shining bright. He didn’t flinch as the man within his grasp released a shriek as he pulled on his heart more. “C’mon, that’s not as painful as being beheaded, my friend.” He laughed.
“She should stop him.”
Oye couldn’t help thinking this as she watched him, oddly it wasn’t because she wanted to save the guy in his hands. Lifting her bow and arrow, she notched an iron arrow and shot it. The male’s body jerked once before she lowered it.
Castians eyes brows came together, as his expression turned dark. “Wha—?” he jerked his eyes to her. “Why?”
She shrugged, lowering her bow as it turned into a staff once more. “I didn’t see the point of dragging it out.” She gave him her back, as she moved over to the two who were still alive and held in place by rings around their necks.
“I’ll take these two.”
“You don’t get to decide when my fun ends.”
She stiffened at the feel of his breath against her cheek, and his hand around her neck. His lips brushed against her ear. “If you do something like this again, I won’t be so forgiving.”
Her skin pricked as the sensation of something cold drew along it, her body felt like it couldn’t move. “C-Castian," she said his name, but the sensation he was giving off was completely different then what she was used to. And just when she was thinking about how she would escape his hold, he roughly took her lips with his.
Shocked, Oye’s eyes widened as she felt his tongue invade her mouth. Her stomach swooped as she felt the icy tendrils of his magic crawling up her arm. Unknowingly she started to lean into him when she was suddenly shoved away.
Staggering back, she recovered quickly, raising her short blade up defensively.
Breathing heavily his hand covered his face. “Leave.”
Oye was beyond confused with the fresh taste of Castian on her lips. “What’s wrong?”
“Don’t come any closer,” he yelled, his golem immediately blocking her path to him. “Go.”
Irritated, Oye ignored him and took a step forward only to release a shocked scream when her body fell, she barely registered where she’d been sent when something shifted under her.
“Ouch.”
Peering down, she found herself staring into the narrowed eyes of Lanias, who had become her cushion. “Well, damn.” She muttered in surprise.
Lanias coldly smiled up at her. “While I love family bonding don’t you think this level of bonding is a bit too much?”
“Ah, sorry.” Jumping up, Oye gave her surroundings a better look and realized that Castian had sent her back to the Shade. “I wasn’t exactly expecting to be suddenly dropped on you.”
Pushing herself up, Lanias used her dark tendrils to stand. Brushing a hand along her dress, she changed into a well ironed pair of slacks and white shirt. Her hair released so that it spilled around her shoulders. “Oh, and where were you expecting yourself to fall when you suddenly opened a portal into my establishment?”
Oye winced, Lanias was annoyed. No one liked dealing with an annoyed Lanias, especially up close. The witch walked over to her desk. “Actually, I’m more irritated that whoever sent you here was able to cleanly cut through my wards.”
“I wasn’t expecting to run into that Warlock Castian, but…” She trailed off remembering the men he’d captured, searching around herself frantically as she cursed meeting Lanias gaze. “I think I might have left our, um, witnesses behind.”
The desk broke in half.
Oye flinched.
“Lanias, look I’ll just go back and get them.”
“This is the second time those damn Jackals have gotten in our way,” she said, her voice growing rough. With a wave of her hand the desk returned to normal. “We can’t get anything done without butting heads with them at every corner.”
Both were contemplating this when something crashed outside of Lanias’ closed door. Both shared a look, before Oye quickly opened the door to find the two males she’d picked out earlier, tied and gagged on the floor.
“And here I was thinking of paying that fox a visit,” Lanias mused as she pulled a cigarette from her lacquered box. “But we will have to speak at another time.”
Relieved the men were here, Oye’s mind was finally able to go back to the man she’d left behind. He definitely had his demons, then again who didn’t here in Veil city. She watched as the men sank into the floor. Hopefully that was her last time running into that warlock again. She was done with men with demons, all they ever did was bring trouble.
Even if that rough kiss had nearly swept her off her feet.









           WHISPERS           




CASTIAN
“Y ou actually didn’t kill everyone.”
Raijin said, looking at the three men who weren’t moving due to the bonds of shadow holding them in place. Their eyes were wide with terror, showing that two of them were really human with no knowledge of the Veil City.
“And the women,” Raijin asked.
“I erased their memories, and sent them to the human police.” Castian answered absentmindedly. He took a seat on top of the desk. Pulling a puzzle from his pocket, “There weren’t any witches among them unfortunately," he said, but the minute he said that, his thoughts drifted off to a certain witch. He quickly tried to suppress it.
“She smelled tasty; you should have let me have her.”
The demon in his head wasn’t done, it appeared. “Come, haven’t I been good? Let me pleasure us both. Imagine it.” He crooned.
An image of Oye on her knees with her hands tied behind her back appeared in his mind’s eye. Those lips that had argued with him so fiercely were coated with saliva and his cum. The eyes he’d longed to stare into were glazed with abandon and lust.
He watched himself lean down, and cup her jaw. The contrast of his sharp black nails against the star-like skin was art.
“Show Daddy what you have in your mouth.”
Malleable and soft, she parted those lips to show him.
He grinned. “Good girl, you didn’t spill a drop. Now swallow.”
Oye with no hesitation swallowed and shuddered.
Castian leaned in. “How do I taste, love?”
“Delicious~,” she moaned.
“Stop it,” Castian Mentally shouted as his
fingers jerked hard on the puzzle. The metal wrenched. Pausing, he looked down at it and frowned. “I want to be there when you question them.”
Grabbing one of the men by his throat Raijin lifted him easily, “How about this one,” he asked, glancing at someone behind Castian.
Red mist filled the room, as Alek made his presence known. Castian immediately turned and threw a blade at him, and watched with excitement to see if he’d gotten fast enough but sadly Alek caught the blade between his two fingers.
Those quicksilver eyes turned on him, “You weren’t trying to harm me, were you Warlock?”
Shrugging, Castian turned back around. “I just thought you’d be needing something to assist you in questioning.”
A hand landed on his back causing him to jump slightly.
“Ha, Castian, why don’t you try to offer me a tool as well?” Malcolm cheerfully asked as he clapped his other heavy hand on his back once more.
Flicking Malcolm an annoyed look, he jumped off the table. “I’m going to bed, call me when you’re headed to the council building.”
Not bothering to ask permission, he made his way to the steps.
“Castian,” Raijin called out to him.
Pausing, he glanced over his shoulder, his expression clearly asking why Raijin had stopped him.
“Is everything all right?”
The question sounded as awkward as it felt, especially when he couldn’t answer that question honestly. Sure, he saw Raijin as his leader but that didn’t mean he had to tell him his worries. Especially when there was nothing he could do for him. Instead, he laughed, “Sabina is rubbing off on you.” With that, he turned and continued upstairs.
Reaching his floor, he opened the door to his apartment and entered. Shutting the door, his façade faded and slumped against the door.
“She smells delicious.”
“Claim her.”
“Shut up,” he yelled as his head filled with shouts and demands for the witch. He should never have touched her; a harmless flirting could add another innocent body to his count.
“Shut up.” He repeated as he slid down the door, breathing harshly he stared at his hand and sucked in a quick breath at the sight of his hands covered in black ink. His fingers were long and curving like claws. He blinked and the horrifying vision was gone.
“You’re fighting me, Warlock.”
His eyes moved from his hands to the creature crouched in front of him. Its wings spread out behind him, their leather-like texture oddly reminiscent of feathers. His long fingers appeared as if they’d been dipped in blank ink, his smile was inhuman as he stared at Castian. “You could make this easier on both of us, if you’d just give in.”
Releasing a breathless laugh, Castian said only one thing. “Fuck you.”
“Tsk, that would be the same as giving a hand job.” The demon said easily, his tone filled with humor. “How about we fuck that little witch. C’mon, you want to. I want to, it’s so easy taking her, ripping the life from her body with every moan she releases.”
Something clicked, the demon looked down to find a gun pressed to his chin. Castian, glared at the demon pressing his gun hard against his chin, “I won’t tell you again, shut up.”
Tapping a finger against the side of it, the Demon expression lost its smile, its black eyes glowing. “You don’t think you could actually harm me with this. Do you?” He grabbed it; the metal wrenched but as he removed his hand it returned to its shape.
“I’m not some fucking human, your mind games don’t work on me.”
Rising, the demon stood staring down at him. “For now, but…Don’t forget,” the demon said, licking its lips.
“It’ll work with her.”
Castian’s head jerked up, just as the demon disappeared. He released a shiver, as he dropped his gun and sagged against the door. He wasn’t wrong, the minute he’d let the demon gain a bit of control he’d taken advantage. He cringed remembering his hands wrapping around Oye’s neck, the pulse of her veins and the weakness of it. So easily, he could snap it. She was strong, her magic damn near seared his skin but she wasn’t as strong as he was.
He shuddered just imagining what that damn creature would have done if he hadn’t ripped the control back. Staring into the darkness of his apartment, he knew he had to stop meeting her.
Something about her really stirred the demon up, from her smell to her skin, soft to the touch; Castian felt his own body reacting to his thoughts.
He could even imagine her lips, the bottom slightly plumper than her top. The tongue ring that flashed at him as she talked, she was completely different from her cousins. Where Sabina appeared soft, and kind. She was hard, and sharp. And where Madame Lanias was elegant and graceful she was rough and abrupt. He needed to keep a low profile within Jackals while they searched for Asher. He finally had a key to everything he’d been dreaming of for the past fifteen years. He wouldn’t let it pass him by, this was his last chance.
His hands curled into fist at his side, he would grab it with both hands. And once he did that he would be able to finish this torture of his. Exhausted from fighting to control day in and day out, he closed his eyes letting his body shut down right there on the floor.









           PARTNERSHIP           




OYE
T he next day Sabina watched her older sister walk back and forth; this was the first time she’d seen her sister so anxious. “Are you sure this is going to work?”
Lanias paused, luckily the carpet under her feet hadn’t become bare yet. “Are you doubting me?”
Sabina rolled her eyes at her sisters’ dramatics, “No, I just can’t see Oye going along with this.”
“And there lies my biggest problem,” Lanias said with a grimace. She rubbed her thumb and middle finger together, till smoke began to rise from between them. “She’s so contrite. If I tell her to kill everyone, she wants to be peaceful. If I say bring them back alive, she goes on a killing spree.” With a frustrated growl, she tossed the smoke into the fireplace behind her. The fireplace roared to life, the flickering flames calming down to a low crackle. “The others aren’t ready yet to be sent out, Oye is the only one who’s maintained her skill and continued to be of help to me. She also knows her way around in the human world.”
“But that doesn’t mean she’ll willingly go there and become bait for the Jackals.” Sabina said, as she continued working her fingers through the yarn in her lap. She’d recently gotten into knitting; one could almost say she’d gotten addicted to it. “Plus, she doesn’t like anything related to the council.”
Hearing this Lanias pursed her lips, “They don’t really like the council all that much either.”
Sabina was going to retort, but the sound of the door opening behind drew her attention. Both sisters watched as the subject of their thoughts entered the office. As usual Oye wore a pair of tight black jeans, with holes running down the side. Her eyes sharp, took them in quickly as she walked with loose steps towards the couch. Brushing her locs back, she tied them up with a piece of metal. Her moon-colored eyes drifted over them before they narrowed, “Were you two talking about me?”
The buckles of her leather jacket clicked as she took a seat next to Sabina. “So, what was so important that I had to call out of work for it?”
Sabina and Lanias shared a look, before Lanias spoke. “Like I mentioned before, we’re pursuing Asher. Recently we’ve gotten a little bit more information on his location.”
“Good to hear, now we just need to get around the human tape,” Oye acknowledged.
“Exactly.” Lanias said, “And to do that it requires a bit of compromise with a certain organization.”
Oye frowned, “I hope you’re not talking about those Reds. Because I have little to no desire to be around vampires longer than necessary.”
“And here I thought you’d be excited to be left to your own devices with blood suckers,” Lanias retorted sarcastically.
“Lanias.” Sabina said with a chiding tone.
Oye smirked, “That’s right, reign her in lil-bi bi.”
“Enough, you’re not working with the vampires,” Lanias said as she crossed her arms. “You’re going to be working with one of the Jackals.”
“Bull shit.” Oye said, coming to her feet. Her anger was palpable as the metallic items in the room rattled. “I won’t do it.”
“If you want to find Eliza, you will.” Lanias voice grew hard, her eyes like chips of ice. “It doesn’t matter who we have to use, or break. We protect our own no matter what, and Eliza is missing. The only way for us to even begin to piece clues together is if we partner with them to attend this event that the Ring of Syed throws once a year.”
“Even worse,” Oye snapped, her hands opening and closing at her side. “You want me to spend time grinning in the faces of those sell outs and yellow livered magic users. The ring syed barely shares a thousand years of lore between them. Can’t I do something, anything else?”
“I wouldn’t ask you, if there was someone else who could do it.”



OYE
Oye didn’t want to work with anyone tied to the place that had stolen everything from her. The council, the elders, hell even the Jackals. Everything about them made her sick to her stomach. Sure, Sabina—her cousin, was marrying one but she wasn’t the least bit interested in getting to know him, or his crew better. A brief flash of that annoying warlock’s face popped into her mind before she ruthlessly crushed it.
This wasn’t about avoiding him, this was about Lanias trusting the very people who’d fucked them over all those years ago.
“You want me to put my life in the hands of the very people who destroyed it to begin with," she said glaring at Lanias. Knowing she really had no choice if she wanted to find Eliza.
“No, I want you to use the people who use us and ensure that our kind gains the most benefits in this deal,” Lanias said. “To be frank I also hate the idea of working with that fox demon. But I am a leader for a reason, and that’s because I make the hard choices when it’s needed, this is one of those times.”
Oye thought over it for a long moment, before with a sigh she gave a short nod. “Fine, I’ll do it but don’t expect that fucker to come back alive.” Placing a hand on her hip, she brushed her hand through her hair letting the metallic band snap and wrap around her finger like a ring. “Who is it I’m working with?”
Lanias said the name.
Oye wanted to punch her all over again.
“You’re fucking joking.”



CASTIAN
“You’re fucking joking,” Castian shouted.
Castian stared at Tillers smug expression. Holding back his immense desire to destroy it. While he couldn’t really see it, through the thick fur that covered it he would bury his claws so deep that he would eventually hit something.
Damn if he didn’t wish he could see people’s faces like normal.
He forced his expression into a semblance of calm. “Why does it have to be that particular witch?”
Castian prayed that he’d managed to keep his growing anxiety out of his voice but from the weird stares he was getting from the others he’d failed.
“She’s the only one available,” Tiller explained simply. “You aren’t afraid of a little witch are you?”
Okay, so maybe he would punch Tiller with or without knowing where his face was.
“I just don’t think it’s in our best interest to work with them.” Castian said, hating how desperate he sounded. “I am more than capable of dealing with Asher alone.”’
“Weren’t you interested in getting your own witch,” Alek cut in. “Don’t tell me the lothario warlock is scared of a pussy with teeth.”
Castian wasn’t really in the mood, so he decided to blame his irritation for the random decision of launching seven blades at Alek. When the vampire disappeared and appeared behind him, holding one of the said blades near his neck he felt it was only karma.
“Lick up a single drop of my blood and I’m going to shove my fist down your throat,” he threatened.
Alek laughed, before dropping the blade so that it landed at his feet. “No worries, I wouldn’t want to dirty my palate.”
Castian scoffed, “I’m sure I’d be the cleanest thing you’ve eaten in a long time.”
“Enough, you two.” Malcolm grumbled. “If we are working with witches, I don’t think it’s a good idea showing them just how bad we get along.”
“Exactly,” Tiller said as he turned his attention to Raijin. “Despite your personal connections with them, I don’t want to give them the advantage. They aren’t to be trusted, especially not Madam Lanias. So, while this is a mission to find Asher we can’t ignore that those witches have an interesting tie to the entire ordeal. And the more we can learn from them the better. Since I doubt they’ll share anything worth knowing with us free of charge.”
Castian willed his dropped knife to fly up, catching it midair he put it away. “Fine, I’m not responsible for her sanity. That’s something she’ll have to take care of.”
He spotted Raijin’s smile and narrowed his eyes on him. “What?”
Raijin chuckled. “I don’t think I’ll worry too much. In fact, I find myself more worried about your sanity. I mean, about the little you have left. From what Sabina has told me about Oye she isn’t exactly the easiest to work with.”









           BAD TIMES           




LANIAS
O ye didn’t want to go.
She didn’t want to work with that damn Warlock. She wanted to go kill some human traffickers, brawl with some dwarfs. Hell, she’d even strip for a Vampire but no, she was going to some big, ritzy event with a fuck-boy warlock who had a split personality disorder.
Someone call the higher being and tell them this shit isn’t funny.
“Oye—”
The minute she finished said mission she was going to give Lanias a piece of her mind. Not that she didn’t tell the annoying witch her thoughts most of the time. But she was seriously considering, strapping her cousin to a chair and shaving her bald.
“Oye.”
She jumped, her hand curling tighter around the knife she turned only to dull the edge of it the minute she pressed it against Zach’s throat. “Ah,” she said in surprise, her eyes widening, and she quickly lowered the knife. “You surprised me.”
He pressed a hand to his throat in shock.
“I, surprised you,” he exclaimed incredulously as he rubbed the spot she’d pressed the blade to. “I called you like seventeen times.”
Placing the knife down on the cutting board, she frowned. “Why?”
He pointed at her cutting board, “Mama D said thin sliced cabbage, not eviscerated cabbage.” She turned to face the board and grimaced, she’d definitely been cutting without thinking. The thin slices of cabbage were akin to slips of paper.
Zach reached around and grabbed up a few, and it sprinkled out of his hand like confetti. “How in god’s name did you manage this without magic.”
She shrugged, scooping up some and pouring it into the bowl. “I just have a lot on my mind.”
“Is it a guy?” he asked suggestively. “Did the iron hearted witch of Nolan’s Street finally meet her prince charming.”
She scoffed, finished moving the thinly sliced cabbage into the bowl. “Yeah right, more like I have a business trip I have to go on with someone I don’t particularly like or trust.”
“Bartenders go on business trips?” Zach asked, wearing an expression of confusion coming to his face. “Like, where do you go? Another bar?”
She didn’t hit him, but she did elbow him out of her way, “Move, and we go to conferences and learn the best technique in making drinks and the history behind certain liquors. Anyway,” she said as she carried her bowl of confetti cabbage over to the stove where a large saucepan waited. The oil and spices had already been sautéed along with the onions and peppers. “It’s something I’ll have to go to, and I wasn’t planning on it, especially not this early in the year.”
She turned, placing the cabbage into the pan. She hated lying to Zach and by default Mama D. But she couldn’t exactly tell them the truth. The truth being she was going to infiltrate the ritzy circles of the warlock families. That would just cause a great number of misunderstandings and for her, the orphanage was an oasis away from the world she’d become accustomed to.
This was where she belonged, she enjoyed the sounds of the children and helping Mama D with them. It was the one place she felt fully at home, even if the world she belonged to hid behind the shadows.
She had found this place in her darkest moments.
“Don’t you want to live?”
A 16-year-old Oye, sat on the hospital bed staring out the window. The tray of food uneaten on the counter next to her, she’d not eaten since she’d awakened to the news of her mother’s death. Her hands were still discolored from where they clutched the blanket, her eyes still weren’t completely right yet.
“I reckon there are plenty a kid’s who’d love to live.”
She wanted this old woman to shut up. She narrowed her eyes on the window, trying to blank everything out.
“You know, your mother…She wouldn’t want you to—” “How do you know that?”
Oye angrily demanded, “How do you know what my mother would want? She’s dead, so it’s not like you could ask her.” She wanted to hit the old woman with something. How dare she tell her what her mother would want, her mom would want to be alive. “I’m not some kid, don’t lie to me. My mom’s dead, because of me and that’s a fact.”
“Oye—”
“Oye.”
She blinked, moving her gaze from the cooking cabbage to the doorway where Mama D stood. Mama D’s hand rested on Quill’s shoulder. Tears rolled down his cheeks. She looked down at his hand and gasped. His hand was bleeding, so she quickly set a spatula aside to go get the med kit.
“What happened?” she asked.
Mama D clicked her tongue. “He tried to flip those decorative blades, and failed.”
Oye groaned, as she waited for Mama D to lead the little boy over to the sink. “I told them not to play with them.”
Mama D shook her head. “Babies always try to experience things themselves, no matter how adults tell them otherwise.”
Kneeling so that she could see the thin slice on the poor boy’s hand better. Oye couldn’t help but lecture the little elfin boy. “Quill, what were you thinking?”
He winced as she tilted his hand back and forth in her grip.
He released a sniffle, and flinched when she squeezed his hand lightly. “I—” Sniff. “—wanted to see if I could do it the same way as you—” Sniff. “—but I failed.”
Oye stared at him for a long moment before she asked softly. “When did you ever see me flipping blades?” She motioned to the first aid kit, the top popped open with a clicking sound.
“In my dreams,” he answered innocently. “You were in the dark, but I could see you. You looked angry, but then whatever was annoying you disappeared when you threw a knife, and it went whoosh.” He made the whooshing sound, no longer crying.
Oye pulled a vial out of the first aid kit and releasing his hand she unscrewed the top. Pressing her pointer finger against the top she tipped it upside down, and gently pressed the liquid to the cut. Her mind was already drifting back to when she’d first met the Triplets.
Originally it should have been a simple mission; someone was rumored to be kidnapping rare children along with young girls and selling them to prostitute rings. She’d been expecting it to be a routine shake down, she would go in with guns blazing and kill who needed to be killed, and save who needed saving but that place had been far more twisted then she had expected.
Flash back
The sound of music playing from a recorder filled the ransacked dilapidated building. What once had appeared as a fancy bar, its interior decorated in soft greys and harsh reds, and velvet furniture had proven to be nothing more than an illusion.
Once Lanias had broken the centering stone, they had come to see the broken tables and rotting wood of the shelves. The stench had been what really turned Oye’s stomach, though she didn’t dare show it.
“You and the others can go upstairs,” Lanias directed her, and the other witches, her eyes focused on what once had been a wall, but now was a door that probably led down to the cellar below.. As she moved towards it, Oye felt something tell her to go with her.
“Wait, I’ll go with you.”
Lanias paused before the door, her right hand held out towards the doorknob. “Are you sure?” she asked, with her back to Oye. “I don’t think anyone should come with me.” She half turned, her eyes solemn, “Some parts of humanity and Beings should remain hidden.”
Hardening her resolve, Oye just nodded and repeated that she would go with her.
Together they opened the door. The first thing that hit them was the smell. It was a mixture of iron and cold. Oye tensed immediately, letting two short swords fall into her hands, and as they descended the steps she tightened her grip on them more and more.
The steps creaked as she descended, a rustling sound could be heard as they drew closer to the bottom. Lanias reached the landing first, she clicked her tongue and a wave of magic slammed through the corridor, knocking down every hidden trap and cloaking.
Lights flickered on just as Oye arrived at the bottom step only for her heart to give a hard thump. The walls were covered with cages. And inside the cages were beings, but not grown beings…Children.
Their wide gazes were stark within their skulls as it was clear they hadn’t been fed properly. As they moved forward, the heavy chains that were lashed around their necks scraped along the ground of the cages they were held in.
Some cages held chains, but nothing moved within them.
Her heart didn’t break at the sight, instead she felt an overwhelming urge to do violence. Her resolve to kill whoever had committed this act hardened.
Her cousin didn’t speak as she walked down the aisle, her boots clipping against the ground. The sound of chains breaking following every step, the black light at her feet spreading out.
Turning her own attention away from her cousin, she noticed a door to her right. Glancing at her cousin, she assured herself the woman was fine. With Lanias in such a mood, it would be suicide to attack her.
Walking over to the door, she reached out and turned the knob. Her body stiffened as she felt the magic work on the other end. Muttering a curse, she shoved the door open just in time to see the warlock lift a blade high above a basket. With no hesitation she threw her short sword like a javelin.
They slammed into his back with a thumping sound, his body jerked once before he fell forward slumping over the basket. Weak mewls of distress emanated from said basket.
Running over, she shoved his body aside to meet amber eyes filled with tears. Her gaze moved from their eyes to their pointed ears in shock.
“Elves?”
She jumped spinning around to find her cousin standing behind her, before she whipped her eyes back to the babies.
“He was trying to kill them,” she pointed at the dead body.
“Elves aren’t allowed past the veil in the human world or Veil city,” Lanias groaned, “And there is no way to send them back.”
“We can’t?” Oye questioned, staring down at the silent babies who stared at her with far more awareness than most babies she’d ever seen. “Wouldn’t their parent’s want to know they’re okay?”
“To do so, would reveal that their children were taken in the first place.” Her cousin said as she crossed her arms. “Veil City and the Elves, both agreed to leave each other’s territories alone. This would start another war.”
Then she gave a cursory look around the room, “Then again, they might not have parents.”
“Why do you say that?” Oye asked, making her blade disappear. Moving to the side of the large basket she reached her hand out only for her fingers to get grabbed. She paused at the sensation of such a little hand grabbing hers, and felt something inside her heart tightened.
“Elves have a hard time having children, these three would be heavily guarded and the very idea of them disappearing would stir the nest of those snobs.” Lanias explained, only to stare at Oye in confusion. “What are you doing?”
“Picking him up, duh.” Oye explained, as she picked the most active one up. His body was warm, and his skin soft as she lifted him. He reached out and grabbed one of her braids. Attempting to put it in his mouth.
“You cannot keep him.” Lanias voice snapped.
Sighing, Oye shot her an annoyed look. “I wasn’t thinking of keeping him, but I do know where they can be until we find something, anything about who they belong to.”
“And where is that?” Lanias demanded.
“An orphanage, the one run by Mama D.”
She felt her cousin’s gaze pierce her before she heard her click her tongue. “Very well, the other children we’ll see if they have guardians if not they will be sent to CBPS (Child Being Protective Services).”
With that she turned on her heel, and left.
Oye didn’t move her eyes from the baby boy in her arms. “I wonder what your name is?” she asked, but he only blinked at her. She turned her gaze to the other two and smiled. “I guess it wouldn’t be right to not name you three, huh?”
“Quill, if you play with my decorative blades again, I will never bring you Veil City candy again,” she said as she finished bandaging his hand.
First he gasped like a shocked grandma before he pouted. “But Big sis—”
She shook her head, closing the first aid kit with a sharp click. Standing, she placed her hand on her hips, and sternly frowned down at him. “You and your brothers can’t keep performing dangerous stunts. I only have so many bandages, so promise me you won’t play with any sharp objects again?”
He frowned; his brow wrinkled.
“Quill?”
He pursed lips. “Okay.”
His voice was small, and reluctant but she gave a short nod. “Good, now go and get washed up. The food will be ready soon.”
He gave a short nod and quickly ran from the room. She watched him go, before giving a sigh and turning only to jump when she realized both Zach and Mama D were staring at her. “What?”
“When are you going to have one of them babies for yourself?” Mama D demanded in a tone that begged Oye to try and wiggle out of answering.
“Probably never,” Zach muttered.
Oye coached herself not to throw a metal ball at him. Turning her attention back to Mama D she shook her head. “Probably never, I’m not exactly mother material.”
“What?” Mama D looked at her like she was crazy, as she picked up the bow of thinly sliced cabbage. “You take care of the children here just fine, it’s time you found yourself a nice man to settle down with.”
Oye walked over the cabinet and placed the first aid kit inside, closing the door to it and she shook her head. “I’m not interested.”
“Well, you need to get—”
“Mama D.”
Oye flinched when she realized she had snapped at the older woman. She lowered her hands to her side. “I’m sorry,” she said after a beat, she turned to meet Mama D’s solemn gaze. “But it’s just not for me. This family is enough family for me.” With that, she quickly left the kitchen to go to the bathroom.









           NERIUM & JACKALS           




LANIAS
T he council building rose high over Veil City. Lanias stood below watching the Phoenix settle itself amongst the reeds of its nest. She narrowed her eyes in thought. She wasn’t beneath kidnapping the damn bird, after all it was a symbol that had long lost its ability to strike fear into her.
She could count on one hand the things that caused her to feel fear, and the building before her was nothing more than a nuisance. Hearing a rumbling sound, she turned in time to watch her cousin pull up,
As usual Oye drew the eye of passersby when she pulled up on her dark metal motorcycle. The woman herself pulled her helmet off her locs clicking together. Dismounting her bike, she settled her helmet onto the back of it and the wheels melted into the asphalt before they hardened.
She always reminded Lanias of an angsty teenager whenever she looked at her. The brat never listened to her about updating her wardrobe. She insisted on wearing her leather jacket, tight holey jeans and ankle boots. The only thing she ever seemed to adjust was her makeup. She wore black lipstick, with heavy liner that highlighted her unusual eye color.
“We’re even getting invited to places like this now,” Oye said, not able to hide her distaste.
“Well, we couldn’t meet them in the Shade,” Lanias said, as she turned and began climbing the steps. “Once was enough for me thank you. I couldn’t get rid of the wet dog smell for a week.”
“Right, if you ask me I much rather air out the bar than come here.”



OYE
Oye followed Lanias up the steps, wishing she could just surf her way up, but the council grounds didn’t allow magic use on their grounds from outsiders. Another reason she hated coming to the building—she couldn’t protect herself. She glanced at the stoic face of her cousin; she was surprised Lanias had agreed to come. It didn’t take long for them to reach the landing where they were met with the sight of the fox Demon, Tiller.
He stood straight, his hands held behind his back and his expression in its usual arrogant pose. She wondered what made the man think so highly of himself, since she knew Lanias had—on several occasions, said she’d taught him a lesson. The man was a lot more daring then he appeared, reaching the landing she stopped a few feet away leaving Lanias to speak with him.
“I was surprised to hear you were willing to come into my territory,” were the first words of greeting offered.
Lanias’ smile grew tight. Oye was sure she was choking on a few choice words. Lucky for them both, her cousin showed an immense amount of control by saying instead. “I felt it was necessary to know where and what the enemy calls home.”
“Hmm, and here I thought you’ve come prepared to give up almost anything.”
Lanias’ smile disappeared, as her soft blue dress turned black. “Are you saying I should return to my own home ground?” Her voice dropped in warmth.
“Oh no, no.” Tiller said, his ears twitching, “Do follow me.”
Oye hid her smile behind her hand as she followed behind Lanias and Tiller. She couldn’t help peeking around as they passed the large statues. Their head turning to observe their entrance, she avoided a man running in the opposite direction. A loud call came over an unseen speaker, and the air was filled with thousands of flying bird shaped papers. They swooped into curved holes that covered the upper walls like a honey cone.
She blinked as one got stuck, and attempted to wriggle itself free before another slammed it into the hole.
“Oye.”
Hearing her name, she lowered her gaze to see Lanias and Tiller had already reached the end of the lobby. She quickly made her way after them, ignoring a bit of embarrassment for getting absorbed with flying male. She quickly entered the elevator maintaining her neutral expression.
“You’ll have to forgive me, while I did invite you to come here it was more of a test to see how far you trusted me,” Tiller explained, his back to both of them.
Oye frowned, “Whether we trusted you or not, we’d still come. There is little your building can do to keep us here," she said. Completely ignoring the warning glare Lanias sent her. “I mean, it isn’t like we need magic to knock you out.”
She flinched at the kick Lanias aimed at her ankle.
“At least I don’t.” she muttered.
Tiller glanced over his shoulder at her, quirking a brow. “It would seem your subordinate is very confident in her skills.”
“Well, she does have a point,” Lanias said smoothly, feigning a demure air. “I trust her with my life.”
Hearing this, Oye looked at her in both surprise and embarrassment. She covered it with a cocky grin. “Thanks boss.”
Rolling her eyes, Lanias added. “But that’s it, she’s usually the least able to control her excitement when dealing with certain individuals. If I had to ask her to fix one thing, it would be to allow a few to run away.”
Tiller’s tail flicked, catching both Lanias and Oye’s attention. “Ah, then I think she will get along with Castian. He shares the same issue.”
“Like hell I will,” Oye muttered under her breath, the elevator dinged at the right moment covering her words. The door opened, the first thing they saw was a window giving them a view of the south part of Veil City.
“You took us out of the building,” Lanias observed aloud. “I thought you trusted us?”
Tiller scoffed. “No, I do not trust you.”
“Good, you shouldn’t,” Lanias said as she passed him by as she entered the hallway. “To my knowledge the meeting room is this way.”
Tiller ears flattened, as he watched her navigate her way through a building she’d never been to.
Oye walked up to his side, and patted him on the shoulder.
“Don’t worry, I’ve known her since I was a kid, and she still surprises me.” She chuckled, as she followed behind her cousin. Though her stomach was in knots at the thought of seeing the warlock again, Oye refused to show any of her thoughts outwardly. She had already lost sleep thinking about the man.
She spotted someone she wasn’t expecting to see standing at the end of the hallway. “Sabina?”
Sabina, who’d just been glommed on by Lanias, offered a small wave. “Hey, I thought you guys were coming later. Raijin said he’d tell me when you two showed up so that we could have a few minutes to hang out. It’s also the first time you two have visited me since I moved in.” She offered them both knowing looks.
Lanias avoided her gaze as she let her go. “You really thought I’d hang out here? I’m above brick and chrome decorating darling.”
Sabina made a face at Lanias, “Right, because the fourth floor isn’t chrome and white.”
“Right,” Lanias offered her a mischievous wink. “White and chrome.”
Shaking her head at her sister’s foolishness, she turned her attention to Oye. “And you?”
Shrugging, Oye clicked her tongue thoughtfully. “I don’t do the authorities.” She smirked, motioning her chin towards the room at the end of the hall. “And your mate happens to be the leader. Sorry.”
“Really? You guys didn’t let me being married to a human dick prevent you from visiting me,” Sabina complained.
“But that dick wasn’t tied to the council,” Oye said smartly, the door behind them opened. “Oh, seems like it’s time to meet the dicks that are inside.”
Sabina frowned at her. “I can’t stand you; you know that.”
“Don’t worry, the feelings are only going to get worse when we have to blow our way out of there. And it’s better this way, you’re not caught in the middle of us and them,” Oye added as she walked past her into the room.
Lanias gave Sabina’s shoulder a soft squeeze. “She’s right, you know.”
With that she followed Oye inside, where they were greeted with the full Calvary. The top four members of Jackal filled the room.
While Raijin was a common sight as he’d visited Lanias many times when Sabina lived with her. The male who currently sat at the head of the table wasn’t Raijin, but the Ogre that everyone in Veil City feared. He’d stopped wearing his mask on a day-to-day basis, but he seemed to have decided to wear it for their meeting. His red eyes bore holes into them as they entered.
To his right Alek leaned against the wall, his long platinum hair loose. The vampire’s grey trench coat was open revealing his clean white shirt that was unbuttoned at the throat. His legs were crossed at the ankles, and his eyes were closed.
To his left crouched Malcolm, the werewolf; his muscular figure taking up as much space as his wild aura did. His head was covered in messy brown locks, and his green eyes shined ferally as he watched cracking his knuckles. A feral smile decorating his lips.
The one that drew Oye’s attention, was posted against the wall to the right. His brown hair thick and curly, the scruffy shadow on his jaw adding to his unkempt appearance. His fingers twitched; her eyes unwillingly were drawn to the metallic ball in his hand that morphed into a puzzle.
She drew her eyes back up, only to spot his eyes flicking away from her. For some unknown reason it annoyed her, how could he avoid her gaze as if she was the problem.
She averted her eyes in annoyance and joined Lanias who’d taken a seat at the other end of the table. Elegant as always, Lanias changed the simple chair into one fit for a queen with leather, and iron pinning. Her outfit melted into a sleek gown of black and red. She crossed her legs as she leaned back. “Now, what can Nerium do for you?”
Lanias was addressing Tiller who’d taken his stance at the head of the table with this question.
“Aren’t you asking the wrong question,” Alek interrupted. He opened his silvery eyes, and stared at Lanias intently. “Shouldn’t it be what it is we can do for you?”
Lanias’ smile turned mocking. “And what can an imprisoned leach do for me?”
One minute he was leaning back, and the next he was standing straight his head tilted right. The way he stared at Lanias, caused Oye to tighten her hand on the thin blade hidden there.
“I can do many things for you Madame,” Alek drawled.
“I believe we already know what it is we can do for each other,” Tiller’s voice cut in, drawing their attention. His gold eyes hard as he shot a warning glare at Alek. “Both of our groups have a vested interest in discovering the identity of this lord, learning the meaning behind the prophecy and finding those loose Unseelie.”
“My, my, that’s a long laundry list fox. We, the Shade, have only two things we’re after. One, is finding the witches who’ve been taken, and two; killing those involved,” Lanias said.
“We can’t kill everyone simply because you wish it,” Raijin said. “Just slaughtering them won’t provide us with any information. It’s better for us to try to capture them to discover who exactly this ‘lord’ is and his plans.”
“Who cares what his plans are, he should die for killing my people,” Lanias argued.
“You don’t have a people, you’re not a ruler of anyone here in Veil city.” Malcolm grumbled as he cut in. “Your title as one of the Four demons highlights exactly what you’re about, blackmail and extortion.”
“Is that all you have to say dog?” Lanias acted more amused than insulted. “As much as you seek the relief of my girls, one would think you’d know a little bit more about my dealings.”
“Shut up,” Malcolm stood his anger palpable, his iris elongating. “You’ve no right to be here.”
Lanias lifted her chin as her lips curled up at the corners with scorn. “I’m sure between the two of us I’m the person your friends need the most. And let’s not forget, at least I’m working for my people’s betterment. I’m not serving the council like a dog. Tell me, what’s it’s like to work for the very people who persecute your own kind.”
“Enough,” Castian said as he slammed his metallic puzzle onto the table. “We are here to figure out the best way to work with each other, so that both our needs are met. We are all in the same boat because if the Council finds out what we’re up to we’re all going to be in deep shit. And I for one, would much rather work with this witch demon than those who damned us to be imprisoned in the Bowels. Malcolm.”
Malcolm clamped his jaw together, his eyes squinting before he looked away from Lanias. “Fine, fuck it.”
“This Asher man is the Assistant to Renson, one of the heirs to the families apart of the Ring of Syed.” Tiller said it as if Lanias and Malcolm hadn’t been an insult away from throwing themselves at each other. “Asher was the male who gave the order to Gutierrez to make the underground prison. We had hoped to catch him the next time he’d traveled between Veil City, and the human realm but unfortunately our timing was off. Now, our only hope is to catch him and discover who gave him such orders. This requires us to go to the human world.”
“That group isn’t the most open to strangers,” Lanias said as her eyes became unfocused. She lifted her right hand and flicked her fingers left as if she was flipping through the pages of a book. “They keep their circle small, it’s very rare they will invite outsiders to anything.”
“Exactly, which is why we have to take advantage of their anniversary that’s coming up. All four families will be coming together this weekend. We’re using one of their relatives to gain entry.” Raijin said as he pointed to a picture on the table. “Torik Mortimer, he’s a cousin to the Shran family.”
Lanias reached out, the picture flew from the table to her hand, she made an impressive noise. Oye smirked, before she too released a whistle of appreciation.
“Torick Mortimer? He’s the prince charming of Veil City. How’d you get mister snobby to go along with you?” she asked genuinely curious.
“He’s not that impressive,” Castian muttered, drawing her attention. He glanced at her but quickly gazed away after their eyes met. “He has a heavy addiction to a few human opioids and he’s willing to do anything to keep daddy dearest from learning about it.”
“Still, impressive,” Lanias said, tossing the picture onto the table. “So, we’ve got the invitation, and Oye is supposed to play his girlfriend I assume.”
“Yes. Castian will be disguised as Torick and Oye will play his lover. Two spies are better than one, plus Castian has a cap on the amount of magic he can use,” Tiller said as he turned his gaze toward Oye. She didn’t particularly like the shrewd look in his eyes. “She’s back up if things get a bit rough.”
“Sounds easy enough to me,” Oye said. “We’re going to this party to kidnap Asher. That’s easy.”
“Yes, but if possible, we want to also know if any other of those families are involved.” Rajin tapped the top of the table. “It’s one thing if it was only Renson, but if there are others involved it would prove a theory I have right.”
“And what exactly is that theory?” Lanias asked.
He shrugged. “Whoever this Lord is, he’s powerful enough to stir others to actions. Specifically, powerful people like members of the Ring of Syed. Which leads me to believe he’s someone who’s in an influential position.”
Lanias didn’t agree or disagree, she only gave a short nod.
Oye shrugged. “Okay, capture Asher and spy on some warlocks. Got it.”
At her words Castian shook his head. “It’s not as easy as you think pulling information from these people.”
Clicking her tongue in annoyance. “I wasn’t saying it would be easy. I’m saying the mission all together isn’t a headache. There is however one part of it that’s going to be an issue.”
He turned to fully face her. “Oh, and what’s that?”
The two glared at each other. Completely forgetting that they weren’t alone.
She smiled, “Having to do the mission with you.”
“And here I was thinking the same exact thing.” Castian didn’t want to be alone with the single woman who’d sent him spiraling. Even now he could feel the demon scratching at the corners of his mind, demanding to see her, to feel her. Her bright metallic eyes burned with anger.
“Beautiful.”
He dropped his eyes from hers, only to pause on her lips before he grew irritated and turned away. “Either way, we both have a duty to fulfill our roles," he said this more to himself, than her and met Raijin curios stare.
“When do we leave,” he asked.
Tiller answered instead. “Tomorrow. Everything should be prepared; the shadows will follow you to ensure your travels are safe and there is no interference.”
“Sounds like a plan,” Lanias said as she stood up. The chair she’d been sitting in reverted to its original state. “I hope that we both gain what it is we are looking for.”
Tiller narrowed his eyes on her. “Without the Council finding out of course.”
“Of course,” Lanias said, her eyes sparkling with amusement. “Though with the way we marched through the council building, it would be hard for you to give a good enough reason to welcome a witch into said building.”
“Not at all. I already told them that I needed to interview the sister of the witch who nearly destroyed the entire building.” Tiller said, with a tone full of arrogance. “Your sister has opened up many possibilities for me with her actions.”
Lanias eyes narrowed on him, “Let’s ensure that’s all her reputation is doing.”
With that she walked out.
Oye shot the stoic warlock one more glance, before she followed her cousin out. She would be alone with him for the next few days. She wasn’t sure what she would do if he lost control like he’d done before. After all she had little patience with pushy guys, and their demons. And Castian definitely had demons.
She steeled herself, she shouldn’t concern herself with him and only focus on her mission.
Which was finding Eliza.









           BETRAYAL           




CASTIAN
T he minute the door shut behind the witches. Castian relaxed back against the wall. He hadn’t counted on having such an issue staying focused. Oye was like an iron fire that drew his attention, he was hard pressed not to approach her just to watch her eyes flare with emotion.
He hated the enjoyment he gained from their clashing; he hated that the demon within him enjoyed it just as much.
“You were talkative.”
He lifted his eyes to meet the empty stare of Alek.
“And you only spoke truth, nothing whimsical or foolish.” He grinned, flashing his fangs, “Does the witch bother you?”
Castian glared at him. “I could ask the same thing of you.”
The humor in Alek’s expression fell away. “Bother, isn’t the word I would use.”
“I sincerely hope you will not let your emotions dictate your behavior.” Tiller’s voice chilled their heated exchange, as he gathered the photos that covered the table. “One Jackal breaking his leash is enough.”
“You don’t have to worry about me,” Castian assured him, his fingers tapping the top of the table. “The mission is more important to me than anything else.”
And that was the truth, his own vendetta was far more important. The hate he’d carried with him into the bowels of the council, still remained hot and thick within the pit of his stomach. He’d spent what felt like eons muttering the names of those who’d betrayed him over, and over.
Asher had given him the chance he’d needed, to return to that world. He wouldn’t let such an opportunity go to waste; his biggest problem wasn’t his goals but the witch Oye. He would have to maneuver around her, otherwise she could catch on to the fact that he wasn’t only there for the Jackal’s cause.
He could honestly say that he didn’t truly care about the lord’s intent.
Castian felt as everyone else did in the room, only none of them would say it. If someone wanted to burn Veil City down, who was he to stop them? In fact, if the lord’s goal was to tear the council apart, he’d hand the men a wrecking ball.
But he owed Raijin, and because of that loyalty and debt he would succeed at his mission and gain his revenge.
“Do you think you can do it, vessel?”
“You will pick up Oye from here.”
He was drawn back to the present by Raijin as he caught the card the ogre had tossed to him. Reading the address, he frowned. “Nashville?”
Raijin nodded, as he stood. “She lives in the human realm, so you can leave from there and use the tunnels to get to the next city.” He threw this over his shoulder as he made his way from the meeting room, he paused at the doorway, “And don’t forget. You can’t kill her, she’s family.”
Castian expression turned crazed, “And here I thought I could play with her to my heart’s content. I’m so disappointed.”



OYE
“You aren’t worried they’ll betray us,” Oye asked Lanias.
The shine of the Nerium shed light over the entirety of the large chamber they stood in. Oye watched the shadows hidden within its depths, move and shift. The large snakes made of wood and stone continued circling it. The four pillars that were larger than giants surrounded it, below Oye still wondered if it had been the right choice to bring it out.
“Betrayal by those connected to the council is as normal as breathing.” Lanias said, placing a hand on one of the pillars. Her eyes focused above.“I don’t worry over things I am sure are to happen.”
“Humph, no. You’ll leave that to me.” Oye said, crossing her arms.
Looking away from the Nerium, Lanias observed her silently for a moment before she spoke. “If you truly do not wish to go, I can ask one of the others. Though I did promise them that the reawakening of Nerium and the order wouldn’t encroach on their lives.”
“No, it’s fine.” Oye said, “I just don’t trust that Warlock, but it doesn’t mean I won’t be able to deal with whatever he sends my way.”
Hearing this, Lanias smiled. “That’s surprising.”
“What’s surprising?”
She shrugged, “That you actually are bothered by him. He’s the most palpable of the lot of them. One stole my sister, the other hates my guts and well, Alek is a vampire and he’s the most cloying.”
Oye laughed, “Ever since I served him his ass for snooping around here. It’s like every time we meet I’m hit with some form of bad luck.”
“Ah, yes speaking about that,” Lanias said, dropping her hand away from the pillar. She turned to face fully. “Those men revealed something to me that was disturbing.”
Stiffening, Oye felt her tension climb. There was little that disturbed a witch like Lanias. “What was it?”
“The women they were planning on taking were all descendants of witches but held no magic at all.”
Oye brow creased. “Not one drop?”
Lanias nodded as she crossed her arms. “Yes, before they would only take women who had trace amounts of magic, their magical veins would be easier to open. But now they are taking anyone who has any or some blood relationship with a witch, even if they are fully human by our standards.”
“It’s almost like, they don’t care as long as the women are in some way blood related to a witch. Then again the prophecy did mention a woman, a daughter. Right?”
Lanias nodded, “Do you think in their search for her, they are kidnapping all witch related females and by default also supplying whoever is doing the experiments?”
“That could be it,” Oye agreed. “The witches who are being experimented on are just like complimentary prizes that come with your initial purchase. In their search for this particular female, we can assume that they decided to use them to attempt creating a numb witch.”
“Despicable,” Lanias muttered, her hands curled into a fist at her side. Her body trembled, “How could something like this happen under my watch.” She gritted out. “I swore that no witch, no female would ever suffer what we had and yet, and yet—”
Oye watched her, before she released a sigh. “You can’t take all the blame. We all wanted peace to last, we wanted to safely live out our lives in the world you imagined. I’m sure the other witches don’t blame you for any of this,” she said as she drew her gaze up to the Nerium.
“They don’t have to,” Lanias said, a bit calmer. She looked up as well, “I blame myself.”
“You shouldn’t, I know more than anyone else where that kind of thinking leads you.” Oye said, her voice soft and sad.
Lanias took in her dark expression and nodded. “You’re right, the only thing I can do is move forward.”
Oye met her gaze, offering her a sad smile.
“Ever forward.”









           MASK           




CASTIAN
C astian stared at himself in the mirror the next morning and felt a great fear seize his body. The blue eyes, blonde locks and clean-shaven face took him aback. For a second, he could pretend that he wasn’t him anymore. He was the man from his past, the one who’d been so sure of himself so many years ago.
The man before him knew nothing of failure and betrayal. He knew nothing of what it meant to be consumed by darkness.
“Man, I know you’re wearing Torik’s face, but it oddly suits you.”
Pulled from his mental prison, he leaned down splashing water onto his face. Grabbing a towel from the hanger, he quickly dried it.
“Don’t be stupid,” he said, turning to face Malcolm who’d come to drop off the packet with his fake ID’s and paperwork. The other man leaned against the doorjamb eyeing him. “Then again, this face has seduced a lot of women.”
Malcolm rolled his eyes when he heard this. “Don’t be revolting. We’ve gotten everything you’ll need in the human world. We’ve even added a vial of water with mercury so that you’ll be able to manipulate it like Torik since his medium is water.”
“Has it been tested?” Castian asked as he walked past him to the yellow packet left on his bed. He turned it over; six palm size vials fell out. Picking one up, he shook it.
Malcolm turned around. “Raijin said he’d leave it to you to try it out. It’s interesting Warlock, how you wear so many accessories and yet your living arrangements are so empty.”
“And I suppose you think of this place as a home to be decorated?” Castian asked, tossing the vial down. He walked over to his closet, “I’m not like you Malcolm, I may be mad, but I know very well what our stance in this world is.”
He jerked the doors open and reaching inside he pulled out his jacket and grabbed a shirt from the top shelf. “There is little point in pretending otherwise.” He tossed his clothes onto the bed, and turned to face Malcolm. “Any minute I could lose, and die somewhere. Every time we were sent to handle an issue the Council was sorely incapable of handling; my life was put on the line. Mercenaries don’t require a home.”
The amusement in Malcolm’s expression fled, his eyes turning stormy. “I haven’t forgotten Castian. I know better than anyone who we are, and why we exist. I just don’t want to become some dead eyed killer; I would like to believe we’ve done what we did for a reason. For freedom.”
“Freedom?” Castian scoffed, turning away. His now-blue eyes turned cold like chips of sapphire. “There is nothing about our life that’s free. We ‘re hired guns for the council, owned and tied to the whimsy of a cunning fox demon. No more, no less. The best thing I have is not love, nor happiness, just this and…” he trailed off.
“If Raijin can find something more, then it isn’t too farfetched for me to think I can do the same,” Malcolm argued.
Castian jerked his head up to retort, but the door was already shutting behind the retreating werewolf.
“More?” Castian shook his head. “Maybe for you.” He glanced at the single metal box on the shelf near the window. “Yeah for you there may be more.”
With that he turned his attention to finishing up getting dressed. Once done he grabbed up his packed duffle bag. Casting one more look around his nearly empty apartment he headed out. As far as he was concerned this was his last time being here.



OYE
Oye stood in front of her apartment waiting for her ride. She’d been given a packet with the information she needed and was currently leaning against the iron gate that surrounded her apartment complex. She flipped through her new profile to pass time. She was supposed to play an empty-headed model/bartender, great.
Good thing Lanias had packed her bag that sat ominously at her feet. She was similar to Sabina in fashion taste as they both believed that simple was better. She liked her jeans, boots and cropped shirts. She only changed her style when it got colder. The door to her apartment suddenly slammed open.
“Jessie. I already told you it’s over.”
A woman screamed, as she shoved at a man who continued grabbing at her arm. “Stop, let go.”
“Come on, Becca. Give me another chance.” Jessie apparently, wasn’t getting that the woman wanted nothing to do with him. “I swear she was no one to me.”
They reached the landing, and Oye tried to feign ignorance; she really didn’t want to get involved with her neighbors.
“No,” Becca voice warbled slightly, as she jerked her hand out of Jessies. “I am done, I can’t do this anymore.”
She turned to walk away, and once more Jessie proved too stupid to let go. “Dammit, Becca, listen to me.” He grabbed her wrist and jerked her around, she winced. “Listen to me.”
She pulled at her hand, “Owe, let go. You’re hurting me.” She cringed as he closed the space between them.
He reached up to touch her face. Oye grabbed his wrist, stopping his movement. “She said you’re hurting her.”
Oye really hated getting into the business of humans. Now she wasn’t like Lanias, who looked at humans with disgust. But she typically left them to live the life they wanted.
“Who the fuck are you?” The man’s face was red, as he attempted to jerk his hand out of Oye’s hold but failed. Obviously pissed, he couldn’t break Oye’s grasp. He roughly let go of his girlfriend who staggered back.
“Are you not going to let go,” he demanded threateningly.
Oye ignored him and turned her attention to Becca who was rubbing her wrist. “Do you want me to let him go?”
Seeming to be taken aback by Oye’s question, she gave a jerky nod. “Y-Yes.”
With a short nod, Oye released his wrist while shoving him. He let out a surprise yelp and fell back two steps. “I don’t care what you do in your apartment, but don’t do shit like this where people can see it.”
She then looked at Becca. “Love is nice, but either stay with him or leave him. You’re just as much to blame for this as he is.” The woman lowered her face, clearly embarrassed.
Shooting one more glance in the direction of Becca’s boyfriend, she went to walk away.
“Who the fuck do you think you are?”
She’d barely turned back around when a rod lifted between her and Jessie. His fist slammed right into it.
“Jessie,” Becca yelled as he fell to the ground holding his wrist in pain. “Baby are you okay?”
She glared at the man who now stood between Oye and her. “What’s wrong with you?”
The man’s blue eyes were filled with amusement as he lowered the metallic rod to the ground and brushed a be-ringed free hand through his blond hair. “Why nothing darling, I just had a hypothesis that needed answering,” he said playfully. “Would your boyfriend’s wrist break or sprain, after he slammed it into a metal rod?” He lifted said rod and waved it back and forth, “Apparently I was wrong in my thinking. My goal should have been to break it.” His voice turned rough as he lashed out with his foot, kicking Jessie square in the chest.
Becca released another scream going to his side. “Stop, just stop.”
Oye who’d been in shock finally acted and grabbed his shoulder. “Castian, that’s enough.”
He tensed at her touch and slowly turned his attention to her. His eyes were filled with the desire to do more harm. This time she didn’t retreat, “It’s enough.”
He searched her face, before a voice that was devoid of anything, but possessiveness spoke. “Beautiful.”
Taken aback by his words, she released his arm abruptly. “C-Castian?”
He straightened, the vicious intent disappearing from his eyes as he retreated a step from her. He looked from the rod to the male on the ground still cradling his wrist. “If I ever see you attempt harming her again, I’ll break every bloody bone in your body. Savvy?”
With that, he spoke to Oye with his back still to her. “My cars out front, let’s go.”
Before she could say anything he was already walking away. Tapping the ground twice with her heel she followed her suitcase as it rolled after him. Luckily the two humans couldn’t see it where they were crouched on the ground.
Not that she was worried about them, when she reached the front the first thing she saw was a black mustang. She whistled. “I didn’t know this would be our ride.”
She stopped beside her suitcase and went to lift it only for Castian to move to her side and pick it up.
“I wouldn’t want you to break a nail darling,” He teased,
Not releasing it, she gave him a sour look. “I really wish you’d pick which personality you’re going to stick with. Pick either the insane bloodthirsty killer, the bitter old warlock or the playboy. But not all three.”
His expression turned oddly vulnerable. “Do you? And what if I can’t choose?”
Oye knew she was way out of her depth. Plus, they were standing too close to each other, she could smell the warm scent of masculinity and oak scent off him. The sidewalk wasn’t very wide, and both their hands were settled atop her luggage. The two of them were very close to each other. Close enough for her to see the cracks in his identity magic. The blue color in his eyes was broken up by bold lines of brown. “Then I guess I’m just going to have to get used to it.”
Suddenly, the space between them was even smaller.
“Can you?” he demanded; eyes intense.
Oye avoided his intense stare, her mouth suddenly feeling dry. “Of course, in a mission like this they’re always different variables you have to adapt to.”
Having regained some of her composure, she turned her gaze to him. “I’ll just adapt.”
He observed her silently, before he smiled. “Then give me your suitcase, Oye.”
Her stomach tightened at the sound of her name on his lips, and she removed her hand allowing him to take it. She frowned immediately after; she couldn’t let herself soften towards him. Her past mistakes were reason enough for why she never let herself get attached, and she damn sure didn’t have time to be playing with a warlock who seemed to be fighting with his own sanity daily.
Happy that she had her reality check firmly in hand she went to the passenger side and got in. The faster they got this assignment over and done with, the better off she would be.



CASTIAN
He’d been playing with fire when he’d approached her in such a way. She was right, he couldn’t pick what part of himself to show her. Especially when he had a desire to show his true self to her, but his true self came with far more than the average man.
And when that asshole had tried to harm her he’d almost lost the little bit of control he still claimed to have. He wasn’t going to chance exposing his demons, and yet the minute some jackass human dared to try to harm Oye, he’d been ready to break every bone in his body.
Taking a deep breath, he shut the trunk. He needed to stay in control at all times.
Puzzles, riddles, were the way and he needed to mire his mind completely into them if he wanted to stay sane.
“She’s delicious, just give in”.
“No.”
The minute he gave in, he’d lose focus. Revenge was the name of the game, and he was a few miles away from his chance, he wasn’t going to give it up now.
Taking a deep breath, he shut the trunk. He needed to stay in control.
Sniffing he glanced at the Oye who was currently looking at her cell phone. “Did you spray perfume?” he asked, suppressing his irritation with himself.
“No,” she said, her nails clicking against the screen. “What reason would I have to do that?”
“Because you want me,” he said, chuckling.
The steady clicking stopped, and she lifted her gaze from her cell to his face. “How many lies do you tell yourself daily?”
Shrugging he turned the key in the ignition. “I don’t.”
She turned her eyes to her phone. “You know women aren’t attracted to narcissists.”
“I’m a warlock, with a big dick,” he said, as he turned the wheel, smirking. “All women are attracted to me.”
As they drove out of the city, and headed towards the ramp he flipped the top off the gear shift, a blue button sat in the center. He pressed it, which resulted in the window to flash black, and the single ramp in front of them to become two. A fast track towards Atlanta, the hidden road was a secret path used by most beings, who enjoyed driving over the train or using gates.
“I sincerely hope that big dick energy doesn’t get us caught,” Oye finally said as she finished texting her cousins. Shoving her phone in her pocket, she wriggled further into her seat before closing her eyes. “Now, don’t get us killed, mister playboy. This witch likes living.”
Castian wanted to say something in rebuttal, but instead he counseled himself to remain quiet. Clearly he enjoyed sparing with her too much. If he continued to do so at some point he wouldn’t want to live without it. He glanced at her face once more.
Yes, he could admit that he was wholeheartedly attracted to her.
Was it because she was the most human face he’d seen since he’d been dragged into this hell? Maybe. But he didn’t want to give up the path that he’d set himself on.
“A Path that you do not need to walk.”
Black wings curved upward from the back of the extra passenger, matched in sharp contrast by their pale face. A large hand with long curving fingers clicked against the back of Castian’s seat.
“You are going back,” Ashiya said, his voice deep and throaty, a voice of nightmares.
Castian turned his eyes away from the rearview mirror and focused on the road ahead.
“As I planned to.”
“Do you truly believe that your plan will succeed?” Ashiya asked as his size shrunk. He relaxed back into the back seat as his wings retracted. “Your brother wouldn’t display the key so easily. In fact, he’d hide the book, as many as your predecessors have done before.”
Castian squinted at the road, knowing Ashiya’s words weren’t wrong. His brother had gone through so much effort in putting him in the bowels it wasn’t likely the man would make it easy to recover the very thing that damned him. “This time, he doesn’t know I’m coming.”
Ashiya became silent for a time, after a minute he finally spoke. “I wonder if your life before is worth all your effort.”
“It is,” Castian said, but then corrected himself. “It was, but—now, there isn’t much desire for it anymore. At first I wanted to return to it, the place I belonged but that is no longer the plan.”
“I know, your plan now is revenge. Vengeance. Blood spilling. Punishment…Death~,” Ashiya crooned.
“Revenge?” Castian smiled, his eyes losing light. “I wish it was as simple as that, either way I must have the book in my hands to enact it.”
“Well then Vessel, I wish you well but, do not forget to get us a taste of this witch.”
Glancing to the right, Castian stiffened at the sight of Ashiya claw-like fingers drawing along the smooth skin of Oye’s face. Her lashes fluttered as she shifted away from his touch, with a sleepy grumble.
Those cold black eyes turned towards him, the smile stretching inhumanely wide.
“If it wasn’t for your flesh and bones, I’d have claimed this one as mine. I’d drill myself into her soul and feed off her screams of pleasure as I watched the light of life in her eyes go—”
“Enough.” Castian shoved the demon’s voice back, causing its appearance to fade. Ashiya disappeared with a maddened cackle of pleasure.
Reaching over himself, he brushed the back of his knuckles against her cheek as if to wipe away Ashiya’s touch.
He didn’t like her skin being tainted by another’s touch, especially by the bastard who’d ruined his life and destroyed his world. Ashiya was a demon, he’d been the tool used to destroy Castian’s entire world.
His father had always told him to be wary of those around him, even his family, but he’d been so assured of his own strength and knowledge that he hadn’t once thought his brother hated him enough to damn him to spend nine years in the dark.



OYE
“I was hoping it wouldn’t be here.” Oye said, as she got out of the car. Her eyes on the Mansion that was a few miles up the road. The all-white building was handsome against the country backdrop, the white paint bright against the blue sky.
Magnolia trees lined the driveway, their scent permeating the air. She glanced over at Castian who leaned against the side of the car. “Plantations make my skin burn. I’d do better in a more modern setting.”
“They wouldn’t hold such an important celebration in the city,” Castian said as he walked to her side. “They hold their anniversary typically on private estates.”
She took in his appearance, the blonde hair and blue eyes; oddly fitting him better than his own dark features She frowned, something about how he stared at the estate ahead so intensely. Almost like there was a dark memory tied to the place for him.
“Have you been here before?” The question slipped from her lips before she could stop it.
He stiffened, his lashes lowering. “Aren’t all wealthy people the same? They like having control and having the anniversary on their land to promote not only their wealth but also how old their family is. Warlock families pride themselves on their lineage and reputation.”
“Then what about your family?” Oye winced, she really wanted to screw her mouth shut. She shouldn’t be so curious about the damn Warlock, but she knew so little about him. “As a Warlock, does your family have this lineage?”
He released a short laugh. “Do you think a criminal like me could still claim it?”
Oye didn’t hear a drop of humor in his laughter, or see a bit of amusement in his expression.
Deciding to change the subject she turned her gaze away from him, “Well, none of it matters. At the end of the day depending on one’s lineage is just another form of snobbery. You would think two magic kinds would have supported each other, but they used their wealth and connections to avoid the council’s eye during the purge of witches. So, to me their reputation is that of calculating cowards.”
A familiar feeling of disgust and hate crept up, Oye couldn’t avoid it. The old wounds she’d suffered from couldn’t go away so easily. She would never forgive those who participated in the damnation of her people, nor would she forgive those who allowed it to happen. Sure, she wanted to be better and not live with blood on her hands but the dried residue she’d already spilled would never go away.



CASTIAN
Castian observed the witch’s dark expression, unable to look away from her. In the center of a world of merciless truth she drew his eyes. Her skin seemed to brighten with stars, as she became quieter, her skin like the night blanket that covered the sky.
The single being in the world who didn’t appear as a twisted mass of flesh. His fingers twitched at his side, a flood of metal filling his hands turning and morphing into locksmith’s puzzle. Turning his attention to it, he ignored his stomach tightening.
In his mind’s eye, her body was nude and laying on the head of the car, as he studied every inch of her body. Seeing where every nerve ending rested, so that he could manipulate her to his liking. Turning her into a mess of moans and groans of pleasure. He’d twist her around his fingers till every movement caused a following reaction. So that her eyes reflected his own hunger, and madness.
The vision morphed and changed, from a land covered in grass and beauty to one of death and destruction, but the unchanging factor would be her, as she straddled him, taking his dick deep and holding him tighter.
He bit back a groan, pulling so hard on the puzzle it snapped.
“Castian?”
He didn’t look at her, instead he got back in the car. “Let’s go, the sooner we begin the faster we can return to headquarters.”
And the sooner he could put some space between them. The hands of fate would do its own work, but he would assist them in regaining some control.
Oye was off limits, no matter how his inner demon craved her.



OYE
Oye watched Castian get back in the car, she really had been stuck with someone who was borderline Bipolar. The man would be smiling and throwing out witty responses one minute, and the next he’d turn cold.
She sighed; she was used to weird. One had to be if one wanted to work with Lanias, but this was a lot even for her. He was right, getting Asher would put many things into the right place especially his and her relationship.
She got in the car, casting him another curious look. Her eyes widened when she was suddenly hit with the urge to touch his cheek. Biting her tongue so she wouldn’t curse aloud, she looked away from him. There were many things she wanted to do to him, but they began and ended with a blade. Grimacing, she took out a ball of metal to squeeze like a stress ball.
The last thing she needed was “Warlock Dick” screwing with her morals and mission.
Oye liked her simple life. Sex was nothing more than a thing she did to work off stress. Something to do without attachment.
She bit her lip, getting attached to someone was dangerous.
A picture of her mother’s emaciated body flashed into her mind’s eye, and she flinched. Closing her eyes to it. Caring for someone would surely destroy you faster than anything else in the world.
Her cousin, Sabina, had been lucky in finding a monster who loved her.
Even though she herself couldn’t trust it fully yet. So far, Sabina appeared to be happy with her Ogre. Leaning her head against the window, Oye sighed. She needed to focus; her mind was all over the place.
She needed to remember her own rules and stick by them.









           ROLE PLAY           




OYE
G rabbing her bag from the car, Oye watched the lights come to life on the porch of the mansion. She snapped her fingers making the twisted braids of her hair come apart, the strands becoming curly as they fell to her mid back.
Her eyes widened slightly, losing their almond shape. She rolled her bag up to the front of the car and stopped by Castian’s side. Her hand lightly brushed through her hair as moon eyes darkened to brown. Her lips parted as she tapped them making them rosier.
“Neat trick.”
She glanced at Castian’s admiring gaze and sneered.
“Thanks,” she said, resting a hand on his lower arm as she leaned in close as the front door opened.
He closed the space between them, wrapping an arm around her waist to pull her closer. “I could get used to this,” he whispered.
Rising to her toes, she brushed his lips with hers. His cheek twitched when he felt the tiny pricks of needle’s lightly brushing across his bottom lip. She drew back, batting her lashes. “I wouldn’t.”
“Torik, I didn’t think you’d arrive so early.” An excited feminine voice called to them from the open doorway. Both parted, Castian continued and gave Oye a look of hunger. She ignored it. In contrast to her usual resting bitch face, she smiled brightly. As she turned to face the woman who quickly descended the steps. “Robert said you’d be coming later tonight.”
The woman who ran towards them was everything Oye avoided in life, a princess. With her eyes a soft brown, blond hair swept up neatly she looked perfectly pressed. Even the sun was on her side as it bounced off her studded diamond earrings.
This was the sister to Renson, Tabitha. She was known for her charity and caring nature. Oye looked her over, judging her to be easy immediately. The woman was known for being one of the few friends of Torik, there was also a rumor she had a crush on him.
Castian didn’t disappoint as he rushed forward and lifted her up by the waist. “Why would I take my time to get to see you,” he said while spinning her around. “I couldn’t come fast enough,” he lowered her, looking down at her with fondness. “If anything, this stuffy party gave me the perfect reason to escape my manager and the city.”
Oye ignored the tiny pang of jealousy at the sight of Castian holding onto Tabitha.
Tabitha slapped his shoulder, laughing. “Don’t lie to me, you just wanted to come see my brother about your contract,” she teased before turning her attention to Oye.
Oye quickly forced herself to smile as she approached them.
“And who is this?” Tabitha asked Castian, as she sent him a curious look. “Another girlfriend?”
Oye forced herself not to frown in reaction to Tabitha’s tone. Tabitha was the most likable of the Renson family but apparently that was only in comparison to the others.
“Brother won’t be happy that you brought another model, he’s already working hard to cover your other scandals,” Tabitha said, obviously worried.
Castian released a short laugh, throwing an arm over Tabitha’s shoulder. “Don’t be mean, she’s actually not like the others.”
Tabitha shot him a look of disgust, “You say that all the time.”
“He’s right,” Oye said, sick of being ignored. Fake girlfriend or not she didn’t appreciate it. “For instance, I’m not so stupid as to not know when someone is talking about me," she said as she stopped before them. Letting go of her bag, she crossed her arms. “I also know when someone is being rude on purpose.”
Tabitha’s eyes narrowed on her, but Oye didn’t give a shit. She had to deal with assholes like this chick on a regular basis. She would be damn if she let that shit fly while she was pretending to be in a relationship with Castian. She couldn’t ignore that anger burning in her stomach, at the sight of that woman snuggled up to his side. Mission or not, Tabitha was crossing a line and Oye was more than happy enough to put her right back behind it.
She lifted her brow, daring the woman to say or do something else.
“You really know how to pick them, Torik,” Tabitha grumbled.
“Okay, okay, ladies, no need to fight over poor me.” Castian quickly moved from Tabitha’s side to Oye’s and pulled her close, nuzzling her neck he murmured. “After all, I love you both.”
She snorted, turning away. Pissed that she’d felt real jealousy at how he’d greeted Tabitha.
“I’ll be nice to anyone who’s nice to me,” she said as she faced forward once more.
Tabitha smiled, but Oye could tell it wasn’t real. “Well, I apologize if I seemed a little judgmental. Torik typically brings around a certain type of woman when he visits.”
“Well, now you know I’m different," she said sarcastically.
Oye flinched with a slight jump. Immediately after shot a shocked look of anger at Castian who maintained his pleasant expression.
Did he just pinch her?
“Well enough of that. Let’s get inside, I’m starving.” He complained giving Tabitha a mock pitiful look.
Seeing this, Tabitha laughed heading back inside. “Sure thing, I will have the butler lead you to your rooms. After you’ve changed you can come down and have lunch with the rest of us, who’ve already arrived.”
“Great.” Castian exclaimed, as he dragged a pissed off Oye with him. “I can’t wait to eat.”



OYE
“Owe.” Castian flinched from having an elbow shoved into his gut.
Tabitha had escorted them inside, where they’d been left to follow a solemn-faced butler upstairs to the west wing. “What was that for,” he demanded in a harsh whisper.
“That’s for pinching me earlier,” Oye snapped. “I don’t care about anything else you do, but don’t ever try to shut me up like that again.”
He smiled. “I thought it was a better option than kissing you.”
“Forget it,” she muttered, looking away from him.
He observed her before his smile turned into a grin. “Ooh, would you have preferred a kiss?”
Picking up her pace she ignored his question.
“Lord Torik and Lady Oye, this is where you’ll be staying.” The butler stopped before a door, reaching forward he pushed the doors inwards revealing a large chamber. The colors were a balance between dark oak and light beige. The thick carpet muffled their steps as they entered, the butler walked ahead of them over to the closed curtains. Grabbing them he jerked them open sharply allowing for more light to fill the room.
Oye took in the fancy furnishings and wondered how much the items in the room cost. Each piece could probably put one of the orphans through college. She quickly fixed her look of distaste when the butler looked at them.
“Thank you for showing us the way,” she said with a small smile.
He gave a short bow, before he retreated, pausing at the door. “The luggage will be in your room after lunch. We are putting them through a minor check, for the safety of our other guest,” he explained before he left the room.
Oye was glad she hadn’t bothered carrying any other weapons with her.
“I wonder if he’s already arrived,” Castian asked, standing by the window as he looked over the land. “It would make things easier for us if he is here.”



CASTIAN
“It would,” Oye confirmed plopping down on the bed. “But if he isn’t it would give us more time to probe around for who could be supporting him.”
“Asher is from a vassal family; he’d only serve one person.” Castian said, lost in thought. In truth he knew the answer to most of the questions Tiller had about Asher. Unfortunately, he couldn’t reveal anything. If he did he wouldn’t be able to come to this estate. While Renson was using it, it belonged to his family, the Napier.
Why had his brother allowed Renson to use it?
Most Warlocks wouldn’t allow strangers onto the family estate, too many secrets could be discovered when you allowed strangers in. Though he should be grateful, if it wasn’t for his brother he’d never be able to come here without invitation.
And Asher, who was from the Vassal family of Renson, wouldn’t be able to follow the command of anyone but his master. Castian frowned, like his own family who boasted having two vassal families. None could do anything without their master’s specific orders.
This fact was only known by the top families, such as his own, and the rest of their circle.
Torik was from such a family, one could say his connections were the reason he was famous and able to get away with many of his scandals.
“—Castian?”
He flinched, grabbing the hand waving in front of him.
“Owe.”
Blinking, he felt his vision clear as Oye’s bright eyes filled his vision and realized just how close she’d gotten to him.
“Didn’t you hear me,” she asked.
He slowly shook his head, getting overwhelmed with her sweet scent. Her face so close was a temptation and created a chink in his ability to ignore her. Having her move so close, so abruptly was a huge bait even for him. She frowned at him, her lips so plump and beckoning his own. “They came to tell us lunch is ready.”
He leaned forward, lifting her arm higher. She fell forward, “What?”
“I think I should do this sooner rather than later,” he whispered.
Her eyes widened as they filled with confusion. “What are you talking about? Let me go.”
He took her lips as softly as he could, her sweet breath mixing with his. He could hear her heart rate increase as she became still. Increasing the pressure slowly he deepened their kiss. Her wrist twitched in his hold.
He reached out with his free hand and pulled her closer.
She tasted like he’d thought, of metal and stars, of dreams and forgotten memories.
He winced at the first prick but didn’t pull away and let the blood slip down his chin. Even as she pulled back, he pulled her closer. The pain and pleasure, so worth it.
“Yummy.”
The groan of pleasure from the demon inside him was the only reason he stopped. The vision before forced him to press his bleeding lips together to prevent his groan of displeasure at having to stop. Oye’s eyes were bright with heat as her tongue flicked out, licking his blood off her lips. She glared up at him. “You really are a crazy son-of-a-bitch.”
He couldn’t help but grin at that. “I prefer to be called eccentric.”
She didn’t verbally reply, instead she wrapped her foot in steel and brought it down on his foot. He released a cry of pain as he staggered backwards. His mouth opened in a silent gasp of pain.
She turned her back on him, the metal melting back into her skin as she made her way towards the door. “Since we’re late, we will continue this conversation later.” She paused at the door, “But don’t think this is the end?” With that she exited the room.
Castian straightened, he’d deserved it. He shouldn’t have ever kissed her but as he tasted his lips he’d lost all control. She was a flavor he wouldn’t easily forget. He closed his eyes, hardening his heart and forcing his desire down.
Once he reopened his eyes; they were blue once more and without another sound he left the room.



OYE
She rubbed at her lips trying to dispel the sparks that kept running through her body. She chided herself, over and over. She should have known the minute he’d looked at her with his brown eyes, hot with desire that she should retreat a step but instead she’d stared up at him like a clueless rabbit.
Her body had wanted his touch, and like a fool she’d allowed him to take her lips.
Oye wanted to hit her head against the wall.
And the very idea of her allowing them to be alone again had her thinking of plenty of things they shouldn’t do together. Her heart hadn’t felt so fluttery in a long time, and that was the most dangerous anomaly in this entire situation.
She much rather have a heart attack than have her resolve shaken by a clearly unstable warlock. She flicked her tongue out and winced at the taste of blood on her lips. She shouldn’t have pierced his bottom lip with needles, but she’d panicked.
Releasing a groan, she rubbed a hand through her hair.
She needed to get herself together.
Her focus was the mission, and she couldn’t divert it away from that. Plus, he was just playing with her, he had to be. This was Castian after all, his claim to fame was solving his ridiculous puzzles and hypotheses.
Feeling better, after reasoning out any possible growing feelings. Oye, straightened and gave herself a small shake and headed down the stairs and stopped at the sight of Castian at the bottom of the steps.
She frowned, descending them. “How did you get here before me?”
He shrugged, pointing to the other side of the hall. “There is an exit near our room.” His expression was almost cocky, “I’m sure you were too flustered to remember the butler telling us about it.”
She paused, before she rolled her eyes and finished descending the steps. “Don’t be so sure of yourself.”
His smirk turned into a smile. “But I’ve been told I’m a distraction.”
“Yes,” she agreed, only to quickly wipe the smile off his face with her next words. “Ugly people are always distracting. I’ve lost my breath at the sight of you. Sometimes I think… Damn, how could the higher beings make someone so ugly’?”
His smile completely gone, Castian glared down at her. “You think you're funny, don’t you?”
“I’m hilarious,” Oye said deadpanned. “Damn near hysterical.”
He closed the space between them. “One day, witch. Someone is going to teach you better taste.”
She lifted her chin defiantly. “Unfortunately, it won’t be you and not today.”
“Torik?”
Both turned their attention to Tabitha, who was cheerfully making her way towards them. “We’ve been waiting, will you and your friend hurry?”
Oye shot Castian an amused look, she’d been relegated to friend. If she was really dating Castian, she would have been irritated.
Castian’s hand was taken by Tabitha, who pulled him to her side. “The others are eager to see you.”
Oye trailed behind them at a slow pace, her hands in the pockets of her jeans. She’d soften her looks but her fashion sense wasn’t something that could change so easily. The only difference being the holes in her stylish jeans weren’t on the side but the front.
As she followed Castian and the chattering Tabitha into a hallway, her eyes fell on a large portrait. It seemed to be of the people who owned the estate. It depicted a staunch, and wealthy-looking family. An elegant mother sat in a chair, while a harsh yet handsome father stood behind the chair. At their feet were their children, two boys and one girl.
One of the boys, stood before his father and Oye, stared at him. His blond hair was soft, and his eyes a bright blue. Something about him felt familiar but she couldn’t put a finger on why he felt familiar. She continued to stare unsure of why she was fascinated by it.
“Oye?”
She jerked her eyes away from it, to find Castian and Tabitha staring at her in inquiry.
“S-sorry, I was just surprised at how realistic this painting is.” She explained when she reached their side.
“It should be, Napier’s aren’t the type to hold back their coin when spending on anything,” Tabitha explained. “Then again, maybe they do.” she muttered.
Confused by her words, Oye watched her go only to glance at Castian and see a complicated expression on his face.
“Castian?”
He blinked and finally looked at her. “What?”
Her lips parted, but then she thought better of it. “Nothing.”
She couldn’t let herself get curious about him. If she did she’d find herself wanting to know more.









           SNOBS           




OYE
“T ell us, Torick, what it is your girlfriend does exactly?”
Oye took another large bite of the biscotti. For the last hour she’d been buried alive in pleasant yet catty conversation. She’d counted to ten a thousand times, and still wasn’t able to calm her growing frustration with the people around her.
“Ha, how can you make such a question sound so malevolent cousin?” Castian asked where he sat next to her. His arm hung off the back of her chair, as he thumbed the glass of his drink.
“But if you must know Jake, she’s a bartender.”
Jake was the younger brother to Tabitha; the Renson soft brown eyes and strawberry blonde coloring was a family trait. So far Oye had labeled him the blow hard. He seemed to have made it his life goal to humiliate Torik.
The sound of chatter screeched to a halt. Oye immediately wished she could leave as everyone’s attention focused on them. She’d begged Lanias to keep her occupation simple, and the woman had written her real job down.
She took another bite of her biscotti maintaining her mild expression.
“Surely, you’re joking. You couldn’t have gotten so out of touch with your origin, that you invited the help here?” Jake asked.
Swallowing, Oye looked at Jake and smiled, “Help?”
Her throat burned from all the cuss words she was holding back. “I guess, being a mixologist who makes seven figures a month doesn’t qualify as someone who can sit at a table with such affluent people. After all, what does it matter that I’ve beaten some of the best in tasting and can probably get a bottle of ’20 before any of you were told it existed. I’m sorry, I wasn’t born with a silver staff shoved so far up my ass I can taste it.”
The silence was so thick it could be cut with a knife after she’d finished her small tirade.
“W-what?” Jake sputtered as he searched for someone to save him.
“Not many would say such work is something worth respecting.”
Someone said from the end of the table, drawing everyone’s attention. The speaker had hazel eyes and pitch-black hair. “But I find that my bartender has been my councilor, friend and business partner when I needed it the most. I would rather have someone steal my car than give him up.”
“Arwin, you’ve got to be joking.” This time it was a woman with brown hair and moss green eyes who spoke up. She shot Oye a disdainful look. “She has to be lying.”
“I think this entire conversation has grown boring.”
Another person cut in from the opposite end, it was Robert Renson. The rigid way he sat with his nose held high and his strawberry blonde hair swept back from his forehead reminded her of an unfriendly British lord. Giving Jake a disgusted look he added, “We should instead be talking about the activities the Napier family planned for us.”
Flustered, the guest quickly assented.
Oye relaxed only to pause when she noticed the look on Castian’s face. His eyes weren’t on Renson but Napier. The blonde was laughing at something one of his guests had said next to him. Absent-mindedly she thought he was handsome, but the more she observed him the less she felt that way. The way he looked at the woman he called fiancé put her off.
His fiancé wore her raven-colored hair in a low ponytail. She hadn’t moved or spoken the entire time they’d been eating. Every once and while she would look up, but like a skittish cat she’d drop her gaze back down to her latte.
Oye could immediately see she would be the one she could target for questioning; it was obvious to her that she and her fiancé didn’t have the greatest relationship. But even with that, it didn’t explain the way Castian was looking at him.
“Oh yes, I thought we could first do some horse-riding tomorrow. Followed by a tour of the undergrounds.” Napier said with excitement. He acted like a dog that was ready to serve his master. “I heard that you wished to have a party on the lake, so I had one arranged as well.”
“Tsk.”
Oye, laid her hand over Castian’s. She felt him flinch before he looked at her. She leaned over and whispered. “What’s wrong? You’re looking at him like you want to kill him.”
He leaned over and brushed his leaps across her cheek. Oye refused to acknowledge the tingling feeling that remained on her skin.
“Sorry, it’s nothing,” he said.
Drawing back he cleared his throat. “Tillon, is this the 17th century? Will we also be playing archery?”
“Torik, behave,” Tabitha warned even as she expressed her amusement with a small chuckle.
Castian ignored Tillon’s angry gaze. “My apologies, I just thought I wouldn’t be bored to death like I was in Veil City.”
“Maybe, it’s because of the company you keep that you’ve lost the taste for the finer things.” Tillon argued, attempting but failing to keep his tone clear of anger. “If you’re looking for drugs and whores—”
“Stop,” Renson commanded.
Tillon immediately closed his mouth, his cheeks flushed and eyes bright.
Castian squinted at him, before he slowly stood. The air around him was menacing even though he was smiling. “It looks like I’m not feeling the best. Let’s go to our rooms to get rest, Oye,” he said, putting his hand out for Oye to take.
“We will see you all at the horse-riding event,” Castian said as together they left the dining room.
“Torik,” Oye said, seeing that they’d left the other behind.
He didn’t answer. Irritated, she said his name again, “Torik.”
Once again he didn’t react as they walked up the steps. Fed up with him ignoring her, and sure that there was no one else around she snatched her hand out of his. “Castian.”
He finally stopped and slowly turned to face her. “What?”
She took a step back at the sight of his black eyes. “Are you okay?”
Confused, he gave her a long look. “Yeah, I was just lost in thought.”
“Well, do you mind paying enough attention so you can answer one of my questions? Like for instance, is it your goal to make everyone here hate us?”
“Didn’t you read the file,” Castian asked instead of answering her question.
“Yeah, it didn’t mention one thing about Torik being a jackass.”
Castian shrugged. “Read between the lines. The people down there treat.” He stopped talking when they heard a door down the hall open. “Look, let’s go to our room and finish this conversation.”
“Fine by me,” Oye said, leading the way. She hadn’t read anything in the file that implied that Torick had a bad relationship with his family. But maybe Castian had gotten ahold of information she didn’t have. Either way talking in the middle of a hallway where anyone could listen in on their conversation wasn’t a good thing.



CASTIAN
Watching his brother act like a sycophant to Robert had made Castian want to rip his head off. Tillon was acting like a contracted Vassal. His face had held both worship and a sickening desire to serve. It made Castian feel sick to his stomach. Between the Renson and Napier families, it had always been clear who was the most in control.
His father had left the family in the hands of a lapdog, Castian followed Oye to they’re room. Angry that he’d let his anger show but each word his brother had muttered had incited him to want to jump across the table and strangle him.
“I appreciate not being put into such a weak human vessel.”
He still couldn’t believe that his simpering brother was the one who’d put him in the dark for ten years. When did Tillon get the ability to pull off such a scheme? That question had haunted him since he’d learned that his brother was the one behind his imprisonment.
It also might explain why his brother’s aura was so weak. A warlock without its contract demon was nothing. And Castian was the one damned with said demon.
A small part of Castian was pleased that his brother had lost some of his power. And that along with his brother’s waning powers, the Napier influence had been reduced to rubble. They now served, rather than be served.
Entering the room behind Oye, Castian waved the door shut. Facing an irritable witch, he found himself smiling. Thinking back to when she’d put that idiot Jake in his place, he’d found her so entrancing then. He knew Jake, the man had always been eager to put others down. It was easier than looking at his own pathetic existence. The Renson family had made it clear long ago that they favored they’re eldest Robert, only leaving scraps for the youngest. So many years had passed and yet the people he’d left behind were still the same. Unfortunately for Jake, Oye wasn’t an easy target.
“Now, tell me why you decided to attack Napier like that,” she asked.
“I was just playing my role. Torick doesn’t get along with many of his male cousins. The only act civil in public, but the reality is his cousins look down on him.” He walked over to the bed and sat down.
“Why? Isn’t he one of them?”
Castian rolled his eyes. “Being born in the Beau monde doesn’t automatically mean you’re accepted by them. Out of the six men in that room. He has the weakest magic and the least talent when it comes to business. Being a popular actor doesn’t exactly impress people of their ilk.”
“You people and your classist views, it’s enough to make me break out in hives. I hate to be a negative person, but this kind of life is for the birds.”
“Well, you said as much when Jake decided to insult you.”
She laughed. “He’s nothing I haven’t dealt with before. I’ve had my fair share of experience dealing with people who treat others like shit. It’s part of my job to deal with dick heads, remember?”
“Oh, am I one of those dicks you’re talking about,” Castian asked.
“The biggest one,” she said, giving him her back.
Oye walked over to her bag and with a wave of her hand it laid down and unzipped. Kneeling down beside it she added. “I’m going to shower first. Today’s been a really long day for me.” Grabbing her stuff, she stood up. “While I’m in there, I’ll be figuring out what our next step should be during the horse race. Especially if Asher shows his face.
Castian mock-saluted her. “Yes, ma’am.”
Her lips twisted as if she wanted to say something. Instead, she kept her thoughts to herself and headed for the bathroom.
Castian watched her go, ensuring he heard the door click before he disappeared into the shadows. He had to start his own investigation, and now was the best time.
    
The halls of what had once been his home were so silent it was eerie. This place had once been filled with the warmth of his mother’s laughter. Now it was like a mausoleum. His boots clipped against the marble floor as he made his way past the foyer into the side parlor that led to a hidden hall that only the family knew of.
Castian remembered his father leading him down it when he was younger. His father had been grooming him for his eventual taking over of the Napier name. At the time he’d been intimidated by his father’s silence. When they’d reached the end of the hallway he’d found him staring at the family tree. The sigils of the main families shining bright along with the symbols of their vassals.
He’d watched as the sigils changed to names while the tree leaves fell from the painting. Only for another leaf to take its place with a newer date.
His father had lifted his cane and tapped at it. “The ones who fall aren’t dead. They’ve just lost their right to be a part of our family. To be a child of this family, one must be prepared to sacrifice more than just his soul," he said this with a solemn expression, his expression somber.
Castian had gone from being afraid to being proud that day.
Coming to the end of the hall he immediately felt the change in the air.
“I do not like this.”
Castian hated to agree with Ashiya, taking a retreating step he summoned his Golem. The large metal beast hovered beside him. Reaching out he shifted it into a long staff. Grabbing it he slammed it down onto the floor, causing a ripple to leave the tip. The lights overhead dimmed when large black lights appeared before the wall that had at one time been covered by the painting of the family tree.
“Anti-magic stones?”
Castian frowned. Why would Tillon place anti magic stones before the entrance? It wasn’t like his brother wasn’t gifted with magic.
The sound of people coming took Castian by surprise.
“Has it arrived yet,” someone asked as the group drew closer.
Castian quickly dropped into the shadows moving through the wall to the outside next to the window that gave view to the long corridor.
Holding his breath, he peered inside. Tillon was escorting Jake and Robert towards the secret entrance.
“Yes, it’s been bonded to the item so it will not escape easily.” Tillon explained, reaching the wall he pulled out a key and stuck it into a hole that Castian now realized had been hidden by simple invisibility charm. The lock flashed blue when Tillon pulled it out a large piece of the wall slid to the right. Tillon stepped aside allowing both Robert and Jake to enter before him. Jake shot him a look of distaste before following Robert inside.
Tillon followed behind, closing the door.
Castian stared unseeing at the garden before him in confusion. Completely thrown off but what he’d just seen. Not only had his brother had given a stranger access to the family's vault but he’d opened the entrance with a key and not with magic.
Unable to gather his thoughts, Castian decided to return to his room. He would think over what he’d seen, and hopefully tomorrow he would be able to come to a better understanding of what had happened to his family after his imprisonment.









           I, SPY           




OYE
O ye stepped out of the bathroom and saw that Castian was gone, she didn’t panic. The man obviously liked working alone. It wasn’t any kind of shock to hear he’d left.
The only question was whether or not it would affect her personal mission. She wasn’t above knocking his ass out if he caused any upheavals. Walking over to the vanity table, she took a seat and grabbed up her lotion only to pause when she felt the shadows move around her.
“Where did you go?” she asked as continued putting her lotion on.
He stepped from the dim corner near the window and pulled off his jacket. “Nowhere really.”
His long legs carried him to his own bag that sat near the bed. “Just wanted to take a walk around, spy on this and that.”
She narrowed her eyes on his reflection. “How is it that you managed to say so much and still not answer my question? Let me try again, what were you doing warlock? If we’re supposed to be a team. You should give me a heads up if you’re going to do something that could cause me trouble.”
He finally graced her with a look of annoyance. “Is that what you thought when they told us to work together? I didn’t take you to be someone so naïve.”
Shoving her chair back she stood. “If that’s how you want to play, then I guess you wouldn’t like to know when our target is arriving then.” She stomped over to confront him. “I’m sure you would also hate to know what Jake and that greasy fellow Tillon have been up to.”
He glared at her, the blues completely losing their shine. “Who do you think between the two of us has more pertinent information? Me, who’s been running around and listening to the little birdies. Or you, who just stepped out of the shower.”
She summoned her phone to her side. It flew through the air and into the palm of her hand. “The person who has a demon like witch on their side.”
Castian lips parted, before he visibly gave up spraining with her. Giving her his back, he said, “Fine, I’ll tell you what you want to know.”
Oye held back in doing a little dance at her small victory. She shouldn’t be as happy as she was having him tell her where he went. And she also refused to believe she’d been that interested in the first, it was all about the mission. She wasn’t interested in him dammit.
She repeated this as she watched him pull his shirt off. Only to realize she’d been absorbed in the movement of his back muscles.
“What are you doing,” she demanded flustered.
He gave her a look over his shoulder. “Changing.” His voice turned taunting. “Don’t worry, I can do it slower if you like.”
“Shut up, and tell me where you went already,” she snapped.
“How am I supposed to do both,” he asked with mock innocence. “I can’t shut up and talk at the same time.”
She wasn’t going to punch him, punching him would go against the mission just like slicing that shit eating grin off his face. “Castian—”
He laughed, tossing his shirt onto the bed. “All right, all right. I’ll tell you but I can’t tell you, my source.”
Oye wondered why he wanted to hide his source. But at this point she would rather have the information than go through questioning him about anything else.
“Okay, I promise I won’t ask.”
“Okay, I went to look to see if I could access the underground vault here on this estate.”
Confused, Oye walked over to the bed and took a seat. “A vault?”
“Yes, I would assume it’s similar to a witch’s altar. It’s where they perform rituals that require focus and soul work most warlocks consider them sacred. Major families of the beau monde tend to have more than one. The location of these large vaults are kept a secret from outsiders.”
Oye asked, “So, it’s like a special basement?”
He laughed. “The place is called an underground vault, but the actual location isn’t really underground. Depending on the founder and their magical ability, it could be a small pocket dimension. The title is more for effect, everyone knows what you’re talking about when you say underground vault.”
“Well, that’s interesting and you just happen to know where to find the Napier’s,” Oye said, thinking over what Castian had just told her.
He gave her a look.
“Fine, Fine. I said I wouldn’t ask. Okay, so the Napier family has one here. Why does that matter to us,” Oye asked, changing the subject.
“It matters because only families are allowed to have access to it, and I watched Tillon Napier lead Robert and Jake Renson into his, and instead of using his inheritance he used a human key.”
“A key?” Oye questioned, she shifted on the bed. “I thought it would have a magic entrance with everything you just told me.”
“It does, which is why I’m confused about it not being used and—” He paused.
“And,” Oye drawled.
“There were anti-magic stones hidden in the floor before the entrance,” Castian finished.
At this, Oye frowned. “Wait, you’re saying a warlock put anti-magic stones in front of his family’s magic entrance. Shouldn’t he naturally have access to it, it’s very weird for a magic user to have those things around them. Unless their trying to ward off some sort of spell or magical alarm”
“I thought the same,” Castian said as descended into a thoughtful silence.
Oye wondered to herself why Castian seemed more concerned with the addition of stones than the idea that Tillon was plotting something underground. Honestly, if she’d noticed the same things he did she’d have focused on why the three men felt they needed to hide their meeting from others.
“Do you have any idea what they needed to talk about alone?” she asked.
“No, but I overheard Tillon say to the two that something had been bonded to an item so it couldn’t escape,” he said looking at her.
“What, like a Djinn? No, they wouldn’t. Those things are dangerous,” Oye said, sounding disturbed.
Castian eyes narrowed. “I wouldn’t put it past them, but that would be too reckless even for them.”
“It’s the only thing I can think of that can be bonded to an item,” Oye muttered out loud, as she shifted so her knees were drawn up and her arms were wrapped around them. She missed the look that had entered Castian’s eyes when he glanced at her before he quickly looked away.
“Well, that’s all the information I have for you dear.” He grabbed up his pile of clothes, and made his way barefooted to the bathroom. “It’s time we sleep, one of us will be riding horses in the morning.”
Oye rolled her eyes. “You enjoy that, I prefer metal to living animals.” She let go of her legs and turned over so she could crawl across the bed.



CASTIAN
“I told her too much.”
Castian thought to himself as the hot water slipped down his back and legs.
Something about her open gaze always forced him to be more open and honest than he initially intended. Sometimes, he’d found himself slipping into the mannerisms of who’d he’d been before around her.
Serious and studious.
He pushed his wet hair out of his face disturbed by his own thoughts. He wasn’t that man anymore, at least he didn’t see himself that way.
What was it about her that made him act so differently?
He wasn’t some dog, who chased women via scent or like Raijin, who’d had a craving for his own fiancé. He shook his head, causing water to splatter around.
He was the type of person who’d been groomed to have his bride chosen for him. He paused on that thought, thinking back to the woman who’d sat next to his brother. She hadn’t changed much, her eyes soft and posture perfect. No, Raven hadn’t changed much, and it was obvious his brother didn’t like her.
Sighing, Castian wondered why he even cared. He’d never loved her, but he’d sworn to do his duty to her the day his father had told him that she would be his partner in the future. But now the situation was different, he was different.
Now, if he could get the delicious woman lying in his bed out of his mind. His life would be somewhat perfect. He’d been pressed not to grab her by the ankle and drag her across that bed so that he could ravish her. Tasting that warm skin along her neck and nipping at her collar bone till she begged for more.
Everything about Oye was deadly, but to him, she appeared like an angel. No one else looked as human as she did to his eyes, even her cousin’s faces had been warped in some way.
Small things gave away that they weren’t fully human. Mouths a bit too wide and eyes oddly round.
Cold laughter filled the bathroom, as the bright light around the shower dimmed.
“Your thoughts are always so positive. Why not use that useless energy, for tasting the luscious female awaiting our dominance.”
Straightening, Castian didn’t bother looking behind him. “She is off limits to you and me.”
“Even when you kissed her? Are you saying you can’t smell her even now?” Ashiya cackled, “Why are you fighting your need to bend her over and take in more of her sweet iron blood.”
“Enough, Ashiya.” Castian snapped, his voice lacking strength. He was exhausted from ignoring his desire for her. Fighting the burgeoning need to force her to call him her lord, her master. Her God.
He stiffened, “Ashiya, leave.”
The demon snickered. As his presence faded the bathroom grew brighter. “Time, that’s what you beings whine and beg for. And here you argue against me, in taking what is yours. When you yourself have such a small amount of time to enjoy it.”
Damn, if that fucker didn’t know just what to say to get under Castian’s skin. Closing his eyes tight, Castian felt his lust and hunger fill his body. Reaching down, he clenched his jaw, while wrapped his fingers around dick.
First, he’d deal with his easiest problem. Then his n he’d figure out how to get that damn key from his brother.
He panted as he moved his hand up and down, the slip and slide moving him to lean forward and press his hand against the wall. He’d not let himself be distracted no matter how much he wanted the witch sleeping in the other room.
Just the thought of her had him holding back his groan of pleasure as ropes of his cum splattered on the tile wall. Breathing heavily, he looked down to find his dick still half-mass. Fuck it, at least he’d gotten the edge off for now.
Grabbing a bar of soap, he finished cleaning himself.
It was better for him to sleep, and get an early start tomorrow then to think himself into a knot.









           NIGHTMARE           




OYE
S he was dreaming.
“Oye.”
She didn’t move from where she sat her legs swinging back and forth, her eyes on the birds that flew high above.
“Oye, where are you?”
She glanced down and watched as her mother looked for her. She covered her mouth, trying not to get found. It had taken her less than four minutes to climb the largest tree in their backyard, she wasn’t going to give up her seat just yet.
“Oye, I swear if you don’t say something I—” Her mother’s words were abruptly cut off, as a sharp high-pitched noise. She clapped her hands over her ears, as her body slipped from the branch. She opened her mouth wide in a silent scream as she fell into the pitch-black abyss beneath her.
“Oye.”
Her mother screamed for her, and she could only cry out in pain as something pulled at her feet. She was older, her larger hands attempting to pull her from the pit as thousands of hands with claws tried to drag her back into the dark.
“Mom. Mommy.” She cried, her eyes welling but her mother’s figure continued forward, leaving her behind.
“Mom, please. I’m here.”
“Oye.”
“Mom.”
“Oye, wake up.”
She couldn’t, she didn’t want to.
“Oye.”
Her body jolted awake. Her eyes popped open to meet brown ones. She blinked, and quickly realized she was staring into Castian’s eyes. She released a shudder, pulling away from him. His large hands fell away from her shoulders. His gaze searched her face, “Are you okay?”
She nodded, avoiding his gaze. “Yeah.” She turned, so that her feet hung over the side before she stood. “Bathroom.”
Without looking at him, she hurried away making sure to shut the door behind her. Leaning against the door she focused on breathing.
How long had it been since she’d had such a bad dream?
She’d thought she’d gotten past this long ago. When she’d been sent to live with Mama D every night had been filled with nightmares. She’d been haunted by images of Dr. Clinger torturing children, shortly followed by dreams about her dead mother.
Reopening her eyes, she met her disturbed gaze in the mirror and immediately closed them again. She didn’t want to look at herself right now. She pressed the heel of her hand against her forehead.
“Forget it, forget it.” She muttered, squeezing her eyes tighter. “C’mon, Oye. Dammit don’t do this now.”
Oye lowered her hand to her side, and reopened her eyes blatantly ignoring her reflection. Walking over to the sink, with a flick of her finger she turned it on. Bending at the waist, she splashed the cold water on her face.
This wasn’t the time for the bones in her closet to make an entrance. She could struggle with her past at another time.
“Focus, focus.” She straightened finally meeting her own stare. “You won’t go back.”
Feeling better, she yanked the towel off the hanger and walked to the door just as she placed her hand on the doorknob she hesitated.
Castian was on the other side of the door. She didn’t want to explain anything to him. She bit her lip, knowing she couldn’t hide in the bathroom forever.
Pushing the handle down, she entered the bedroom to find the man she’d been worried would be ready with questions, instead fiddling with her lotion with a curious look on his face. At the sound of the door opening, he turned and looked at her. He lifted the bottle and shook it, “Is this why you smell so delicious? Honey, and cherry?”
Completely thrown off rhythm she stared at him in surprise. When his gaze turned feral, she finally answered him, “Yeah, I guess.”
He slowly gave her body a long look, which made her lick her lips in reaction as her mouth grew dry. “I have to say out of your many looks. The wet t-shirt look is my favorite so far.”
Yep, she wanted to punch him.
Wrapping the towel in her hands around her shoulders she glared at him, “Shouldn’t you explain why I woke up to you in my bed?”
He shrugged, shooting her a wicked smile. “Don’t worry, I didn’t attempt to ravish you while you slept.”
He nimbly jumped back, barely avoiding the dagger that stuck out where he’d been standing not a second ago. “Feeling a bit frisky this morning are we darling?”
“More like pre-coffee.” Walking over to her bag she bumped into him with a little more force than necessary. “Move, or the next time I won’t miss.”
He leaned over, his warm breath tickling her neck. “I know a special way to work all that aggression out, would you like to try?”
She looked at him, “Riddle me this warlock, do you really want to end this mission alive?”
The two stared at each other for a long moment. The tension climbed between them until Castian straightened and looked away from her. “Seeing as you’re not up to it I’ll move so you can finish changing.”
“Yeah, you do that.” Oye muttered, getting back to picking her outfit out.
    
“I never thought I would see you in anything other than black or jeans.” Castian mused aloud, when she came out of the bathroom in a soft pale pink dress that stopped right above her knees. Her hair was braided in a long braid down her back.
Oye forced herself not to look away from him. She didn’t want anything he did to affect her, and yet her belly had tightened at the look of approval in his eyes. “It’s not mine. It’s Lanias, she said I needed to have a more upscale wardrobe. The only reason I wore what I did yesterday was because she didn’t say I had to wear it when I arrived.” She walked and took his arm, “But from now on I’ll be playing your sweet, empty-headed lover.”
Castian wrinkled his nose. “Are you serious? I much prefer your sarcasm and subtle threats of body mutilation in comparison to this.”
“Shut up,” she snapped, pulling him along. “I’m hungry, and I need coffee.”
He followed her. “Ways to keep a witch satisfied, coffee and food.”
“That’s about right,” she muttered as they entered the hallway, only to step out of the way of a servant carrying someone’s luggage. “It looks like we have more guests,” she whispered.
Nodding in agreement, Castian gave a cursory look around but didn’t spot anyone. “They must have gone to the third dining room to eat breakfast.”
“Welp, let’s not be the last to get there.”
Castian frowned, “I wonder at your eagerness to listen to the stale conversation and dull bragging of the rich.”
Oye ignored his complaint. The two continued on their way to the dining room. Feeling suddenly anxious, Oye stopped at the closed doors and glanced around.
“Is there something wrong?”
Oye debated on whether she should mention her growing anxiety or not. She decided against it. She was probably just stressed out from her nightmare. “No, it’s nothing.”
Brushing the feeling off, she opened the door and entered.
“We weren’t expecting you to come this morning. Jennifer told us you would be arriving with Asher,” Tabitha said to the man who had his back to them from where he stood at the buffet. He laughed.
“No, coming with Asher would surely be more boring than coming alone.”
The voice sounded familiar, but she couldn’t figure out why. Holding Castian’s hand, she tightened her hold of it as they moved towards the buffet. Castian offered her a supportive smile that surprised her, could he sense that she felt uneasy.
Swallowing, she moved her attention towards the table only to stop dead when the man talking to Tabitha turned around. Her mind froze as she stared into the face she’d sworn to forget. A memory she’d buried so deep it wasn’t till this very moment she remembered anything related to it.
Oye’s past was something she kept locked away for a reason. The pain from then swept through her like a train as she stared at the man she’d told her mother wasn’t a threat all those years ago. He hadn’t changed much; he still was tall and good looking. He still looked like he was meant to rule the world. It was only now she knew that his smile and soft green eyes weren’t truly all that pleasant, nor was he as kind as he pretended to be.
“Don’t you trust me?”
He smiled at her, from where he kneeled drawing the magic circle. His jeans worn and t-shirt black, the girls at the local high school thought he was a modern version of James Dean.
They still couldn’t believe that Nathan had taken a liking to the weirdest girl in their small town. Oye had grown accustomed to being alone spending her days after school wandering the old, abandoned factory park.
Having lived the childhood she had, she’d been determined to be freer during her teen years. And now that she was living with her mother, she didn’t want her mother to see her being hurt. Even though she tried, she just couldn’t care about things that the human girls did.
And Nathan understood that, because like her he was living another life. They both understood pretending to be someone else.
“I trust you,” she said, as she walked over to his side and leaned down. “Do you trust me?” she asked, purposely being cheeky.
He grinned, and lifted up and gave her a quick kiss on the cheek. “Of course, Iron.”
Oye’s fight or flight was screaming at her. She had to do something, anything but stand here staring at her worst enemy like a deer caught in headlights. The hand she was holding tightened, and she felt him more than saw Castian walk around to stand in front of her.
“Oye,” he said her name softly.
“I-I don’t feel well,” Oye said, finally able to regain control of her limbs. She needed to leave before she did something she’d regret.
“Is everything okay Torick,” Tabitha asked as she came to their side.
Castian gave her an easy smile. “Yes, she’s just feeling winded.”
“Winded?” Jake’s voice cut in from the table. “What exactly did you do to make her winded cousin,” he asked suggestively.
Castian sent him a cocky grin. “After I take her upstairs, I’ll tell you all about it. I’m sure you’ll need the pointers.”
He turned his attention back to her, placing a hand on her shoulder. “Oye, I’ll take you upstairs—”
“—Oye?”
She flinched realizing Nathan hadn’t remained by the table. She didn’t want to look at him, hell she could feel her skin pebbling from where the metal in her blood spiked up. She closed her eyes, and took a deep breath. Placing a hand on top of Castian’s, she forced herself to smile and look up at him. “You know what, never mind I think it’s better if I eat something.”
“Are you sure,” Castian asked, sounding worried.
She gave a short nod. “Yes, I just felt a bit dizzy. Let’s eat.”
“Sorry, I didn’t mean to cause a scene,” Oye said to Tabitha as Castian moved to her side once again.
“It’s fine,” Tabitha said, brushing off her apology. “Make sure you get something to eat. Once everyone’s done, then we can start sharing our plans for the day.”
Oye allowed Castian to lead her to the table. Oye forced herself to not look at Nathan, whose eyes bored into her back. She decided to act like he didn’t exist. The past had died, along with her mother.
“Here.”
She blinked at the sight of a plate in the path of her vision, and looked from the empty plate to Castian. Who leaned closer and whispered, “Are you going to tell me who that man is Darling?”
She snatched the plate from him, “He’s no one important.”
Dammit, leave it to the most annoying male to notice who’d thrown her off.
“Don’t worry about it,” she added.
“But I can’t help but be worried, when his presence alone affects you in such a way,” His tone was soft but serious.
She felt herself soften, but she couldn’t tell him about Nathan, one; it would bring up old memories that she just didn’t have the strength to address right now. She needed to keep her focus. She glanced over her shoulder at where most of the women were sitting. “I’m going to sit with the ladies, and see if I can learn anything about Renson’s recent dealings.”
She finished filling her plate, and walked over to where the women were sitting and took a seat. Quickly ordering a mimosa, if she was going to get through this morning, she’d need some liquid courage.
It was her job to find that single clue that would lead them to Eliza, and a flash from her past wouldn’t stop her from finding it.
The first to welcome her was Tabitha, who offered her a small smile. “I’m surprised.”
She thanked the servant for her glass, and looked at Tabitha in question. “Why is that?”
“She thought you’d stick to Torick’s side throughout this entire thing,” was the salacious response from the same female who’d been particularly nasty the day before. Her green eyes narrowed “I’m Jina Colton,” she offered. She took a bite out of a piece of bacon. “And I’ve known Tabitha and Torick since they were in diapers.”
Oye wondered if that was supposed to be a warning of some sort. Not intimidated, she replied pleasantly back. “That’s cool, does that mean I can ask you to tell me all of his embarrassing stories?”
They had a stare off, both of them clearly not the type to back down. Oye wasn’t going to play into the woman’s hands.
“Jina, enough she’s already proven to be different from Torik’s usual fare,” Tabitha said, taking a sip of her own drink. “I don’t need you to fight for me.”
“R-right, Jina, that’s enough.” This came from Tillon’s fiancé, who’d been silent till now. “It’s enough.”
“See, even Raven agrees with me.” Tabitha leaned over bumping Jina’s shoulders. “The men are already a pain to deal with, let’s not create drama for no reason.”
Jina gave a short nod, leaning back. “Fine, I can’t argue that,” she said, glancing at the other end of the table where Castian and the rest sat. “You could choke on the tensions between them. Did your brother tell you why he didn’t want to include Arwin in his new business venture yet?”
“Right, because Robert tells me anything worth knowing,” Tabitha grumbled as she picked up a strawberry. “No, my god of a brother wouldn’t bother. I guess I should just be happy, he and Jake aren’t fighting this time, and working together.”
“They’ve always fought,” Raven said to Oye, as if to explain Tabitha’s words. “Jake had a hard time as the middle child. Tabitha was the first girl and Robert was the heir, there was little affection left for him.”
“Pfft, if that mattered wouldn’t Lance still be here—”
“Tabitha.”
Oye was surprised at the look of pain on Raven’s face but chose to remain silent.
Tabitha averted her eyes. “Sorry, I should know better.”
“You should,” Raven said, her voice coming out strong for the first time since Oye had met her. “If Tillon hears you say that name, I don’t know what will happen.”
“Isn’t it time he got over it already,” Jina said. Oye had figured out that Jina was a straight shooter. “In my opinion the entire thing never made any sense. Lance wasn’t the type to prey on the weak. And even his own father didn’t truly believe in the charges pressed against him.”
“Lance, how is he related to the Napier heir?” Oye softly repeated the name, the three women tensed as if they’d forgotten she was there.
“Yeah, he was his older brother, the first heir.” Jina said recovering quickly after she realized she’d exposed beau monde dirty laundry in front of an outsider.
Raven lowered her head, avoiding Oye’s eyes. “He committed one of the Stone Crimes, and was sentenced to the bowels 15 years ago. Tillon still hasn’t gotten over it, during that dark time Lord Napier, his father, attempted to save his eldest but nothing worked. Not even bribing Legolas.” She shook her head, her hands opening and closing on the cloth napkin in her hands.
Oye took this all without a word. Tillon wasn’t the original heir and his father had been focused on saving the first son. “Do you think he’s still recovering from being in his brother’s shadow?”
Tabitha shrugged; her eyes squinted in thought. “Honestly, from what Arwin Shran told us, he’s the brunette, the only one other than Torick who keeps us informed; he was never going to get out of it. There weren’t many like Lance. Smart, athletic, and magically strong. It was a loss to the Syed when he was imprisoned.”
“But it looks like your brother has profited from it,” Oye muttered, only to feel the air change as the three-woman looked at her. She called herself stupid twelve different ways, as she said, “Sorry, I shouldn’t have.”
“No, it’s okay,” Tabitha quickly spoke up. “It’s not like you’re wrong.”
The rest of breakfast went on in an awkward silence, she forced herself to swallow her last bite. She could only feel relief when Tabitha told them they could all separate for an hour and then meet outside for some riding. Or touring the garden, if they didn’t wish to ride.
Quickly leaving the room, Oye made her way upstairs. She needed time to herself even if that meant she had to pretend to get lost in the large mansion. She purposely walked past their shared bedroom to the end of the hall. Taking the exit, she explored the servants’ stairs well, deciding to head downward to their quarters to see if she could find anything.
The sound of, “Ah, fuck.” Was followed by the sound of rustling clothes.
Freezing, Oye stilled on the steps.
“Ah, ah, Harder. Jake Harder.”
The sound of fucking filled the stairwell and Oye eyes narrowed as she crouched down. Slowly she slipped metal liquid into her right hand as she leaned forward. She lifted the flat slate mirror she’d created and hung it over only to hold back a gasp at the sight of a woman with her hands on the bars. Her mouth opened as she cried out. She jerked her hand back, her brow crinkling in confusion.
She didn’t remember that particular face, the woman had short dark brown hair and plain features, but Oye wasn’t one to forget a face.
“Shit, you’re so wet. Do you get this wet for my brother?”
“Jake.”
Retreating backwards, she stopped when she hit something that released a shrill noise. Whipping around, she cursed at the hex alarm she hadn’t spotted.
“Shit, who is it?”
Not bothering to look back, Oye rushed back up the steps only to feel something wrap around her ankle tripping her. Falling forward she caught herself on the railing. Looking down she saw what looked like straw wrapping around it. Moving the metal in her body, she forced blades of all shapes to explode from her skin. The straw broke and fell away, yanking herself free she ran back up and out of the exit door only to slam into someone’s open arms.
“Whoa, what’s going on?” She met Arwin’s shocked gaze with a surprised one of her own. Hearing what sounded like someone running up the steps behind her, she grabbed his wrist and dragged him along with her. “Follow me.”
“What?’
“Which one is your room,” she demanded, not daring to slow down.
He motioned to the door up ahead to their left. “That one.”
Just as she heard the exit door slam open Oye rushed inside and slammed the door shut. Breathing heavily, she pressed her back against it.
Arwin turned around and stared at her in confusion. “Who are we—”
“Shh.”
She reached out and covered his mouth, his brows lifted in surprise. Not paying him any attention. Oye kept an ear pressed to the door, her heart slowly stopped its frantic beating. She could hear something that sounded like a whispered argument outside Arwin’s door. After a few minutes everything turned quiet as whoever had been standing outside retreated.
Holding her breath, she waited for the sound to fade and once she was sure the coast was clear she sagged in relief. Facing forward she realized her hand was still on Arwin’s mouth, she quickly removed it. “Ah, sorry. I didn’t mean to drag you along.”
Arwin pressed the back of his hand to his mouth. “Well, it’s not often I’m dragged into a room by an attractive woman who doesn’t have any intentions on seducing me.”
Oye wondered why; she immediately thought of Castian. Arwin didn’t look anything like the man, but something about the way he acted and the way he said what he just did immediately made her think of the annoying Warlock.
“Well, I wasn’t planning on running for my life,” she said, straightening. “I just wanted to take a short cut to the garden and surprise. Two people decided to have a quickie in the stairwell.”
Something flickered in his eyes, but it was too quick for her to catch. He smirked. “Well, don’t be shocked, it’s a common thing to happen when you come to these events.”
She shifted, realizing maybe this would be a good chance to dig for information. “Torik said this would be an event only for the Ring of Syed. And there are more people coming, just how big are your families?”
He shook his head. “Oh, no, darling, the other people who are coming aren’t a part of the Ring.” Oye refused to twitch at his calling her darling. It wasn’t like Castian had any particular claim on that name. It was just something about anyone other than him calling her that, that rubbed her the wrong way. “Before Tillon and Renson took over their families. This event was usually only for close family members. But since those two took over it’s become common to have a few outsiders at these things.” His lips twisted, clearly showing his distaste.
“I take it you don’t like this?”
Arwin tilted his chin up, the corner of his lips turning up. “I can’t tell them what to do or how to act, but they seem eager to pervert everything we once stood for.”
Oye decided to push a little more, “Well, it must be related to their business ventures. I actually hoped that Torick would return, and get a bit involved in his family business. He needs something to focus on rather than causing trouble.”
Oye shamelessly played the caring girlfriend card.
“No, it’s much better that he sticks to his acting and socialite life,” Arwin argued. “Originally our four families, including my own, the Shran; wouldn’t think of going into any business without the other three agreeing, but this time. Renson and Tillon took up business with a man who’s far beneath our family personage.”
“Really?” she asked, taking a step forward. “Do you know who he is?”
Just as Arwin was going to answer, the door behind her opened. She glanced over her shoulder only to turn fully around when she saw it was Castian disguised as Torick. His expression was cloudy as he moved his focus from Arwin to her. Oye wasn’t sure why she felt a tingle of fear run down her spine, but she moved so she stood between Arwin and him.
“Thank god.” She exclaimed, moving towards him. “I didn’t know when I could leave this room. How did you find me?”
Castian lifted a small vial. “I sent out a search but thought it odd it stayed on this floor.” He turned his attention to Arwin. “I was even more alarmed to find it had landed in front of your door.”
Incredibly Arwin didn’t flinch under Castian’s cold stare. He shoved his hands in his pockets and rocked back on his heel. “Well, ol’ boy, I think I’m owed a thank you. I saved your girlfriend here from an awkward run in with a too eager couple in the stairwell.”
Castian turned his gaze to her, a clear question in his eyes.
“I’ll explain it later.” She tugged on his arm. “Let’s go or we’ll be late.”
He followed her out of the room. Oye glanced over her shoulder to thank Arwin but instead found the easy smile on his face had disappeared, and he now stared at Castian with an unreadable expression. Once he spotted her looking, it disappeared, and changed back to a pleasant smile.
She faced forward, keeping a firm hold of Castian’s arm.
He spoke once they hit the top step. “I would like an explanation now.”
Oye, who’d been lost in thought, released his arm. “It’s basically what he said, I caught two people going at it in the stairwell.”
He nodded facing forward. “But why did you end up in his room Alone?”
She scoffed. “You’re good at that, you know.”
He stopped as she continued forward. She only stopped when she realized he hadn’t followed her. She glanced back at him in question.
“I’m good at what, Oye?” he asked.
“Sounding jealous,” she said.









           DROP OF GREEN           




CASTIAN
“S ounding jealous.”
Jealousy wasn’t what Castian was feeling. He was feeling murderous. He had an urge to return to Arwin’s room and tear him limb from limb.
When he returned to his room and realized that Oye hadn’t yet returned he’d scried for her in order to avoid her. Planning on going to Tillon’s room to make a copy of the vault key.
Only, she wasn’t anywhere he’d expected. So, he’d followed the metal infused water droplet, and found himself standing outside of Arwin’s door listening to her talking with another man.
Possessive anger had filled him, and he’d nearly ripped the door off its hinges. Who dared to tempt his goddess away from him? Whoever it was, deserved to lay at his feet breathing from a slit throat but that wasn’t what happened. Instead, he’d opened the door to find her an arm’s length distance from Arwin. Her chin lifted and her eyes holding a cunning look.
“Tear out his heart, and feed it to her.” Ashiya’s growl rumbled throughout his body, and for once he wanted to act on his inner demon’s words.
“His stench is on her.” The demon now complained as he stared down at her. Castian had two options. One; he could continue and reveal his true thoughts to her, or he could hide them.
If he didn’t he would surely grab her up here and now, and take her to their room to carve his name on her skin. He hated this hunger running through him, it felt foreign and wrong.
She wasn’t something he could touch.
It wasn’t because she was precious or because of her being the single most beautiful thing he’d seen in the last ten years; no, it was because if he did he would lose himself in her. Oye was like a million-piece puzzle, that he would spend the rest of his existence learning and putting together.
When he thought her to be hard-hearted, she would be soft. And when he expected her to be ruthless she would show mercy; he could see in her the desire to be a virtuous person. Castian knew, if he touched her, took her. She would never be able to become clean.
So, he gritted his teeth and swallowed all the thousand words he wanted to say and changed his stance to one that was cocky and shoved his hands into his pocket. “I commend myself at my own acting, it’s no small burden to play my role.”
Her lashes lowered, and for a second he thought he saw disappointment in them, but decided to dismiss it as quickly as the thought entered his mind.
“Right, I forgot. You’re a big dick warlock.” With that, she turned away and continued down the steps. “Anyway, I saw Jake Renson, but I don’t think I’ve seen the woman he was fucking before.”
He caught up with her at the landing, and together they made their way outside and followed the pathway towards the back. “Hmm, did they see you?”
She shook her head. “No, he caught my ankle but that’s it. I wasn’t expecting him to chase after me though, Luckily Arwin’s room was close to the exit.”
Castian decided not to comment on that. “Did you learn anything from him? It looked like you two had been talking for a while.”
They turned the corner as Oye started to tell him what she’d learned. Something in the distance caught her attention and she found her former thoughts derailed.
She said instead, “What. Is. That?”
Castian followed her line of sight. “Oh, they’re Pegasus.”
“You say that like it’s normal for people to keep magical creatures in their barn,” Oye said, “Is that what you guys are going to be riding?”
Castian felt amusement at her reaction, at one point such luxuries had been trite to him. And now, well he wasn’t exactly living a life where riding Pegasus was normal. “Well, it’s what one usually does when they are presented with a horse-like creature.”
“Ha, ha,” Oye mocked him, her eyes firmly on the beautiful creatures of varying colors. “Go ahead and make fun of me, but it’s not every day a city girl like me gets to see them. They aren’t allowed within the Veil City walls.”
Castian walked with her along the field. “They have sensitive constitutions. Living within the Veil would crush their spirits. It’s too harsh of a place to keep them.”
“I’m surprised you came, Torick.”
The two of them stopped, and half turned to find Tillon and Jake walking towards them. Both of them were wearing riding clothes. Castian hadn’t thought they could look any more pompous than yesterday; he’d obviously been wrong.
“Well, the lady wished to see what all the fuss was about,” Castian said, pulling Oye to his side. He shouldn’t feel so intensely satisfied having her near him, and yet the minute she was pressed against him he suddenly felt as if the suffocating hatred in his mind cleared. Usually, he’d have pulled out a set of his favorite puzzles but so far, when Oye was in his presence he didn’t feel such need.
Jake sneered, once again shooting a look of disgust in Oye’s direction. If Castian wasn’t playing at being a limp wristed playboy. He’d have shoved an entire sword down the man’s throat. “I’m sure, it’s not every day one at her level could be blessed to even see one.”
Castian mentally counted to three, why did dick face Jake insist on insulting his woman.
All Stop.
She wasn’t his anything.
“Jake, you should be nicer to her.” Tillon crooned but his expression didn’t have a drop of real kindness on it. If anything, Castian was sure the decrepit fucker was enjoying it. “The less favored should be allowed to view beauty every once and while.”
“Ah, then it’s similar to looking at Torick.” Castian glanced to his side to find Oye looking up at him. Her eyes aglow with warmth.
“Every once in a while I have to stare at him to renew my sense of beauty.” She kept her smile as she looked at the two assholes. “I don’t want to get his handsome features mixed up with the random trash I see around here...” She drew the word out as she looked at Jake and then turned her eyes slowly to Tillon. “And there.”
“You—”
Castian quickly blocked her, when Tillon took a step forward. He flashed a dangerous smile, “I wouldn’t do that if I was you chap. Take another step, and this won’t end on a good note. Savvy?”
“And what do you think a worthless branch member can do to me?” Tillon demanded, not backing down. “You are nothing to me.”
Castian took another step closing the space between them, sure he wanted to keep his existence a secret. Still, there was this violence inside of him begging to be released. Here and now, he could break his brother into nothing. Break the sniveling coward to his knees.
He curled his hands at his side into fist, just one step and he could tear the one who’d destroyed his entire life in a blink of an eye.
“Torik, he’s not worth it.”
A gentle hand took his. It took everything in him to look away from Tillon, every ounce of control he clawed together to look in the eyes of the woman who reminded him of stars and moonlight. “Let’s go, they're serving tea and cakes in the garden.” She spoke so softly but it felt like the cooling rain to his soul.
He stared down at her, before he gave her a short nod. “You’re right,” he turned to face his red-faced brother, no… Tillon. This man was no longer his brother. “He’s not worth it.”
He followed her away, and for once he didn’t feel wrong about leaving his enemy breathing, as he brushed fingers against the key that was now in his pocket. Leave it to that idiot to wear it around his neck.
Good thing his brother enjoyed bullying others; he’d given him the perfect chance to get what he needed. Castian smirked, he should also thank his goddess.
“Thank you.”
“You’re welcome,” she said as they walked towards the colorful garden.
He chuckled, “Do you know what I’m thanking you for?”’
She shrugged, “For keeping you from caving in that guy’s head.” She finally looked at him curiously. “I swear back in Veil City nothing bothered you, but that Tillon asshole says one thing and you look like you want to tear his head off.”
Castian shrugged, “Men like him are the reason I ended up in the bowels.”
She didn’t say anything for a long while. When they finally reached the end of the garden she said, “I don’t know if this means anything, but…I don’t hate the jackals because of the Bowels.”
He laughed, his blue eyes turning brown.
“I’m not joking,” she said, facing him seriously. “I know how fucked up the council is, and if you told me that you’d been imprisoned under false pretenses I’d believe you. And I’m not exactly a person who can judge others for their past.”
Castian lost his smile, his expression became just as serious. “You’re right, but that doesn’t mean I don’t judge myself. I am not someone who can feign innocents. I deserve all the condemnation I receive for my crimes.”
She nodded. “That’s fine, too, just don’t think I hate you because of that. I have a plethora of other reasons to hate you, first and foremost you’re a narcissist," she said this as she walked away to greet the other woman.
Castian watched her go and instead of following her he pulled the key out of his pocket and muttered. “At least you know you should hate me.”
Turning he left the edge of the garden, and headed for the front once more. He’d find out just what his brother was hiding in the underground.



OYE
Oye wasn’t sure why she felt the need to tell Castian she didn’t hate him.
She took another bite of her bitter chocolate cake; Tabitha had shoved into her hands. The women had all had time to change, while she’d been stuck wearing the same soft pink dress. Not that she was complaining. Changing a thousand times was Lanias thing, shit she wished that witch had been the one to come.
Lanias would have fit in with this crowd way better.
Looking around Oye could see Arwin hadn’t been lying when he said more people would be coming. There were nearly twenty more people she hadn’t met on the first day. They all hung around the large garden in small groups talking about things that Oye had lost the patience to listen in on.
Castian had abandoned her once again, and she swore the next time she saw him she’d stab him in the thigh close enough to his balls to make him panic.
“It seems we are of the same mind,” Jina said as she came to Oye’s side, “I don’t think I can take another rendition of finding the perfect dress for this or that event.”
Oye nodded, “I figured keeping to the corners would protect me from all that mindless chatter.”
Jina gave her a side eye, “Tabitha was right, you’re not Torik’s usual fare.”
“And what is his usual fare?” Oye asked, seeing as the woman didn’t look like she would be leaving her alone any time soon. Oye easily switched out her empty plate for another one that held a lemon glazed cake decorated with a cute, candied tart atop it. She could at least enjoy the deserts here.
“Empty headed, long limbed and often the complete opposite of Tabitha,” Jina answered honestly.
“Wow, you didn’t hold back at all,” Oye said. “I felt there was something to her haggling me when I first arrived,” she added before taking another bite of her cake.
“Well, she can’t help it, she’s always been in love with him since they were children,” Jina explained as she took a sip of some clear stuff Oye was sure wasn’t a part of the menu for this tea and cake function. “Torik has always used it to his advantage like his current commercial contract with Renson’s main company. He’s always been a leach using her. A lower caste clinging to her pockets.”
“Mhmm,” Oye said slowly, feeling sad her cake was swiftly disappearing. She had to get the recipe; the children would love this. “You don’t like him, and you love her.”
Jina stiffened. “What did you say?”
Oye shrugged. “I’m not judging or anything, I mean I don’t even know how long we’ll last," she said and set her now empty plate onto the server’s tray, and she turned to face the other woman. “So, don’t worry, your secret is safe with me.”
Jina’s expression changed as she seemed to go through a swift calculation. Oye’s expression remained calm. “I see.” She took another sip of her drink, “Then you would also notice he’s behaving completely different from his usual leech-like behavior.”
“I wouldn’t know anything about that,” she said, giving a cursory look around the party. “He’s always been the way he is now with me.”
Oye knew she wasn’t saying anything really, but if Jina had noticed a change in Torik’s behavior, then others must have noticed it too. She needed to find Castian and warn him.
“Well, Tabitha thinks it’s you,” Jina said, recapturing Oye’s attention. “When he looks at you, it’s like he changes. His entire playboy persona melts away.”
“You’re kidding,” Oye said with a soft laugh, as she snatched up a double stuffed chocolate chip cookie from another passing server. The filling was vanilla ice cream, score. If Jina knew who Torick really was she wouldn’t be making such claims.
“No, I’m serious.” Jina insisted, “He’s different.”
Oye really didn’t like the sensation she got at the idea of Castian looking at her in some way that had gained the attention of the others. He was just that good at acting, it had to be a part of his plan. Everyone here needed to think they were lovers, completely absorbed with each other. He was playing his role as he was supposed to; it was their mission. Suddenly, not hungry, she set her plate aside.
“He used to cozy up with Tabitha when he brought his girlfriends to stir hope in her. Every time she’d believe he loved her but then he’d return to them and once again he’d be in bed with them, while she feigned amusement at his behavior. This time he hasn’t left your side once to pander to her needs.”
“Jina enough,” Oye snapped.
Surprised at her tone, Jina looked at her in shock. Oye didn’t shy away from her look either, “I appreciate what you’re saying, truly I do. But you are essentially telling me another woman loves my current boyfriend. I can only hear so much of it. If you don’t mind I’ll be leaving.”
Without another word, Oye left, making her way through the crowd. The sun had lowered and now there was a gentle warm yellow light covering the garden. Little balls hovered overhead, if one looked closer that Fairy’s had been frozen and put within the floating crystal balls.
She felt like them, caught inside a cage of emotions she didn’t understand nor wish to face. She wasn’t some idiot who believed in fairytales, that was for women like Sabina. Who’d greatest desire had been to have a ‘normal’ family.
Oye felt the best in the center of chaos. Another reason she worked in the lower levels of the shade. She needed the controlled chaos to stay sane. She needed to let loose, staying in control was putting her on pins and needles, and where the fuck was Asher?
She couldn’t continue fighting the urge to run, and the little conversation with Jina had raised her hackles. While she wasn’t really in a relationship with Castian, it had unnerved her. The idea of Tabitha touching him, loving him, rubbed her nerves raw.
At this very moment, Oye didn’t want to look at her feelings. Thinking too much made her anxious, and the more anxious she became the more she felt out of control.
She had just entered the sunroom, eager to get a few minutes alone. When a hand grabbed her out of nowhere and pulled her back. She looked around only to meet a familiar face, her skin pricked with goosebumps. It took everything in her to keep her skin from exploding with iron spikes. She had to keep control.
Nathan held her wrist, he looked at her with fondness that didn’t compute to her. Why? How could he look at her like they had ended their relationship on a good note?
“Oye, I knew it was you," he said happily.
She was so stunned by it, she allowed him to close the space between them. “I’ve been looking for you, you know.”
Hearing this pulled out of her stunned silence. She pulled her hand out of his hold. “I’m sorry, do I know you?”
Confusion flicked over his expression, “Wait, no way. You can’t remember me? I’m Nathan, the guy you pledged—”
“I’m sorry I don’t know you.”
She cut him off, quickly walking away. She couldn’t stay here. If she did, she didn’t know what she would do to him. She wasn’t sure what game he was playing, but she wasn’t up for it.
She would never be friendly to her mother’s killer. Never.
Her lips quirked, but then again wasn’t she also her mother’s killer?
Beyond done with the entire situation, she picked up her speed till she was running. Once she arrived at her room she slammed the door open and staggered inside. She walked over the window seat and fell to her knees, closing her eyes she let herself cry.
The silver lining in that moment was that she was alone, and no one would know she’d cried. She’d let herself have this single moment of pity but then she’d wipe away the tears, and get back to work. The world saw her as strong, and she wouldn’t lose the shield she’d built over so many years. Never again.









           HIDDEN PAST           




CASTIAN
T aking off the ring Tiller had shoved on him, Castian felt his magic dissipate. He stood before the entrance to the underground once more. Taking in the anti-magic stones that reduced the effect of many of his magical items. He used his golem turned staff, to dull the stones’ effect by hitting the flooring right above them. The ripple effect turning off the alarm hexes as it went.
His brother must have paid a dud witch to make them. They were weak, in comparison to some of the Hexes he’d seen in the Shade. Reaching the wall, he lifted his cane and waved it in a half circle, the illusion covering it melted away. His jaw tightened at the sight of multiple obvious marks of force entry, someone had tried and failed to get inside.
“Curious.”
Ashiya appeared at his side, the demon leaned forward, his empty eyes taking in the marks. “It would seem another has attempted to enter, and failed.”
“Indeed,” Castian said, pulling the key from his pocket and inserting the key into the lock. He felt the ripple of magic that left it. “The more I see, the more I grow suspicious of what Tillon’s been up to.”
“While I see your game with this other human tedious, I also wonder at his actions. Your elders never required a key and used their magic alone to remove the tapestry.” Ashiya shook his head as he retreated to Castian’s mind. “Dishonorable.”
“And what does a demon know of honor?” Castian scoffed.
“He knows of it and uses it to destroy you petty monkeys.” Ashiya chuckled, and his presence quieted.
The Middle of the wall split, and without another word Castian pulled it open giving another cursory look around himself as he entered the dark abyss. The sound of the door shutting was like stone hitting stone and felt final.
The many torches along the wall immediately lit up. Castian was greeted with the sight of many portraits that hung along the wall.
For a moment, Castian was once again that fifteen-year-old boy being guided by his father down a mysterious corridor.
“Castian, look upon your lineage and feel proud,” Lord Castro Napier said as he motioned toward the walls. “The men and women made the sacrifices and necessary decisions to lead us ever further to the future.”
Castian, then fifteen, felt intimidation but also fascination as they walked from portrait to portrait. His father telling him the names and history of each, not once stumbling in his story telling. Not once confusing their titles or names.
He followed his father, his pride growing at each story of a person who shared his blood. At the knowledge that he’d be the next to add to the foundation of the Napier dynasty.
Once they arrived at the end, his father stopped in front of a part of the wall that was blank. He looked at him, his light blue eyes holding love and something else that Castian hadn’t been mature enough to read then.
“When I have finished my duty, and pass it on to you, my face will appear here," he said solemnly. At that time, Castian hadn’t known then his father had meant when he died. He’d just been excited that his father was treating him seriously and not like a child, like he did his younger brother.
“I would preach to you of family, and loyalty, but that would be a disservice.”
He’d look at his father in confusion, “Why father, didn’t you say that family is everything?”
His father nodded, and turned away from the blank wall and made his way towards the end of the corridor, “But there are times, as you saw on the tapestry; that one must strike down a weed that has popped up amongst the roots.”
At that time, young Castian hadn’t understood his father’s words, nor had he taken them to heart.”
“Hello, father, I’ve returned.”
He stared at his father’s portrait. His father appeared older and with wrinkles around his eyes and mouth. Castro Napier was no longer the man he was in Castian’s memories, he looked withdrawn and sad. It broke Castian’s heart. But there was nothing to say, as he wasn’t looking at his father in the flesh but a likeness. A painting of oils and brush.
He couldn’t help but wonder if his father had fond thoughts of him in his last moments or had his father damned him a traitor as the light faded from his eyes. Overwhelmed with emotion, Castian slammed his fist into the wall near the portrait ignoring the blinding pain that rushed up his wrist.
The bitter reality that he’d truly lost his father and mother, while he rotted away in the bowels finally hit him. The last thing they’d seen of him was a chained madman on his knees. Disgraced before them and the council. His mind in the hold of a demon, that none had ever dared to try and bind with. Something he knew to never do, having had the stone laws of the Warlock families beaten into him from childhood.
And yet, he knelt as a criminal for defying them.
He didn’t know he was crying, till the sting of his warm tears slid into the cut his teeth made in his bottom lip. Closing his eyes, he damned Tillon.
How many times had he’d looked at the information from that smarmy detective only to doubt his eyes. Wickham Row had many things including men who could be paid to investigate things that Castian couldn’t. The first chance he’d gotten, he’d paid someone to investigate what happened to him.
The greatest event of shame for their family had all been created by Tillon. At the time he hadn’t been able to figure out who’d put that little bastard up to it. No matter how the sleuths dug, they could not find the origin of the evil bastard’s plot. After coming here, Castian felt like had a good hunch as to who’d pulled the strings.
Pushing away from the painting, Castian continued forward making his way down the hallway. His main focus was the room that could be found at the end of the long corridor.
As soon as he reached it, he felt both shock and confusion. There were tall, glass chambers filled with clear liquid there to greet him. Beings of all types were captured inside; some shifters were frozen mid transformation. Their bodies were so still, he wasn’t sure if they were alive or dead.
Entering the large chamber, Castian felt disgust at what Tillon had done to a place that was supposed to be used for rituals and to honor the ancestors. He walked deeper into the room taking in the changes, but as he drew his eyes up he realized the chamber ceiling had been lifted and steps circled up and along the walls there were thousands upon thousands of containers, each one holding a single person. Slowly, some things started to become clear to him.
“I do not like this.”
Ashhyl had never sounded scared before, and hearing it in his voice made even Castian uncomfortable. Before he could stop him, Ashiya took over his body. He felt his mind completely absorbed, as if he was being suffocated. Right before true panic could set in, the black disappeared with an abruptness that made him gasp. Sputtering, he sucked in air.
“What did you just do to me?” He demanded as he bent forward and inhaled.
Ashiya claws clinked against glass, “There is nothing your kind would not do.”
Finally, able to breathe normally, Castian straightened and looked at what the Demon was talking about and felt his blood freeze. Inside of this tank, there stood a woman, her body appeared to have been stitched together in a similar fashion reminiscent of Frankenstein. Where her right leg and left arm met her torso there were clearly iron pins to keep them attached. Castian eyes drifted over her trying to figure out what exactly it was he was looking at. He spoke to Ashiya, when he asked, “She’s—human?”
Ashiya shook his head, for once being serious. “She is not.”
“What?” Castian stared at her, this time squinting. “But I can see her.”’
“She is like you, but better,” Ashiya answered, moving back and shaking his head. His expression truly disturbed, “They have melded her body and soul with a higher one. You monkeys are mad, truly insane..”
“Ashiya.” The demon shook his head as he faded away.
Castian attempted to call him back, but he didn’t respond.
For the first time in many years, the demon within him was completely silent. Castian didn’t know how to respond to Ashiya’s extreme reaction. As he continued to stare at her, he found himself thinking she seemed familiar, but he couldn’t pinpoint what was familiar about her. Pulling himself away, he searched the area around, realizing that Ashiya had brought him to a higher floor. Another thing that had shaken him, having the damn Demon control his body and magic so easily.
Suddenly, a rumbling sound filled the chamber. Castian quickly moved to the other side of the Tank and attempted to sink into the shadow. When he could only enter half of his body he pressed his will against the anti-magic shield. The force caused him to grit his teeth as he changed his plan and pushed his aura out. Searching for another way out as the voices below grew in volume.
“How the fuck did you manage to lose your key,” someone angrily demanded. “Are you sure you lost it, and no one took it? We don’t have the luxury of having someone learn about this Tillon. One slip up and both of our heads will be on a platter.”
By the tone of his voice Tillon didn’t appreciate Jake’s tirade. “Whether it was lost or taken, they couldn’t use it. It only works for those of my blood, and even then they would have to have been given a blessing of entrance from my father.”
“A blessing, pfft then how were you able to enter,” Jake demanded nastily. “I doubt he gave you any blessing, especially with the way you killed him.”
Castian’s entire body turned to stone.
“Don’t be crude, it was mercy. The poor bastard would’ve spent his elderly years trying to free my trash brother,” Tillon voice held nothing, no guilt or pleasure. “The best thing I did was put him out of his misery. It's only a pity mother happened to see it.” He clicked his tongue. “The key is made from his bones. Wherever it is, it will return to me in due course.”
Castian’s soul was overrun with hatred. His soul demanded that he take vengeance, and murder both Jake and Tillon at this very moment.
The lock clinked and a rush of wind filled the chamber.
“Asher, do you have it?”
Hearing that name, pulled Castian from the haze of bloodlust filling him.
“His lordship’s aide requested you send him another twenty. The bodies he has now aren’t adapting well to the ritual. Many have been deformed and some even rebelled against him. He slaughtered them to save on time.”
“Does the man think witches grow on trees? It will take us another month to gather that many witch descendants. Someone will notice, just like the damned dogs of Tiller’s,” Jake complained.
“They are being dealt with,” Another person spoke up, it soon revealed to be Robert who’d just entered. Castian hovered at the very edge of his shadow cloak. His expression was cool. “Tell his lordship that it will be done but the payment has changed. I would like to be adapted sooner rather than later.”
“I will mention it, but I don’t think he will accede to it,” Ashe said.
“Your job is not to think,” Robert coolly responded. “Merely to follow my orders, or have you forgotten who your master truly is?”
“No, sir,” Asher quickly said and Castian was sure the man was bowing.
“Good, tell him he will have his delivery not in a month but within days.”
“What?”
“Robert, you can’t be serious?”
The sound of a smack echoed out. “Jake, did I or did I not tell you to keep quiet.”
Jake’s voice shook with withheld anger as he answered. “Yes.”
“Now, escort Asher out and make sure no one sees him. And Asher.”
“Yes sir.”’
“Make sure you return in time to enjoy our dinner party.”
“I will.”
Castian, who’d slowly made his way down from level to level using the dark pathway he’d created, spotted the opened entrance as he moved along the wall. He kept his eyes on the four men below. He maneuvered himself around the corner and nearly pissed his pants when he heard a shrill sound of the alarm right when he reached the exit.
“Who’s there?”
He barely dodged as a bright light of magic slammed into the wall where he’d once been standing. Quickly he took off running, hopping from one shadow bed to another. He panted as he felt his control on his magic slipping. He pressed his back against a tree and slumped onto the dirt. Breathing harshly, it took him a while before he could take a look around to know where he was.
He sat a few feet away from the pool house where there remained a large portal to the underground. Asher searched the entrance way, holding his short staff out. Before he was called back. The entrance disappeared and the pool house returned to normal.
Castian sat on the ground, his hand shaking as he brushed it through his wild hair. And soon after he was laughing; he couldn’t hold it in. His laughter turned maniacal and then morphed into long drawn-out sobs.
If the other Jackals saw him like this they’d get a good laugh. He, the mad warlock, was sobbing outside of his childhood home. How had he’d been so blind, and so goddamn arrogant.
Even knowing he should get up and leave, he remained on the ground until his crying trailed off. Eventually the silence around him comforted him to some level.
He now knew who the mastermind behind everything was. Robert was not only the brains behind Tillon but also Asher and he used him as a line of communication with the Lord. The question now was what exactly Castian would do with this information.
At this very moment, he should have sent off a flyer to Raijin, but he hesitated. He was here for revenge; he’d schemed to get back to his home. Castian had to choose between his desire for revenge or saving those innocent people who were about to be sold off.
He squeezed his eyes tight.
“The best thing I did was put him out of his misery, to bad mother happened to see it.” Tillon’s cruel words rebounded in his head.
He would keep this information to himself for now. Castian had never claimed to be a hero. First he needed to free himself of Ashiya, after that he’d decide what next to do.
Coming to his feet, he batted at his coat and brushed a hand through his curly hair. Reactivating all his many talismans. He felt more like himself.
He wasn’t a hero.
He was a warlock, and warlocks always put themselves first indeed and in hand.
Without another thought he disappeared and reappeared in front of the door to the room he shared with Oye. Entering the room, he was with the sight of Oye sitting on the floor in her pink dress, her cheek resting atop her hands as she leaned against the window seat.
He dispersed his many items and once again he stood in simple slacks. Walking over to her side, he knelt down beside her and spotted the residue of tears upon her cheeks.
Castian debated with himself on whether he should move her or not.
Castian knew enough about her to know that she would hate him seeing her in such a venerable state. If he moved her, she’d know for sure that he’d seen her.
The longer he thought about it, the more he found himself studying the way her hair curled against her cheek.
He reached out and drew a finger along her cheek, watching as it sparkled like diamonds. When he reached her chin he withdrew it.
For someone who wore her confidence like a shield, she was very soft and delicate.
Oye was meant to be free. When dealt with her difficult clients at the Shade she grinned at the thrill wrangling them. She enjoyed the challenge; every time he’d snuck in he’d spot her boisterously laughing as she kicked out another Being.
He bent down and picked her up. He used magic to lower the zipper of her dress. Carrying her over to the bed he laid her down and gently pulled the dress off her. Tossing it aside, he retreated to take his own clothes off. Finished, he lifted the covers and slid in beside her, pulling her close and relaxed against her.
His soul felt battered from everything he’d heard and from the choices he’d made. Castian’s biggest fear was that Oye would learn about his betrayal, he would have to lie to her.
No that he hadn’t already but something about doing it now felt worse, wrong. But if he wanted to avenge his father he would have to do it this way. He just hoped he wouldn’t pay a high price for it. He had nothing else he was willing to lose. He wouldn’t let another thing slip from his hands, and right now the most important thing to him slept in his arms.
He would do what he had to do.
Closing his eyes, he nuzzled closer to her. Pretending for a time that no lies or secrets lay between them. He pretended that he was a normal man, and that she was a normal woman.
With that he drifted off to sleep.









           CUDDLES           




OYE
W hen Oye woke up to find herself being held by Castian, she wasn’t surprised. The man had taken advantage of her falling asleep before. She tried to ignore that him finding her asleep meant he’d probably seen she’d been crying.
Slowly she tried to move away from him, but his arms clamped down around her waist, stilling her movement.
“No, not yet,” he grumbled into her shoulder.
She grunted. “Let go, your breath stinks.”
“Well, so does yours. I want to sleep some more,” he muttered, snuggling closer to her. Oye firmly ignored the hard presence of his sizable warlock’s staff that was pressed into her behind.
“Unfortunately, I’m not really into cuddling,” she said, slapping at his hands. She quickly scooted out of his hold to the edge of the bed. “We need to talk about your habit of not sleeping on the couch.”
She added unstrapping her bra where it cut into her skin and tossing on the couch he should have slept on last night. Castian could remove her dress but not her bra? She’d have been less irritated if he’d left her in her dress and taken the contraption of torture off. She winced at the feeling of grit in her eyes as she rubbed them.
“Did you finally check out the underground vault,” she asked standing up.
Castian who’d been stretching like a large lion paused. “What makes you ask that?”
She shrugged as she walked over to her bag and started searching for anything that was remotely like the clothes she usually wore. “You disappeared, so I figured you’d taken the chance to look into it.”
He rolled over, “No, I was much more interested in learning if the other warlocks here had any special journals hidden in the library.”
“You’re lying,” Oye said, sending him a death glare. “I know you’re crazy, but could you do me the favor of not abandoning me to deal with those snobs alone.”
After saying what she did, Oye was upset at how frustrated she sounded. Why was she so angry? Castian wasn’t here to take care of her.
“You know what, never mind.” She grabbed a casual shirt and shorts out of her bag, and marched into the bathroom slamming the door behind her. Right after her shower she would contact Lanias, because she clearly needed a reminder of why she’d come here.
    
“So, they’ve changed how they're doing business, how does that help us?” Lanias asked thoughtfully. “Unless that business is of the illegal kind. Which would be very, very beneficial to us for blackmail.”
“Yeah,” Oye agreed as she walked along the boundary of a forest area near the edge of the estate. She’d grabbed a bagel from the breakfast buffet. Taking off before anyone could get it in their head to start a conversation with her. Luckily some of the servants had been kind enough to point her in the direction of a walking path. She was currently taking in the natural beauty of low rolling hills, high trees and the occasional splash of daisies.
“My instinct tells me it’s important,” Oye added after some thought.
Her instincts were screaming at her that something about Renson excluding Arwin from his new venture had something to do with the missing witches. She just didn’t have any proof. “Unfortunately, I don’t have anything solid to send you yet. It’s at this very moment, I wish I could just torture someone and get what I need.”
“Dear, that’s not what we do anymore plus you’re in the human world. You can’t cut someone to ribbons, without it stirring up those boring pieces of flesh.” Lanias drawled. Clearly more interested in her cuticles than talking about humans. She exclaimed in disgust, “Are these my hands? Tsk, tsk it’s time for me to see my nail tech.”
“Oh, yes. Sure, thing Lanias, I’ll make sure to stay alert, and keep my true identity a top secret.”
“Don’t be catty,” Lanias said, with a huff lowering her hand. “Outside of your suspicion we don’t have anything else. Our top priority remains getting our hands-on Asher.”
“Shit, are you sure I can’t just manhunt him?” she asked. Oye stopped at the top of the hill and plopped down. Getting situated, she lifted her phone higher. “I swear I could make it quick.”
“No, it would make that fox’s fur all knotted, and I don’t want to deal with him snooping more into our past than he already is.”
Oye frowned, “How much do you think he’s learned?”
Lanias shrugged, “Aside from learning the truth about the mudslide nothing else. And I’m hoping it stays that way. It’s one thing to learn something by word of mouth, but it would be an entirely different experience if he got physical proof. No, it’s much better for him to chase shadows rather than witches who’ve moved on with their lives.”
Oye was quiet for a long time debating over whether or not she should share with Lanias about having a run in with her past. Thinking it over, she confessed, “I met Nathan.”
At first, she wasn’t sure that Lanias had heard her, then her entire screen flashed red. Where once Lanias had been relaxing in her chair on screen, she was now standing right in front of Oye.
Stunned, she jumped to her feet. “What are you doing here?”
Lanias didn’t answer her, instead she asked. “Where is he?”
“You have to leave,” Oye insisted, putting her phone back in her pocket. “I’m fine. So, leave.”
“You can’t expect me to just let what you said go. I promised you then, that if I ever found him I’d kill him,” Lanias argued.
Oye remembered it like it was yesterday, right after hearing the horrible news about her mother. Lanias had come to tell her that she’d handled the burial. At that time, Oye had wanted to say thank you, but she couldn’t verbalize it. It would have made everything too real.
Her mind had been swimming in grief at the time. The scent of tea tree oil was gone, she was no one’s daughter. How could she recover from that?
Oye was so distraught during that time she couldn’t even cry.
“I buried her in the clover field,” A 20-year-old Lanias sat by her bed. Her hair pulled into a ponytail and her hands working some bit of string hex in her hands. “I wasn’t going to bury her in the human world, but I remembered that aunty liked them and that was her favorite place to picnic.”
Oye tightened her hold of the bracelet in her hand. It was the last remnant of her mother’s belongings, everything else had been burned away. She closed her eyes.
“You know, I thought once we’d all escaped that those of you who had parents would finally be able to live happy lives.” Lanias voice was thick with sadness. “But I was wrong. The world doesn’t seem interested in allowing witches a happily ever after.”
Oye smiled, she didn’t know what she found funnier, that Lanias thought their lives would be better after living in Hell or that the world seemed out to get them.
“Once I get custody of Sabina, I’m going to the city.”
She turned and looked at her cousin. Lanias sat straight, her gaze filled with determination. The little girl who’d plotted their escape from Hell was now older and stronger. “I want to change this world, and if that means I have to create a place for the safety of our own kind then I will do it.”
She stood, pushing her chair back and walked over to Oye’s bed. Placing a reassuring hand on Oye’s shoulder, she said, “I’m not telling you; so you feel like you have to come with me. Heal and gather your strength. If and when you’re ready you can come to me. I promise you I’ll accept you with open arms.”
At the time, she’d been skeptical that a girl who was only five years older than her could do anything to change her destiny. When she finally did arrive at Lanias doorstep at the age of twenty-one, she’d found her cousin not only building something amazing but an organization ready and willing to fight for witches as no one had ever done before.
“Oye, we can’t just let him get away. Let’s not forget he knows who you really are,” Lanias said worriedly.
Oye was silent for a long time, “He’s the last person who should be telling anyone about me. He’d then have to explain how we met.”
“What?” Lanias looked at her as if she was speaking Chinese. “Oye, you can’t think for a second that selfish dick wouldn’t sell you out.”
“Nathan doesn’t know anything about who I am now,” she argued. “He only remembers me as the idiot girl he manipulated back then. A lot of years have passed since then, I’m not the same person.”
“Exactly, and I don’t want you to spend your entire mission thinking about your past.” Lanias said but seeing that Oye had no intention of changing her mind she gave up. “Shit, you’re really planning on letting him live.”
“If you kill him, we’ll lose our only chance at capturing Asher. I’m sure any day now he’ll show himself. Castian told me, vassal families aren’t the type to be likely to miss this celebration.”
Lanias settled her hands on her his. “Celebration? It’s more like a dick measuring contest between them.” She looked over at the large estate in the distance. “How many guests have arrived so far?”
“At last count there are now at least fifty. But oddly enough not all of them are Beings, there are few humans dispersed amongst them.”
“Humans? The more you tell me the fishier these Warlock families sound,” Lanias said. Humans were the last people to get an invite to an event hosted by Beings. It was very suspicious.
“That’s why I can’t leave just yet, and why you can’t kill Nathan.” Oye explained. “Something is definitely going on, and once we have Asher. I’m sure he’ll answer our questions.”
“Fine, I’ll leave,” she said. “If he lays a single finger on you, you tell me right away. I’ll turn him into a horse fly with a snap of my fingers.” Lanias disappeared as abruptly as she had appeared.
Oye sighed as she stared down at the circle of burned grass where Lanias once stood.
She would find Asher and take him down. Nathan was nothing more than an inconvenience she would ignore for the rest of her stay.
    
“You look better.” Castian said when he saw her come into their room.
She did feel better. It had been nice to see how concerned Lanias was for her, and it had reminded her that she wasn’t alone.
“I needed some time to think,” she said.
She walked over to the sofa, and she sat down. Crossing her legs, she relaxed. “Does your boss really intend on capturing Asher, or is there another reason for you coming here?”
Oye was many things but she wasn’t an idiot. Castian had a lot more invested in their current mission than he was putting on. From the way he treated Tillon to how he kept disappearing at different intervals. The man was clearly doing his job, but something about it felt like it wasn’t the same as hers.
He went to speak; she lifted her hand and stopped him. “Look, I know you said you’re only playing a role, but I know what real hate looks like. And you might be able to fool the other people here but not me. It’s very clear you have some personal vendetta against Tillon.”
He frowned.
“I am here to help you in capturing Asher. If there is something bigger going on you need to tell me,” she insisted. “Otherwise, I’ll be completely useless as back up.”
“And we wouldn’t want that,” Castian finally said. “Oye, you don’t have to worry about what I am doing, it’s something that only concerns me. I promise it won’t get in the way of what you and the Jackals are after.”
So, her hunch had been right. “What exactly is it? And why does it involve Tillon?”
Instead of answering he asked, “Nathan, who is he to you?”
“We’re not talking about him,” she snapped.
“But there is something there,” He pushed, standing up from the bed. “You shouldn’t hide what your relationship with him is from me. Since we’re sharing, shouldn’t you tell me if he was your lover or not?”
“I don’t want to talk about someone who doesn’t matter to our assignment.” She angrily said as she stood. “Stop asking me.”
The two of them stood in opposition to each other, both unwilling to share their secrets. Seeing that neither was willing to give in, Oye looked away first. “I thought we had an understanding.”
“And what understanding was that? Come, don’t act like this is your first time playing these types of games. My enemy of my enemy is my friend, but that doesn’t mean we should trust one another,” Castian said.
She glared at him, “Fine, I’ll just have to find out what it is on my own.”
“What? What is?” Castian asked cynically.
“Your mission.”
Castian eyes squinted. “I wouldn’t bother doing that if I was you. There isn’t anything you can do for, or against it.”
“Wow, how ominous,” she muttered, shaking her head.
“I know I’ve been playing a soft cupcake, but I’m not. I think you need to remember that.” Her hand shot up and a dagger flew from her hand sinking into the wall right behind him. A cut in his cheek split open, the blood sliding down his cheek. “If whatever you’re doing puts witches in danger or hinders me in getting Asher. I won’t hesitate in cutting your heart out.”
He slowly lifted his hand and brushed a finger over the cut. Metal flowed from it stitching his wound together. He brought his blood coated fingers to his lips and sucked on them. A dangerous look in his eyes.
Castian dropped his hand and walked toward her. Oye didn’t retreat as he grabbed her arm and pulled her close. His other hand reached up and dug into her hair, yanking her head back. His lips hovered over hers and said gruffly. “I want you to watch me. I want to see if you can figure out just what this evil warlock is up to.” He leaned down and licked her face from her chin to her bottom lip, “But maybe I just want you,” he said as he claimed her lips in a brutal kiss.
Oye should’ve wrapped her foot in iron and broken his ankle with it, but she didn’t. She allowed herself to enjoy his kiss. The sensation of him staking his claim on her was thrilling. Her lashes lowered as she allowed him to run wild. Both his lips and tongue working against hers to take to her higher level of pleasure. He removed his hand from her hair and brushed it along her back.
A deep guttural groan escaped from between his lips as he pulled away from her. And pressed his nose against the nape of her neck just breathing her in.
“This is not good,” he whispered.
Oye was thinking the same thing, especially with his heavy arousal pressing her stomach. And she could feel how wet she had become from his wild kiss. Oye wanted to fuck him, actually she wanted him to fuck her, but she knew better to than to say that out loud.
“You should’ve pushed me away,” he grumbled, lifting his head from her neck.
“What would be the point? Isn’t it better to just enjoy it? Doesn’t mean anything will happen, I think we’re capable of ignoring our attraction to one another. Admit it, you want me,” she glanced at him from the corner of her eyes.
He pulled away from her. “And you want me. But unfortunately, we can’t act on it.”
“I didn’t say we should.” She maintained her calm expression. Ignoring the small sting from his rejection. “In fact, I think I’m going to flirt a bit with Arwin to see if I can get more information out of him.”
She withdrew from him, giving him her back. “And I didn’t say I would do anything about it, it was just to clear the air.”
She felt him watching her, as she walked to the other side of the room. The room suddenly didn’t feel as comfortable as it did before. She felt awkward.
“I’m going to go join the women in the baking class below, I’ll meet you here later to go to the dinner,” she said to get some space.
She didn’t wait for his answer and quickly left the room, shutting the door behind her. Pausing outside, she pressed her forehead against the door.
“Stupid, you’re so stupid,” she muttered to herself.
She wanted to clear the air.
She wasn’t usually this clumsy, what was happening to her? Oye didn’t ever trip over men. She used them and then tossed them aside, keeping her eyes on the prize. Feeling hurt over a man hadn’t happened to her since she’d lost her mother. Castian was the reason she couldn’t string two thoughts together coherently.
“That’s enough, Oye.”
She pushed off the door and made her way downstairs. Next time she felt the urge to blurt her feelings remind her to seal her own mouth shut. Mister Psycho definitely wasn’t the one she could play games with; he’d probably enjoy the sight of her crying over him. Well, that’s what she wanted to think. It made it easier to stop liking him, but by the time she’d reached the bottom she was thinking about him again and what if.
“I want you.”
He’d meant those words. Those brown nearly black eyes had looked into hers so intently it took her breath away. And no matter his reason for rejecting her he’d been honest in telling her how he felt.
Feeling comforted, she continued toward the kitchen to meet others to bake a cake. Another activity idea from Tabitha, she wondered if the women had spent too much time watching Hallmark movies.
When she arrived at the kitchen there was a servant who directed her to a table that had a free seat. When she saw who exactly was sitting there she wanted to run in the opposite direction. Jina, Raven and Tabitha were all there, a few others were also but no one she recognized.
Why couldn’t she get a break from them?
She hid her disappointment and waved back at Raven who called her over. She tried not to disturb the chef who was speaking in accented French at the front of the large kitchen. Reaching the table she took a seat across from a blonde-haired woman, with blue eyes and golden hair. Oye was briefly reminded of Tillon, she glanced at the other woman to her right and paused. She’d been wrong she recognized her; she was the one she’d seen fucking Jake in the stairwell. Oye quickly looked left.
Raven, who sat to her right, grabbed her hand and squeezed it. “I didn’t think you’d come.”
Taken aback at the other woman’s openly friendly action, Oye said, “I changed my mind when I realized I was missing out on eating cake. You seem very excited.”
Raven offered her a sheepish smile, lowering her eyes.
“She likes baking,” Tabitha explained. “Her grandmother owns a bakery in Veil City, it’s called Wishing’s Bakery.”
“Oh, I think I’ve heard of it.” Oye said, as she took an apron from Jina who’d just walked over. She felt nervous when she saw the welcoming smile on her face. Jina finished handing out their aprons and took a seat next to Tabitha.
“Isn’t it more of a food chain,” she asked Raven as she put it on.
“My grandma didn’t really want it to become chain, but my granddad wanted to share her love of baking with everyone,” Raven explained; her eyes bright for the first time since Oye had seen her. “The two of them always argue but they love each other very much. I always wanted to emulate their relationship, and—”
Raven stopped talking abruptly, the happy look in her eyes dimming along with her smile. Oye felt bad as she watched the woman wilt right before her eyes. Raven was visibly unhappy with the idea of her upcoming nuptials. No one said anything for a minute.
Tabitha recovered first, motioning to the two seated across from her. “Oye, you haven’t met them yet, have you?”
“No, I haven’t,” Oye said, feigning curiosity.
Tabitha pointed directly across from her. “This is Grace, she’s Tillon’s sister.”
Grace offered her a soft smile turning her attention back to the list of ingredients in front of her. Tabitha continued. “And next to her is her best friend Bethany. She’s married to my brother Robert.”
Oye offered her a friendly smile, she wondered to herself if Robert knew his little brother was fucking his wife. She couldn’t get over just how messy the Ring of Syed really was.
“All right, everyone, attention this way,” the cook called from the front.
Oye felt relieved that all the small talk was over and focused on learning how to make cake.









           WHAT WE’VE BECOME           




CASTIAN
C astian felt his entire body shudder once Oye left.
He lifted his hand and watched it tremble until he closed it into a fist. The smell of her surrounded him still. The sensation of her body pressed against his hadn’t left yet.
If he’d known their first kiss would shake him up so badly, he’d never have taken the chance. Now, he was trying to piece his sanity back together and trying to convince himself that the worst he could do was bring her back.
He hadn’t been lying when he’d told her he wanted her, but wanting and having were two different things. When he’d told her they could never be he’d pretended not to see her disappointment.
How could he in good conscience claim her when he had lied to her. She deserved better, even if she had just as many secrets as he did.
That man Nathan meant something to her. That bastard was the reason she’d cried. Castian was many things, mad, dangerous and had a gross gluttony for violence but he rarely went out of his way to hurt women. His father had always preached against harming them, especially those who were their own kind.
He slowly breathed through his nose; he couldn’t shake off the image of her in his arms. Her breath tickling his chin, her arms wrapped around his waist as she breathed him in and he, her. Their hearts beating as one, as their magics playfully tugged at each other’s.
Turning around he spotted his own face in the vanity mirror. Castian’s daydream ended there.
“You deny your hunger, how foolish.”
Castian turned his attention to the demon who lounged on the couch, his long form dwarfing it. “And where have you been this entire time? You’re not the type to hide yourself away," he said this as he walked over to the side table near the bed and picked up his ring that hid his appearance. The face of Torick meeting him in the mirror, “What scared you so much that you had to hide away?’”
“First, and most importantly I wasn’t scared. And it would be a waste of my time to explain anything to you,” Ashiya said, shooting Castian a look of disinterest. “Just know that your brother has done something that will come with a great price.”
Castian’s expression blackened. “Tillon has done enough to lose his life two-fold.”
Ashiya laughed, “For the first time, I agree with a lesser being.”
    
Later that night
Castian decided to use a clothing change hex, one he didn’t often use since he wore pretty much the same thing every day. But seeing as he was going to the side room where they were sampling whiskies and cigars, he’d figured he dressed the part. A face appeared in his mind’s eye; he could also learn more about this Nathan.
The man wasn’t important to his goal, but he was important to Oye.
Fixing the cuffs of his white button up shirt, he left the room not bothering to see if Ashiya remained on the couch. Making his way to the room, Castian enjoyed a slow and leisurely walk.
Just as he turned the corner he stopped when he saw a little girl who stood before a large painting, he’d spent a majority of his time here avoiding. Surprised at her appearance he looked around searching for a nanny or her mother, but he saw no one. As he slowly approached her she turned her little somber eyes, a dreamy grey, on him. She pointed at him, “Uncle Tory.”
He was taken aback by her name for him, and even more disturbed when she ran towards him and lifted her chubby arms. “Up.”
Unsure of what to do, he bent down and picked her up. Her little body fit against his, the scent of sugar and what he thought to be baby powder filled his nose. She gave him a commanding look when she pointed forward and said. “Go.”
Both curious, and fascinated with the little being, he followed her directions. He eventually found himself standing in the doorway of the kitchen. The scent of something sweet tickling his nose.
“I see what you’re up to little one,” he whispered. She gave him a mischievous smile filled with glee. Before she turned her triumphant eyes to the pans of golden cupcakes, and what looked like little puddings.
“Lana,” A woman called out.
Castian looked away from the cakes on the counters to the woman who walked towards him, and time stopped. He felt his mouth grow dry as an overwhelming sadness took over. His mother was walking towards him, just as she’d done when he was younger.
The vision was so strong and familiar Castian found himself walking toward her. Only for her to grab up her daughter from his arms as she scolded her. “Lana, what did I tell you about spelling away from your nanny?” She gave her daughter a stern look, before offering him a look of gratitude. “Sorry Torik, her dads been showing her all kinds of magic based human movies. And she’s started to enjoy exploring.”
“A-ah, yeah.” Castian quickly recovered and gave her a weak smile. “It’s not a problem.” He felt the sting of the other woman’s eyes as they stared at him. Focusing back on who he now realized wasn’t his mother but his sister. He said, “I’m glad I was able to deliver her safely to you.”
She smiled at him, capturing her daughters wandering hand. “Thanks again.”
He nodded, before he nearly ran from the kitchen. As he entered the hallway, he called himself dumb nine different ways. Castian should have known he’d run into his little sister.
“Brother, push me higher.” She cried out, her pigtails flying as he used his magic to push her on the swing.
“Any higher and you’re going to fly away,” he jokingly warned from where he lounged on the blanket a few steps away. His mother sat behind him cross leg and knitting a scarf. She’d gotten into it after visiting his fiancés grandmother. “How about you let me take a break?”
She shook her head, moving her legs back and forth. “No, I want to fly," she said, looking over her shoulder as she wrinkled her nose. “Father said I’m an angel so of course I should be able to fly.”
He laughed at that. “I’ve never seen an angel as ugly as you. Ow.” He flinched, turning around to see his mother daring him to say something with her narrowed eyes.
“Be nice,” she mouthed.
At that time, his little brother had refused to join them and had insisted on remaining inside to study for a test he’d failed, that Castian himself had passed. For some reason his little brother seemed in constant competition with him. Castian hadn’t yet spotted the resentment in his brother’s face, or noticed it growing into hate.
His sister now had a daughter of her own. Time had been cruel in its ebb forward, he’d lost the light of the world, his father and mother had died, and he’d missed out on all of Graces first. Her first love, her first kiss. He’d never gotten to tease her about having a crush and hadn’t been there to comfort her when they lost their parents.
“Why hadn’t he come back sooner?”
Waiting for the right time? That was complete Bullshit.
He stopped in the hallway, staring down at the floor forcing the tornado of raw emotions to die down. He knew what he needed to do.
“I’ll kill them.”
“Kill them. Bleed them on my altar.”
Ashiya’s dark emotions mixed with his own anger, and this time Castian didn’t bother to stop it. He needed that rage to power him. It would be what he used to continue forward. He couldn’t allow himself to show weakness.
He’d taste the whisky and smoke the cigars. He would play his role as the Lothario cousin everyone expected him to be. But the minute a chance came he would go to the private library and search for the key to the altar. Once it was in his hands, he would overturn everything.
With his newfound determination he left for the solar.
    
“Cousin, a penny for your thoughts.”
Castian had kept his distance since entering the masculine decorated solar. Meeting Arwin’s gaze, he shrugged. “They are not that entertaining.”
“Surely, they are more entertaining than listening to Tillon regale us once more on how he got between a famous actresses’ thighs. It’s almost like none of them remember he’s supposed to be marrying my cousin.”
Arwin pressed his lips together in disgust. Together they looked at the circle of men who laughed seemingly on cue when Tillon hit a particular part of his story.
“They just don’t care.” Castian said, taking a sip from his drink. Narrowing his eyes on Tillon, “The only reason they're laughing is because he’s a Napier.”
“Tsk, the name Napier lost its power when his brother was imprisoned.”
Castian stiffened, but Arwin didn’t appear to notice. “His brother was truly the definition of a Napier, and Tillon couldn’t stand it. I told Lance many times, he should watch out for his brother’s greed. But he didn’t take me seriously at all.”
Surprised at Arwin words, Castian said. “I heard he was caught on charges of human sacrifice and attempting to assimilate with the family demon.”
Arwin’s entire demeanor changed as his voice grew cold. “He would never have done something like that. Lance had honor, something his brother sorely lacks.”
Castian observed Arwin, “How is it you know about this? It’s odd that you’re the only one here still defending him all these years later. What if that was his true nature? A murderer.”
“Don’t be ignorant.” Arwin said, disgust clear in his voice. “If it wasn’t for Lance, you’d have been bullied in private school a thousand times worse than you were. As his friend, I immediately knew something was fishy. We both know he was too much of an amazing horseman to die from falling from one. And then two years later both his father and mother die in a car accident, I call horse shit.” Arwin’s expression showed contempt.
Arwin’s hatred burned the air around them. “We’re all a part of the Ring of Syed such things have happened before. Only, this time I—” He stopped talking abruptly, his eyes not on Tillon anymore but on Castian.
“You… I don’t know why I’m telling you all this. For a moment it was like I was talking to an old friend," he said, dropping his head so that his hair fell into his face, blocking his eyes from Castian sight.
Castian looked away from him, his expression turning pensive. When he’d been sitting in the Bowels he’d thought of his family, and he’d dreamed of when he’d discover the person behind his downfall. When the demon’s voice grew too loud he used daydreams to lull himself to sleep.
So many days he’d spent thinking of revenge. It was only now that he remembered all the friends he’d left behind.
Arwin and he were close in age and their fathers had worked well together. Because of this the two of them naturally spent a lot of time together. Exploring each other’s estates and avoiding the endless lessons they were forced to suffer through as the heirs of their families.
He’d forgotten the man who’d been like a brother to him.
“Why did your father agree to allow Raven to marry him?” He suddenly asked, remembering the times when Arwin had teased him about them eventually becoming brothers.
“My father had little choice in the matter. Tillon demanded filial rights, apparently he’d already ran through his own inheritance and for some reason he had no access to the other Napier accounts.” He shrugged, taking another sip of his drink. “You know how tricky warlock wills can be. Castro, Lance’s father, will still designated Lance as his full inheritor, and it was signed in blood. I guess he figured marrying my cousin would provide him the funds he needed.”
“He truly is a bastard,” Castian blurted.
“Indeed, he is but I would rather talk about anything else other than him. Tell me about Oye instead,” Arwin said as he cleared his throat.
Hearing the name of the woman he was struggling to not think about Castian kept his expression bland. “What about her?”
“How long do you intend to keep her around? I assume you’ll treat her like the others, and after this party go your separate ways.”
“What makes you think that?” Castian asked, giving his old friend his full attention.
“C’mon, old boy, you never stay with them after the anniversary. I know you; you use them as a shield against Tabitha after Jake warned you off all those years ago. I can’t believe you’re still so scared of him.”
“So, you think I’ll let Oye go because of this,” Castian confirmed.
Arwin gave him a short nod.
Castian carefully thought over his next words, turning his eyes to the dark liquid in his cup. Did he have any right to dictate whether Arwin pursued Oye or not. He’d already told her the two of them would never be. With the way things were going he didn’t think he had a right to keep Arwin away from her. Oye was a shade witch. She was more than capable of taking care of herself.
“I only wish to talk to her.”
“Fine, I won’t stop you. Castian acceded, hating the way his mouth turned bitter. He took a deep drink to wash it away.
Arwin patted him on the shoulder. “You’re a good sport.”
Castian had to fight everything in him from grabbing his old friends’ hand and breaking it. He turned his eyes to his brother, who’d moved to the corner with Robert and Jake. The three of them were whispering as they shot looks around the room. They clearly were still feeling jumpy after last night.
He wondered how he could use this to his advantage, maybe send a golem with the key to the underground and use that chance to enter the private library. Finishing off his drink, he felt his golem move beneath his feet and the weight of the key disappear from his pocket. Not ten minutes later, he watched as Tillon stiffened before he suddenly ran from the room alone.
Smiling cruelly, he set his cup down and walked across the room and out of a side door. Walking through the back garden he removed his disguise. His image rippled as he returned to his former appearance. His entire body faded from view as he walked through the shadows.
He reappeared on the seventh floor. Hearing someone coming down the hall, he quickly hid around the corner. Glancing around it he spotted a female servant carrying a stack of linen. She muttered to herself as she walked in his direction. Castian let the shadows reabsorb him to camouflage himself. He waited for her to pass him. Once she did, he quietly but swiftly made his way down the hall. Spotting a painting of the three wise men he stopped. His father had always had a dark sense of humor.
He waved a hand over the wall awaiting the shine of anti-magic stones but there were none. It was clear his brother didn’t see the library as important as the underground vault. This place had been left alone for so long that dust had started to coat the painting itself.
Pulling a thin piece of metal from his pocket, he pressed the tip against the star that hovered above. “Open and See.”
The star flashed a bright white light as a line sliced down the center of it. The thin white line widened until the wall behind opened and revealed itself to be a doorway. Castian walked in without looking back.









           FALLEN ANGEL           




CASTIAN
O nce he entered he found himself surrounded by the scent of old parchment. The library hadn’t been touched in what looked like years. The walls were made of one-way glass. Not that anyone could see it from outside the mansion.
As he walked further inside the large clock that hung down in the center of the library released a loud gong sound. He lifted a hand up sharply as a blast of cold wind rushed through the large library. The sound of tinkling glass emanated around him as pieces of jeweled colored glass gathered together in front of him. They moved like a school of fish, the light bouncing off of them until they took on the shape of a man about his height.
The faceless being bowed. “Lord Napier, it has been many moons since you’ve come.”
Castian was surprised at the creature’s welcome. He hesitated as he said, “You know me as your Lord? Aren’t you mistaken; it’s my first time coming here?”
The creature floated to the right. “We are not mistaken. Only the one who carries a bond with Ashiya can awaken us.”
Castian eyes narrowed in suspicion as he moved around keeping his eyes on the creature., “Is that so?”
“It is,” it said as it watched him. “What is it that you’ve come for?” It asked as it followed him as he walked deeper into the library. “Books, records, diaries of other Napier’s?”
Castian shook his head and decided the thing was harmless, he felt his shadow stretch as his golem returned to it. “I am fine, I can search alone.” He gave it his back and went to walk away.
“Perhaps, it is the key and altar you’re looking for.”
Castian hand lashed out. Thousands of flat ribbons of steel wrapped around the creature. “Where is it?” He demanded. “I’ll break if I have to, so be a good little glass thing and tell me where it is.”
“I-it is here,” it struggled to say, as it attempted but failed to turn what he assumed to be its head towards him. “The previous lord hid both here, but it won’t be easy to get them..”
The thing suddenly shattered. Thousands of its pieces hitting the ground like rain. They swirled back up and over his head, before coming together once more. Castian turned around following them with his eyes. His Golem came out of hiding and turned once more into a staff that landed in his left hand.
“Bring it to me,” he ordered; he couldn’t believe how close he was to regaining his sanity
The swirling mass of glass blackened before they turned into flesh. Castian felt his heart tighten when he met his father’s stare. He’d never thought he’d see him again, beside him stood his beautiful mother.
The staff in his hand slipped from his fingers hitting the floor with a bang and he felt his knees weaken as he knelt on the floor.
Castian stared at them both in stunned silence.
“F-father.”
Castro’s deep blue eyes looked onto his. “My son, you have finally come home.” His father walked forward; his own cane clicked against the ground. He lowered one knee, setting his short cane aside before he placed a hand on Castians shoulder. “I’ve been waiting to welcome you home all these years.”
Castian squeezed his eyes closed, opening once more only to see his father still there. “You…this can’t be real.”
“We are real. I mean while we are dead. This moment, us talking to you is real. A few years ago, I felt a great fear of death and so I urged your father to make these.” His mother explained softly with sadness in her voice. Her expression held the love that he’d craved for these last ten years. They must have made them a few years after his imprisonment, from what he could tell from their wrinkles and the light grey streaks in his father’s hair.
“I had your father create golems imbued with our knowledge and magic so that if we died before you came out. Someone would be here to greet you and lead you to the key and the altar.” she added as she pressed her stomach turning it into a piece of glass.
Castian didn’t realize he was crying, till he lowered his head and saw the residue of tears on the floor in front of him. He wasn’t going to admit it but this, out of everything, broke him.
“I’m sorry.” He bowed forward. “I’m so sorry.”
His father’s hand was heavy on his back. “There is nothing to apologize for.”
Castian was too ashamed to look at his father’s face. “No, I should have heeded your warning then," he said. “Because I failed you, Tillon, took your life.”
He bit his lip hard, becoming silent again as tears filled with regret left him. Heartbroken that the words he’d wanted to say were only being heard by the golems his father and mother had left behind. Inhaling deeply, he pulled himself together leaning back he straightened. He didn’t bother to wipe his tears away; he met his father’s gaze head on, feeling only determination.
“What is it I need to do?”
His father removed his hand from him and grabbed his cane and stood. His expression was stern. “I was right in making you my heir and not once have I regretted my decision. I never once stop believing in you or your innocence.”
His mother came to his father’s side and placed a hand on his forearm. “That being said, we weren’t sure if Tillon knew the importance of the Altar. Your father learned pretty quickly after your imprisonment that it was Renson and his son, who blocked his efforts to free you. And that they had assisted Tillon in destroying the ritual which resulted in Ashiya being assimilated to you.”
His father continued simultaneously lifting his cane. “So, we made sure that only the true heir could retrieve it.” He brought his cane down hard against the ground. The glass windows exploded inward as a harsh wind swirled through the library. Books were ripped from their shelves and blown away in the chaos. “I changed this place into something Ashiya would enjoy.”
Iron walls filled with puzzles slid down, followed by riddle-like questions and the sound of clocks ticking filled the room.
A sick thrill rushed through Castian.
“Oh, dear, dear Castro you shouldn’t have.” Ashiya, long clawed fingers brushed one of the riddles. “The world is nothing but one puzzle. Humans and the wars of gods, nothing but blood and fun. Destruction is only a newer challenge.”
Castian followed Ashiya, as his magic moved rings and locked pieces into places. He didn’t look at the two golems as they slowly faded when he said. “I’ll take it from here.”
They said nothing in reply as they disappeared.
The walls rushed towards him before stopping a hand width from his face only to fall away once completed. He solved each puzzle or problem at the speed of light, he was the center of the chaos. Master of It all. As the room turned on its head, it appeared to his mind’s eyes like flipping pages. His smile grew more and more maniacal.
Suddenly with a clapping sound he was surrounded by nothing but darkness.
A single circle of light flickered ahead. Taking a step forward, he spotted another one. He followed them hoping they were guiding him toward what he was looking for. He came to a stop in front of a three-story high tower. The carved-out steps glowed a soft white.
These steps had been climbed by many ancestors before him.
When Castian had first come here, he’d been ready to take the mantle of Lord Napier. He’d been proud to perform the ritual before the other families of the Syed. Like, now he’d climbed the steps one at a time. Eager to take the full weight of his father’s last name.
When he reached the top he stared into the night sky above and pulled his staff out. Then he hadn’t known that someone had buried human bodies on their property. And that the words on the altar had been changed to work a forbidden magic that would damn him.
Now he walked towards the center of the nine pillars in fear that his plan wouldn’t work. That he wouldn’t be able to change things. These fears were cast aside when Ashiya released a pained roar.
He continued forward; he would return things to what they should be. Reaching the center, he summoned all his magic and softly said, “Ashiya, rise.”
With another roar black lights shot out from his body. Followed by a hand covered by a sticky black residue, then a pair of horns appeared from his chest and soon followed by Ashiyas head that rotated before he yanked the rest of his body out from Castians. Castian widened his stance, bracing himself as he clenched jaw against the bone crushing pain tearing him up inside.
Ashiya staggered forward, his legs shaking as he grew accustomed to having his own body. It didn’t take long for him to return to his former glory as his black wings exploded from his back. He flew into the air and turned around to face Castian.
Ashiya no longer looked like a demon but a fallen angel. His eyes were covered with dirty bandages, as was the rest of his body. Some of the bandages were loose enough for Castian to see that Hebrew words carved into his pale skin.
He flashed his sharp teeth at Castian when grinned. “What is it you seek from me, warlock?”
“A pact.” Castian brought his staff before him and lifted it above his head. “I command thee, Ashiya, Demon of Babylon and child of Lil. Keep thy promise with the blood Napier.”
“Come then child and show me this blood.” Ashiya’s voice rang out all around Castian. “And so, shall our pact be formed.”
Castian brought the staff down slamming it into the stone floor in front of him. Spikes sprouted out from it and pierced his hand that still held it. He held back his cry of pain as his blood flowed from his hand and dripped down onto the dug runes that covered the floor. The red blood spread out from beneath his feet. Triggering the magic there to come alive, the light was pure white nearly blinding him.
“Proof has been given.” He panted out, glaring up at the large demon above him.
“Indeed, and I’ll now call you Master.” Ashiya lowered himself until he was at a similar height to Castian and placed a hand over his wounded one.
Castian tensed as power like he never filled his veins. Ashiya’s figure was slowly absorbed into the staff. Time slowed, Castians head rolled back. At some point he fell to his knees, his grip still on his staff. He didn’t let go until the last drop of Ashiya essence entered him. The spikes slid out of his hand and Castian immediately let go. He watched as the wounds healed.
He’d done it, he’d reversed the assimilation.
Laughter bubbled up inside him, he’d done it. He’d turned the tide in his favor and now he could wreak havoc on those who’d done this to him. No more nights of going nearly insane. His powers were firmly back in his hands. He reached out and summoned a mirror. Grabbing it out of the air he looked at himself. The mark of a demon was completely gone, his blue eyes and blonde hair were reflected at him.
After looking at himself for the third time he changed his appearance back to having brown hair and brown eyes. “That’s better.”
He vanished his mirror and stood up grabbing his cane as he went. With a snap of his fingers his surroundings changed, and he was once again in the library.
Seeing that everything had returned to its place, Castian exited only to meet a familiar pair of moon-lit eyes. Lips he had a fascination with pursed, the skin that had appeared like star dusted obsidian now appeared like smooth mahogany.
Oye was still the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen. Even as she glared at him fiercely, her hands on her hips.
“Explain.”
He couldn’t help smiling, and he saw the confusion flicker in her eyes. He stepped forward, and without a word he wrapped them in a flash of shadow and the two of them disappeared from sight.
With his demon now dealt with, Castian was free to do what he wished, and his first wish was to kiss the woman in his arms once more.



OYE
She had no other choice but to hold on to Castian when he whisked them away.
Oye wrapped her arms around his waist as he traveled through the shadows, and they stepped out into their room. She quickly put space between them, only for him to close it again with two steps.
She retreated once more, but he moved to close the space between them again. She lifted her hand, stopping him from coming closer. “Stop, don’t come any closer.”
The almost excited look on his face dimmed, as well as the smile that curved his lips. “I want to know where you were and what you were doing in that secret room.”
Once again he’d gone off and done something leaving her in the dark. She couldn’t stand it. Did he think she was too weak to keep up with him?
Irritated with her train of thought she pressed a thin piece of metal on his shoulder earlier, when they’d been kissing. She didn’t feel guilty for ensuring she knew where he was at all times. When she’d seen he’d disappeared from her radar she’d immediately followed the trail. To find him stepping out of what appeared to be a secret room.
Now, he seemed a bit too eager to continue what they’d started earlier. Even though he’d been the one to stop them, citing their being together impossible.
“I know you don’t owe me the truth, but dammit Castian you can’t keep leaving me in the dark. Especially when at any time our enemies could notice us and attack. I won’t even know where to look for your body because you won’t tell me anything.”
He didn’t say a word, letting the silence grow between them. Oye couldn’t help feeling foolish for having worried about him. This was why she was better at working alone; she was coming to care too much about the annoying male in front of her. The frustrating thing was that she alone seemed interested in learning more. Castian acted like he could care less.
“You know what, forget it.” She snapped, done asking. “I can’t keep doing this. I already said we should stick to acting solo, so let’s do that.”
She went to walk past him. He grabbed her wrist; she turned to face him. “What? Do you now have something to say?”
He had completely lost his excited expression from earlier, and his appearance wavered. “I wasn’t in danger," he said softly.
She turned around to face him. “And how do you know that? We don’t know what these people are capable of. You can’t be thinking that they're easy to deal with just because you’re a Jackal, right?”
“No,” He lifted his eyes to her face, his entire appearance changing to blonde hair and blue eyes. For a long second she thought he’d turned into Torick, but that wasn’t right as his face still looked like his. “I’m saying that the people here are not a threat to me because I am one of them.”
Her brow creased, “I know you’re a warlock.”
“I am, but I am also a Napier.”
Oye wasn’t sure she’d heard him clearly, “You’re who?”
He swallowed, gathering his courage. “I am the eldest son of this family, Lancelot Castian Napier. They are not a threat to me on my own home ground, and they never will be.”
Oye had never understood women who fainted, or women who had weak dispositions enough to fall to their knees. But at this very moment, she wished she was the type to faint. Castian wasn’t just some pervert mad warlock, who’d been dragged into the human world by the command of Tiller.
He’d meant to come here.
She tried to remember everything she’d heard about the eldest son. The public thought he’d died in an accident, but the truth was he’d died in prison. Why had he been imprisoned? How had the heir of such an affluent family disappeared like he’d never existed?
Trying to keep her faculties together, she licked her bottom lip. “They said you died.”
“I had Tiller have my existence wiped out. It was better for everyone to think I died.”
She inhaled. “They also said you went mad and committed a deadly sin.”
“I was set up.”
She finally looked at him. “So, you’re the heir. So what? What does that mean to me? I was sent here to capture Asher and your real identity doesn’t change that," she said, pulling her hand from his.
He let her go and took a step towards her his blue eyes bright with excitement. “But it does change things. I now have full control of my magic. I am no longer being driven to madness by Ashiya.”
Oye wasn’t sure who Ashiya was, but he didn’t notice her obvious expression of confusion.
“With my identity restored, I can finally make him pay for what he did to me. I didn’t think he’d be so sure of himself, but it seems like Tillons usual arrogance hasn’t changed. When I broke into the underground I found the bodies he’d been trading—”
“Wait.”
Oye’s whole body had become numb at his words. “You went into the underground; I thought you didn’t go?”
He lashes fluttered as if he’d just realized what he’d just said. “I-I…”
She shifted, “Wait, and you said bodies, what bodies?” she demanded. She turned her face slightly away from him. “Castian, you’re not telling that you found victims and just left them there, are you?”
He licked his lips. “I made a choice.”
“The wrong one,” Oye snapped. “I can’t believe you, wait; don’t tell me you also saw Asher but said nothing—” When he averted his eyes from her, Oye limbs turned to ice.
She wanted to scream at him, but the strength she had for such a thing was gone. Believing in others had never worked for her, she could yell but would he then think what he’d done was wrong.
She looked at him, really looked at him for what felt like the first time. She thought about the man who’d wasted away in the bowels of the council building. She didn’t know the whole story but as she stared at him, with the sun setting behind him she knew he didn’t think he’d done anything wrong.
She turned her eyes away from him. “It’s to be expected that they will betray you.” She muttered repeating the words Lanias had said before she’d left the shade. “I’m sorry, it was me who forgot just exactly who you really are.”
He tensed.
She faced him this time. “I forgot something important because of this place. That this is nothing more than a game to you. I’d at least thought we could be partners or friends.” she motioned between them.
“Oye, it’s not…”
“You don’t have to explain.” She stopped him from talking. She honestly didn’t want to hear anything he had to say.
Her rejection cut through him like a knife. “I won’t make the same mistake again, trust me. You got what you came here for, warlock, so let’s make sure I get what I came for.”
Without another word, she turned to leave.
“Oye, wait.” He chased after her, but his path was blocked by the gleaming end of a rapier pointed directly at his throat. He swallowed, lifting his eyes slowly to hers, that held nothing, not even fire.
“No more games, warlock,” she said coldly.
She lowered her arm the rapier disappearing, turning around she walked out of the room and blindly continued forward not seeing anything. Arriving at a dead end she glared at the floor in front of her. The steel within her vibrating as she fought the urge to cry.
He’d used her.
She lifted her fist and slammed it into the wall, once, twice. “Dammit, Dammit, dammit.”
Oye wondered why she kept doing this to herself.
First her human father, she’d trusted him when he’d led her to the people ready to pay him for selling her. She’d held his hand tight, smiling as she looked up at him with the naïve trust of a little girl.
She’d been so starved for a father’s love; she’d been nothing but excited when he’d surprised her with a visit only to have that blind need and love betrayed. She’d been stupid, but young. Then later when she and the girls had been dug out from their hell she returned to her mother. Battered, bruised, and changed but she’d thought she’d learned something.
Monsters didn’t have horns or wings.
The true monsters were those you loved and the way they manipulated that love to hurt you was a hundred times more painful.
Learning it so young, she’d had a hard time living a normal life even as her mother moved just for her, so that she could go to a human school, but she still foolishly craved love.
“Hi, my name’s Nathan. What’s yours?”
In a sea of humans, he’d found her alone in a library. Her hands held a small book of spells. He’d been the first person to call out to her. Then, she’d thought he was the only person in the world who understood her. Again, a foolish mistake on her part.
The waves of magic hitting her felt indescribably painful, but she took it for him. He stood; beyond the forbidden circle he’d drawn with a jar of blood that now sat shattered at his feet.
“H-Hurts.”
He didn’t stop it, instead he stared not at her but at something above her. “Finally, I knew it.” When he did finally look at her, it wasn’t with eyes of love but triumph.” “I knew you were perfect; witches are perfect as sacrifices for it.”
Those words hit her, as surely as the sound of the warehouse doors slamming open and the sound of her mother’s voice. “Oye, no!”
“What are you doing?! No, don’t!” Nathan’s frantic screech followed her into the abyss.
When next she opened her eyes her mother was 6ft under, and she was alive.
Her hunger for love had damned her mother.
She was now left with nothing but ashes and the bitter smell of a hospital.
Something clattered behind her, and she jumped out of her memories. She looked at the wall to find her blood smeared on it. She glanced down at her knuckles, the wounds sealing with metal.
Dry eyed, she nodded.
Everyone was allowed to have a moment of weakness, but she had enough of them. She had to move on, she had a plan of action. Clearly, she couldn’t trust Castian, no, Lancelot was his real name. She couldn’t trust him to follow the plan. She pulled her cell phone out and sent a text not only to Lanias but Sabina as well.
Like she had said, she was done with games. Asher needed to be captured, and if there were victims in the underground, they would deal with those as well. The humans couldn’t argue if there was proof that the warlocks had been doing illegal business
She wasn’t going to lose this chance at finding Eliza and the others.
With that settled, she returned to their shared room only to find that Castian wasn’t there. Which was a good thing, she wasn’t yet comfortable with facing him. Taking his absence as a good sign, she looked at the clock on the wall. It was time to get ready for dinner.









           BROKEN TRUST           




CASTIAN
H e’d watched her leave because there was nothing he could say for himself.
He chose himself over the victims who floated in vials, he’d put his own desires over those who’d never had a choice. There was no way that Oye wouldn’t look at him with disgust. She clearly didn’t trust him or the Jackals and he’d just proven to her she was right to distrust him.
He stared at the floor in silence. He’d gotten so caught up in the fact that he’d regained his magic and appearance, that he’d naturally expected everything else to fall into place. He’d been so stupid.
The glass behind him shattered from his anger, and the alarm sounded before he cut it off.
Still, Oye didn’t know what he’d gone through. She knew nothing about the years where only his burning need for revenge kept him from descending completely into madness. She couldn’t know the pain of searching for one damn human face in a crowd of thousands.
Her dreams weren’t haunted with the faces of the women who’d been unearthed in the back of the house. Women he couldn’t name but were now tied to him in death. The knowledge that his arrogance had placed his family name and honor into the hands of his murderous brother.
If he could go back, he’d make the same choice.
He’d choose himself first.
Hadn’t he done enough? Every time he’d killed someone he told himself, just one more, just one more time before he’d gain his freedom.
And she expected him to turn his back on it.
“Fuck.”
He lifted his head, staring at the ceiling. Seeing not his great triumph but the cold eyes of Oye holding nothing but hurt. “Shit, don’t look at me like that.”
He squeezed his eyes shut. “You don’t understand.”
Her gaze didn’t fade away as they filled with loathing.
Castian just needed her to know he’d done his best. He’d done everything he could but…Even knew in the grand scheme of things it didn’t matter. Castian had acted out of his own selfish desire, just like his brother.
“I tried my best,” he whispered to no one.
His stomach turned and he ran to the bathroom falling to his knees by the toilet, he let the contents of his stomach rush up and out. Vomiting, he coughed as he released a shuddering breath as he leaned back wiping his mouth with the back of his hands. Moving himself, he sat with his back pressed against the wall.
He stared at his reflection and instead of seeing himself he saw Tillons face. He shuddered, closing his eyes, and leaned his head back. “Once more you’ve done something wrong Napier.”
While he couldn’t go back to the past, he could try to make it up to Oye. A woman who would carve out his eyes if she knew he’d seen her vulnerable state.
“She isn’t going to forgive me easily.” He spoke aloud but then remembered he no longer had Ashiya, the annoying passenger; inside him. He truly was alone now, and for some reason that made his current situation even more sad.
Castian cell buzzed in his pocket, he pulled it out and glanced at the message there and tensed.
Raijin: Sabina just sent me a message, that Oye says you’ve got eyes on Asher. We’ll get the man ready, just tell us when you’re ready.
Letting his arm drop, Castian sighed it would seem Oye hadn’t been lying when she said she was done with the games. He pushed himself off the ground and walked over to the sink to wash out his mouth. He would do what she wanted and then he’d beg her for her forgiveness, he wouldn’t lose her because of his own stupidity.
If he, Lancelot Napier, couldn’t regain her trust then he’d truly not earned his title as a ‘Casanova’ even if it had been some years ago. Oye was the only woman for him, and even with D-day coming, he would ensure she wouldn’t forget him.
With that choice made, he quickly dawned Toricks face. It was time he found Tabitha and joined another mindless activity. He was sure, when Oye returned she’d be grateful for his absence. He would give her, her space for now but after dinner he’d tell her everything.
If she truly didn’t wish to have anything to do with him, he’d completely back off.
And on the same hand, he’d not demand anything from her, because he knew there was something between her and Nathan, but he sensed that whatever it was, if he could regain her trust, Oye would tell him when she was ready to.
The only worry he held was for any of the men he’d seen in the underground catching on to their tension. Not that he feared their fighting back, no, he feared one of them taking it into their head to target Oye.
His smile disappeared as he entered the hallway, if any of them took it into their head to lay a single hand on her, he wouldn’t mind locking them in the slowest form of time after cutting their throat so that they could feel every drop of blood leave their body.
One thing he’d learned well over these years was how to be cruel.









           DINNER TIME           




OYE
“D id you and Torick fight?”
Oye was surprised when Tabitha came to her side of the room. She was waiting with other guests who were wearing fancy gowns. Oye had been surprised when she’d found the two formal gowns in her luggage, apparently this dinner was fancier than she expected. But that didn’t matter to her, she stood in the corner lost in her own thoughts, and yes, she’d purposely avoided being alone with Castian-Lancelot. She’d deliberately avoided entering alongside him when they’d come down for dinner. And since they’d entered the sitting room she’d remained on the opposite side of it.
She met the other woman’s inquisitive stare and decided honesty was better in this situation. She didn’t think she could fake a smile. “How did you know?”’
Tabitha crossed her arms giving Oye a knowing look. “The way he keeps looking at you,”
Tabitha turned her attention to Castian who was currently scanning the crowd from where he stood next to Arwin. “And how you keep searching for a place to hide. Come, tell me what happened?” Tabitha said, looking a little too eager to gossip.
Oye couldn’t help laughing. “What if it was just my way of flirting? You know a bit of hide and seek to get the blood going?”
“Right, but your resting bitch face doesn’t exactly scream sexual tension,” Jina cut in as she walked over and handed Tabitha a glass of champagne. “Let me see.” She leaned forward squinting. “Yep, it reads pissed.”
“Has anyone ever told you two you’re annoying,” Oye asked, glaring at them.
“Darling, it’s a talent. Why do you think no one messes with us?” Jina said, making a mock arrogant pose.
Oye rolled her eyes. “I thought it was your lack of beauty.”
Tabitha released a gasp at Oye sharp retort. “You dare.”
Oye smirked. “I do.”
“Enough, what did mister handsome and worthless do.” Jina snickered,
Oye wondered if she should say anything. These two weren’t her closest confidants, but after thinking it over she figured why not. “He lied to me.”
“No,” Jina exclaimed mockingly. “Not Torick, he would never.”
“Oh, you.” Tabitha slapped Jina’s shoulder. “She does have a point; Torick isn’t the honest type.”
“No, I suppose he isn’t.” If she thought about it, Castian wasn’t exactly the poster boy for honesty and hero behavior. Wait, no she wasn’t going to let him get away with his lies. “Still, he shouldn’t have lied to me.”
“Why, because you’re special? Or because you’re his girl?” Jina asked, settling her empty glass on a passing trey.
“No, because he should respect me enough not to do it,” Oye snapped.
“Then ask yourself this, have you never lied to him?” Tabitha asked.
Oye frowned; she hadn’t lied about anything, but she avoided telling the truth about him. The truth related to the only people she’d be avoiding like the plague. She glanced over to where he stood near Tillon, and the Renson brothers. His eyes happened to look up at the same time and their gazes clashed.
She quickly looked away, “That doesn’t change anything, any lies I’ve told have nothing to do with him.”
“A lie is a lie even by omission,” Jina said with the tone of a wise woman. Side eyeing Oye, she added, “It looks to me that you and Torick need to have a conversation. And not that bullshit that passes for an “Adult conversation’ in trendy movies. A real one.”
“Ew,” Tabitha said and paused when she saw Oye’s questioning look. “Not to the advice, just that she actually watches trendy movies.”
It was such a ridiculous thing to hear that Oye released a short laugh, she stopped when a hand appeared in her line of sight.
“Can I lead you into dinner,” Nathan asked.
She felt her skin crawl when she met his light green eyes. But in front of Tabitha and Jina, she had no reason to tell him no.
“Ladies and Gentlemen, we are ready for you to enter,” one of the servants called.
Oye knew she couldn’t avoid him, so she slowly placed her hand in his. Swallowing back the hot words in her throat. She wished that she could run to Castian. She wanted to look at him, somehow she knew if she did he’d come to her rescue, but she wouldn’t. That would be showing weakness, and she wouldn’t do that.
It was physically impossible for her.
She held back her disgust and allowed him to lead her to stand behind the other guest who lined up in front of the door.
“Oye, I don’t know if you remember me, but I want you to know I’ve never forgotten you.” Nathan’s voice felt like it was coming from far away. How couldn’t he feel the waves of dark emotions that were choking her.
Looking at him she forced herself to offer him a pleasant smile. “Well, I can’t wait to hear the stories of how we met, maybe it will jog my memory.”
Seemingly pleased with her words, he smiled. “I would love nothing more than to do that.”
They faced forward once more when the dining room doors opened, and they followed the others inside. Tillon and the servants had done amazingly well with the decorations. The long table was covered with crystal goblets, porcelain plates with silver lining and white linen that was covered with intricate magical symbols of dark red. The table itself had to be at least 10 feet long.
As she was led down to the side of the magnificent setting, her eyes spotted something shining. Then Tillon’s voice filled the room, “The chair that shines, is your seat.”
She paused, resulting in her hand being tugged on. Nathan looked at her in question, and she pointed to the seat in front of her. “This is me.”
He frowned, looking further down, before he returned his gaze to her. “It looks like we won’t be able to reminisce over the past.”
Oye pulled her hand from his, feeling only relief. “Unfortunately. Maybe another time.” With that she left him, and reached for her chair when another hand grabbed it.
“I wouldn’t be a true gentleman if I didn’t assist a lady with her chair,” Arwin teased as he pulled it out. His gaze held desire that Oye blatantly ignored.
“Thank you,” she said as she sat down.
“My pleasure,” his warm breath brushed over her shoulder. He drew away, and took the seat right beside her. Oye soon realized that he was openly flirting with her despite knowing she was dating Torik. Before she could say anything the sound of metal knocking against glass caught her attention and she found Robert Renson at the head of the table with his wife by his side. Oye couldn’t help noticing she was eyeing Jake like a slab of meat.
“Let us raise our glasses, as we draw closer to the final night of our gathering. At this table is the true blood of the highest of families. Renson, Shran, Colton and Napier. All of us are gathered at this time to celebrate the dawning of our power and the rise of our rule here and beyond the Veil. Ring of Syed, we are power, honor and ruthlessness personified.”
He raised his glass as did everyone else but one person. Oye gaze met Castians. She quickly looked away, how hadn’t she noticed that she was sitting right across from him. She quickly raised her glass along with the others.
“To Syed.” Renson shouted.
“To Syed,” Everyone repeated. Oye settled her cup back down and once again found herself looking at Castian, who’s eyes reflected the light from the candles.
A hand brushed hers. She flinched, jerking her eyes to Arwin who smiled. He leaned in. Oye held herself back from grabbing his roaming hand and twisting it.
He leaned close, so his lips brushed the shell of her ear. “Don’t be nervous, your lover already told me I could have you. How does it feel to know; he plans to break it off after this all ends. Why not leave his bed for mine?”’
He drew back, his heated gaze running over her.
Castian had told this handsy ass he could have her?
She wasn’t his to give. Her anger rushed up so fast that she was distracted from Arwin’s, touching as she turned her gaze on Castian who had the audacity to stare at her as if she’d done something wrong.
Well, if he wanted Arwin to have her, then he couldn’t get angry if she allowed herself to enjoy it. She lifted her hand, and settled it on Arwins, keeping her eyes on Castian she turned so her lips brushed the other man’s cheeks. “Prove to me, it’s a worthy switch,” she whispered.
Arwin drew back and she met Castians rage filled gaze, she knew what she looked like in his eyes.
The candlelight made her dark skin shine, the lighting emphasized her delicate collar bone and well-endowed chest with shadows.
She wasn’t afraid, as she leaned in and enjoyed the sound of two people sucking on their teeth. She placed her finger on Arwin’s neck and drew it up to the tip of his chin, smiling. “I like a man who’s hard to get, rough and handsy. I want a man who would let the world burn to have me.”
Drawing back from Arwin, she faced forward and reached for her now filled wine and lifted it in a mocking salute to Castian. Castians jaw ticked, and as his eyes darkened in anger.
“That’s the kind of man I want to claim me.”
She didn’t know why she was saying such words, but her rage clouded her common sense. No man had any right to offer her to someone else on a silver platter. Especially not one, who’d told her once already with his actions that she wasn’t worth the risk.
Then again wasn’t she the one being an idiot, being attracted to someone who’d already lied to her once?
She stared into the dark liquid, tired of thinking she lifted it and took a deep drink. For now, she would enjoy this dinner after all the man sitting right next to Jake was Asher. His presence let her know that all of this would be coming to an end. Whether she spoke to Castian—Lancelot, ever again after this was up to the fates to decide.



CASTIAN
He’d been fighting his baser instincts since he’d seen her walk into the room in a slinky gown that hugged her curves in just the right way. It was driving him mad. He’d spent this entire time just watching her.
He felt like a carnivore searching for his prey. Her skin, hair, and body were beautiful. And even as she tried to avoid his eye, he never lost sight of her. Which is why when she took Nathan’s hand with a grim expression he’d debated on whether to interrupt them or not but the call to enter the dining room had ended those thoughts.
He’d watched as her smile turned strained destroying the happiness that had made her eyes shine in just the way he’d come to love.
Love?









           BURN IT DOWN           




CASTIAN
W as that what Oye stirred in him?
Wasn’t it lust?
No, it was love.
As he watched her display of seduction from across the table he knew it to be true. As she played with Arwin, Castian struggled from having his golem attack.
He watched as Oye’s eyes grew cold as she looked at him in a way that made his mouth dry. He let his beringed fingers click against his own cup of wine.
The speech Renson offered didn’t move him, so he didn’t feign interest. His only focus was Oye, who continued her game with Arwin. Hadn’t the woman said herself that she was done with games?
Apparently, it didn’t matter regarding stirring the darker side of his nature. Castian acknowledged that the removal of Ashiya hadn’t really changed him. He had to be a monster deep down, because he could only think of killing every single person at the table to demonstrate why she shouldn’t play these sorts of games with him.
“A man willing to let the world burn just to have me.”
Her hands trailed along his old friends’ arm, as she laughed breathlessly at something he said in her ears. Her lashes were shadows against her cheeks, as Arwin’s hand disappeared beneath the table. Castian bit the flesh inside his mouth, his eyes narrowing.
She released a light gasp, as his lips brushed her neck.
The first course had just arrived, when he made his choice and stood causing the seat to scrape back hard against the floor. “Oye.”
The noise immediately garnered the attention of all those at the table. Everyone looked at him in shock, but he ignored their stares. Focusing only on the woman who now looked at him in surprise.
He leaned forward, bracing himself on the table. “You have two choices, either come with me. Now, or I’ll reduce him to nothing more than flesh and bones," he said, turning his eyes to Arwin who looked at him in shock. Castian looked back at her. “And know this, I’ll take great pleasure in doing it.”
“Torick, you said—” Arwin jumped up in protest.
“I know what I said.” Castian cut him off. “But I can change my mind, like now. After all, she’s still mine.”
“It’s okay,” Oye stood. “I’ll go.”
She turned and left the table. Castians eyes followed her, before he pushed off the table straightening, and pulling down his opened suit coat he gave a short bow. “Well, please enjoy the rest of your dinner.” He turned and left.
He could easily burn the entire dining room down, fuck them and their names. Asher could disappear, he didn’t give a fuck if he could get the woman who’d taken his heart and loyalty. The anticipation that ran through him had him sinking into the floor.
Using his shadows, he entered the room and released a surprised grunt when Oye’s body slammed into his.
A growl erupted from him as he hit the couch hard. She straddled his hips with her, blade in hand, like it was meant to be there; she pressed it to his throat. She stared down at him with glittering eyes, her hair a midnight curtain surrounded them. “I thought I said no more games.”
He grabbed her hips but didn’t move, “This is no game.”
Her brows rose, “Then what is it?”
“It’s me baring myself to you,” Castian explained, as he lifted his chin exposing his neck to her blade. “Tillon, the Renson’s, Asher, I don’t care about any of it if you aren’t there at the end of it. If this all ends, and I can’t call you my home then there was never a point to me regaining my sanity or identity.”
She frowned, her brow creasing the hand holding the blade lifted slightly. She searched his eyes searching for the lie in his words.
“Darling, you can search my eyes all night, and you will only find truth.” He pushed up, “I vow to you, here and now that I will never lie to you ever again.”
She lowered her blade, “I don’t need your vow.”
“But I chose to give it,” he insisted.
She tried to move away from him. “Enough, Castian.”
He captured her hand and pulled her back. Closing his eyes, he started to tell his story. “I was born during winter, my mother said it was one of the worst storms Georgia had seen in a long time, but it didn’t matter because the minute I came to life, she felt a warmth she never knew.”



OYE
She should have pushed him away, but she couldn’t.
Not with the way he held her hand like it was his lifeline, and she couldn’t in good conscience push him away when he was exposing himself to her.
It felt like they were the only two in the world. She sat in his lap now, his arms wrapped around her shoulders.
“My brother has always been more prone to anger than other children. It was understood from the start, that I was the one who would lead the family but even as a child he seemed to be jealous of what was given to me and as a child, I merely thought it fair to give him what he wished for but often I would later find it broken or he’d tell me he’d lost it.” Castian voice held pain, “I thought I was as kind as an elder brother should be, but I should have known when he took to hanging around the Renson’s that my brother wasn’t savable. My father never liked Robert’s way of doing things.”
“So, your brother plotted with them?” Oye could easily see how the prodigal son had fallen into their younger brother’s trap, he’d only been trying to do his duty.
Castian sighed, his chin brushing against hers. “The day I was to dawn the true mantel of Lord Napier, taking the pact with the family demon familiar. Someone came to the Altar, and changed the ruins in the sacred circle with virgin blood, they drew the ruins for a demon assimilation ritual, a forbidden ritual to all warlocks. To attempt tying a lower or higher being to one’s own flesh, is punishable by death. That day I entered the circle with the eyes of all the families of Syed watching me as I committed the greatest sin.” His voice suddenly grew rough, “That was when my hell started. All the faces I saw from then on were masses of flesh, twisted and ugly. Filled with the sins they’d performed.”
While Oye couldn’t imagine awakening in such a situation, she could surely empathize.
“At first I thought it was all a nightmare. But things only got worse when they found the source of blood buried near the garden. Piles and piles of corpses, of women with faces twisted in macabre masks of terror.” He shuddered, tightening his arms around her. “Nothing I said convinced them, I yelled, screamed and begged, and begged but no one would believe me and then he spoke.”
He closed his eyes remembering the night he hid in the corner of his room, as Ashiya raged within and outside him. His magic no longer his own, his mind no longer his own. Ashiya, filling his dreams with nightmares of his family’s dead bodies.
“Soon they came for me in the night, those birds dressed in their sickening blue. Eager to capture the demonic killer, who’d slaughtered innocent humans for their blood. I was tied and gagged like a prized animal and taken with little fight. All I could hear were my mother’s screams, as she fought against them trying to stop them from taking me.”
His voice trembled as Oye felt his tears wet her shoulder. She didn’t move away; she could feel his pain, it felt as if it was her own. Her heart was completely open and aching, for the male behind her who wept because of his past loss. Oye had nothing she could say, but she could allow him to hold her to find comfort.
His broken voice continued, “For ten years I sat in the dark surrounded by Ashiya, the faces of the dead and my dreams of revenge.” He opened his arms, and placed his hands on her shoulders, turned her around, his ocean eyes widening. “Are you crying?”
Surprised, she touched her cheeks, and drew them back and spotted the watery residue. How long had it been since the last time she cried, ah the first time she’d seen Nathan? “I guess I am.”
He smiled, and brushed her right cheek causing her to wink. “Only one of us should mourn for those years, after all there was a light at the end of the tunnel.”
“And what was that light?”
“You,” she felt her breath catch at the intense look in his eyes. “I went to the shade to spy on Asher and Renson, and you walked by. Skin like night, sprinkled with stars,” he drew his hand down her cheek to her shoulder, “For all those years of fighting, and crawling in the blood and dirt of council I found eyes the color of moonlight.” He lifted his left hand cupping her cheek, “A fiery female who used blades easily and held me captive with a word and stirred me with a single look.”
Oye silently stared at him, they were both broken and bruised. Both of them with a slew of sins at their feet, and blood on their hands. She covered his hand with hers, “I—killed my mother.” She whispered, he tensed and met her eyes in surprise. “I can’t tell you everything, but there came a time where my choices caused her to be somewhere she shouldn’t and then in a blink of an eye she was gone.” Her throat grew thick, as her tears ran over, her heart squeezed. “I wish I could tell you, but—” Her words cut off as her lips were taken.
Castian held her tightly in his arms, consuming her pain. Their shared heart beats filling their ears. Oye had never felt such a sensation, as if every tear was being absorbed by Castian as he took her lips with a possessiveness that took her breath away.
Her skin prickled with magic, as she allowed herself to lose herself completely to it. She felt the metal pieces in her hair loosen and the zipper of her dress drop. He pulled away, moving his lips to her throat kissing down to her chest where he pulled her top down. Her body rocked slowly into his, her heart and body both wanting something.
“Castian, please—” She begged.
He cursed, lifting her easily. He carried her to the bed. Only pulling away to remove his clothes, and he didn’t bother helping her. He simply flicked a finger at it, and she released a soft gasp as the dress fell from her body shredded.
He looked down at her, with his true face his expression filled with a raw need. She shared his feelings, so she lifted a hand and pressed it against the place right over his heart. He immediately came to her, a wordless acknowledgement between the two.
Their hands moved everywhere; they couldn’t get enough of touching as she opened herself to him. Her body bowing as his dick filled her just right, she moaned her arm wrapping around his shoulders as he held still his muscle body pressed into hers. Those eyes staring into hers, as he snapped his hips hard so that he went deep.
She moaned, “Damn.”
He chuckled, doing it again but not speeding up.
She pulled at his shoulders pleading but no matter how she begged he didn’t pick up the pace.
“Oye, look at me.”
She struggled but she was able to lift her lashes enough, to see the strain around his eyes. “I want you to feel every.” Thrust. “Inch.” Thrust. “Of.” Thrust. “Me.” He held her hips in a tight grip and thrust up this time, grinding his hips in a way that made her mewl, her nails biting into his shoulders.
“Castian, please…I can’t.” She really couldn’t take it being slow, she needed him to pick up the pace. “Only you, only you. Please.”
He leaned forward, grinning against her neck. “Good.”
Then he moved her, so she laid on her side, and he lifted her one leg and without pulling out he picked up the speed.
Her body tightened like a bowstring, and her eyes closed as the delicious first waves of her orgasm ran through her.
He kissed her ankle, as he turned her, “Not enough love, not nearly enough.”
He pounded her back up to a fever pitch, Oye felt the world spin as she was drowned in Castian, and her own hunger. She agreed with him.
“It wasn’t enough, not nearly enough.”



CASTIAN
Her body was dripping silver, her limbs cradling his body in a way that told him he was home. Her every gasp became a sigh in his memory.
As he pulled her closer, and drove himself deeper in her he searched his mind for control and attempted to slow himself, but a man no longer resided within him. He was now a beast. The monster who haunted the dreams of the frightened.
The world could become a sea of fire around him, and he’d remain here, with her.
Oye, her skin sliding along his beckoned him to come closer. The liquid hold she had of him, caused him to clench his teeth as he rutted into her body. Grinding into her like stone into mortar. Time seemingly slowed as he drew his tongue along her throat tasting her essence. The scent of their magic rained down all around them as he heard the creak and pop of their shared element shattering and breaking.
The long lamps, twisting as much as their sheets.
“Hah,” his words had ended. And now there were only two beings locked in a battle for pleasure and need.
How many times had he felt her clench around him?
How many times had her nails bit into his skin like short blades, cutting her name into his skin? The rhythm of their hips rocking against one another would never get old, the hug of her arms and pressure of her chest against his, would never be enough.
He wanted to sink into her and be cursed.
Oye’s body was a curse, her eyes telling him he was hers. Her lips took his possessively.
He’d once thought of fucking as fun, and easy.
With this goddess in his arms, he felt his soul had been enlightened. There was nothing she hid from him, her magic flickering and burning against his skin akin to a flame. He moaned into her mouth, as he lessened his control on his aura their bodies grew light as they floated up the movements, losing reason, and reality shifted, and the rules of universe bent for them.
He felt his back tighten, as the gift of his familiar was exposed, heavy metallic wings exploded out of him.
“Wings?” She breathed, her hands brushing up his back, her bleary eyes focused on him. “You have wings.”
Her voice came out breathless with surprise.
He smirked, leaning down he let his lips hover over hers, “And only you will ever see them,” with that he captured her lips once again.
Before finally his hunger reached a fever pitch, his hips pounded into hers until her cries became whimpers, and for the sixth time, she tightened all around him, and he hit home. His back snapping, he opened his mouth in silent roar as he filled her over and over with his wishes and dreams. He slowly rocked his hips back and forth, wanting her to take every drop of his demands and promises.
With a gasp, he fell forward onto her chest as they landed back onto the bed with a heavy thump. The two of them just breathed in and out, and soon they both drifted off to sleep.









           MORNING AFTER           




OYE
O ye knew how to handle the day after fire sex.
Usually she’d get up first, and take a shower and get her shit together before letting the man know she was leaving and that it had been a one-night deal. She wasn’t used to awakening to her breast being massaged and her well used kitty cat being stroked. She couldn’t help purring, naturally opening her legs to welcome whoever was teasing her with their little flicks against her swollen nub. She sighed in disappointment when they pulled their hands away, her eyes cracking open to stare into ocean-colored eyes.
“Tease.” She grumbled.
He clicked his tongue, as he moved, “Now, I wouldn’t like having it said that I, Lancelot Napier, never answered a woman’s full desires.”
“Wha—agh.” Oye cried out in surprise when she was suddenly swept up, her arms immediately coming to wrap around his shoulders. “Castian.”
He laughed; she glared up at him. “Didn’t we talk about this?”
He gave her a mock, playful look. “Did we?”
She rolled her eyes, settling her chin against his shoulder. The man looked way too pleased with himself. “Forget it, where are you taking me?”
“It’s a secret,” he said with a mischievous look. “Just relax, and enjoy it.”
She eyed him with suspicion. “I don’t think you know what it sounds like, when someone like you says that.”
He shrugged, carrying her to their bathroom with a quick kick to the door to open it, he gave a slight hop causing her to tighten her arms. “Ah, Castian.”
He laughed, irritated, she slapped his shoulders before finally seeing what he’d done. Her brows quirked as she released a low whistle. “Okay, you might know a thing or two, about witches," she said, taking in the large claw bath that she was ninety-nine percent sure hadn’t been there before. “I approve.”
“I’m glad my lady approves,” he said, as he carried her over to it and without a word he released his arms. Only the joke was on him, as Oye let go and floated midair, she moved her hands behind her head and kept her eyes directly on his as she slowly lowered herself into the tub.
“Maybe, next time warlock," she said, pulling the now wet blanket from her body, and tossing it at his feet. “You’re a thousand years too young to try to get this witch.” She settled back as the metal pieces in her hair clicked together retwisting into two strands until she had a large bun atop her head.
Lowering her arms, she let her fingers flick the water up. Eyeing him she asked, “Aren’t you coming in?”



CASTIAN
He’d at first been disappointed she didn’t fall in. But looking at her body surrounded with floating rose petals and thick bubbles. Lancelot wasn’t sure what his goal had been a few seconds ago. When she offered him an inviting look he bent down and picked her up with little effort. Getting in he settled her on his lap.
Oye released a squeal, before she bit her bottom lip. She reached down and grabbed him. “Shouldn’t you finish what you started,” she purred,
glancing over her shoulder. She slightly rose, moving him before she slowly lowered herself onto his dick.
“Ooh, that’s the stretch,” she moaned as she fully seated herself.
Castian head dropped back. “Ride me, my lady.”
“I know what to do,” she snapped, even as she lifted up and down, her hips rolling like the sea. He cursed and grabbed her hips, her slick skin warm against the palm of his hands.
“Now, now, this is my ride.” She pushed his hand away. “My speed.” She groaned, as she moved up and down on his dick. Her ass playing peekaboo with his eyes. He wanted to make her move faster, but Oye needed this, this control that had her squeezing him.
Her breathing became shorter, as she looked back at him her teeth exposed as she snarled her body moving faster. “Shit, Castian.”
She closed her eyes, her chin lifting as she jerked her hand up grabbing the side of the bathtub.
He snapped, rising he pushed her forward to her knees, one hand on her hip and the other on the back of her neck. “Here.” He chuckled as he picked up his tempo. The water sloshed, hitting the floor and the steam grew as he fucked her roughly. Last night had been about becoming more than one, but right now he just wanted that mind numbing pleasure, he enjoyed the sight of the globes of her ass jiggling as he fucked her.
The sound of her muttering telling him he was hitting it right, and that she was eager for more.
He stilled just to adjust himself, and smacked her ass just to see her back bow she rolled her ass into his large hand. “That’s my goddess.”
She purred, her ass moving he met her tempo watching the slip and slide of his dick from inside her. He didn’t see the burning candles on the floor growing brighter, or feel the steam that grew around them, he was only focused on the woman that demanded him to move faster and harder.
He didn’t mind giving in to her demands, in fact he added a bit of magic to his movements.
“Shit,” Oye screamed, her nails growing with silvery tips and cracking into the porcelain of the tub, her hair falling apart, the long strands covering her back and dipped into the water. “Ah, ah I’m—”
“Come for me,” he commanded, holding her hips so tight as he bared his teeth, once more filling her with wave after wave of his cum. Her body trembled against his hold; she rolled her hips against his as if luxuriating in the feeling of him pressed against her as he came. She pushed up, and leaned back, so that her slick back pressed against his front.
“How was I?” she asked, her eyes heavy and her lips swollen from where she’d bit them. He leaned forward nuzzling her neck, she chuckled as his hand ran over her body hungrily.
“I think it’s time we actually washed,” she whispered, brushing a kiss against the side of his head. “I’m sure the others are waiting.”
“They can rot.”
She clicked her tongue, and the large bath changed easily to a shower. She pulled herself from his hold, and turned to face him, he remained on his knees, his nose at her navel. He wrapped his arms around her legs, and kissed the piercing there. “You’re a wicked woman, for leaving me.”
Brushing her fingers through his hair, she stared down at him, her gaze filled with affection. “You’re a wicked man, for trying to fuck me till I can’t walk.”
He lowered his head, and she felt his smile against her stomach. “Indeed, I am but you love it.”
“I do.”
He eventually released her, and got to his feet. Together they washed while still touching and brushing hands along each other’s skin. Castian couldn’t remember when he’d last felt so complete.
The way she softened against him, and allowed him to pull her to his side made him want to cover her with his love. Castian couldn’t ask for anything more.
Only when he and Oye finally arrived was he faced with the reality of the world the two of them had managed to escape.
“It seems you two have managed to come to an accord.” Tabitha looked at their hands that were interlocked.
He would feel bad if he wasn’t merely playing a part.
He smiled, giving Oye’s hand a small squeeze. “Yes, we did indeed come to an understanding.”



OYE
Oye had never been so happy before. It was weird especially when she was walking into a room filled with possible enemies. When they entered she spotted Tabitha and Jina seated at the corner table. Seeing how Tabitha smiled at her, Oye felt relieved.
Castian might not really be Torick, but she’d have to endure it if Tabitha decided to display her jealousy.
“I’m going to sit with them,” she said, going to walk away from Castian. He didn’t let her go, he grabbed her arm and gently pulled her back to his side and kissed her,
She tried to push him off her. Not because she didn’t like it, but because she’d just been cheering about Tabitha not being jealous. And this idiot with the face of Torick decided to act out. After a bit he finally let her pull away from him. Ignoring the heat in his eyes she made her way over to the other women. Avoiding Tabatha’s knowing she sat sat down.
Jina spoke first, pointing her fork at her. “I hate your face.”
Oye feigned innocence when she said, “And why is that?”
“No one should be that fucking happy after getting dick.”
“Jina,” Raven said, shocked. “Come on.”
“What?” Tabitha said as if to defend Jina. “She’s only saying what we’re all thinking. The woman appears like someone who just drank some ambrosia.”
Oye pressed a hand to her cheek. “Do I really look that good?”
“Oh, shut up,” Jina said, throwing her grape at her. Only to frown when Oye caught it, and tossed into her mouth, shooting her a wink. “Damn you.”
“So, I’m glad you’re both happy but there is still one issue that remains,” Tabitha said on a sigh.
“And what issue is that?” Oye asked, leaning back to let the servant set a plate down before her. “Isn’t today the last day?”
“It is, but now comes the rough part. With Torick no longer my option of date, I’m now single along with this shrew.”
“I resent that, and I have a date,” Jina snapped.
“Oh, really who?”
“You.” Jina said easily, taking another bite of her quiche. “Let’s be the two shrews who haunt the wine table.”
Tabitha shot her an annoyed look, before releasing a shudder. She picked up her cell, “I’ll call an associate of mine, he’ll be my best bet.”
Oye couldn’t help laughing at the two’s shenanigans.
The door to the dining room opened, and her humor fled as the single person she didn’t want to see entered along with their target. The two men talking pleasantly.
She watched them as they walked past and made their way to the table where all the men were seated, and she spotted Castian watching them with the same focus. Asher took a seat next to Robert, who said something to his brother Jake. Something the man didn’t like, by the way he grimaced before he stood up and left the tab. A made way toward the exit he briefly stopped behind Grace’s chair and brushed his fingers along it; then he left the room and a few minutes later Grace followed him.
She pursed her lips; it looked like he fucked his brother’s wife to get revenge more than anything else
Shaking her head, she quickly focused on eating. She’d already received the text from her sister that they’d figured out a way to deal with the guest, but it was up to her and Castian to catch the criminals in the act and trap them so they couldn’t run away.
As people started leaving the room, she thought of Castian. If he’d been able to enter the underground, he obviously could do it again. They would just need to keep their suspect in the room long enough for her cousin and the Jackals to come and the human authorities who represented Veil City’s interest.
Being as they were so far from the city, it would take time. Lanias couldn’t advertise how easily she could move from one place to another.
Oye thought hard, till her plate was taken and she was hit with an idea. They would just lure them there, and keep them there.
Quickly she stood, giving a distracted goodbye to the ladies and rushed to the exit grabbing Castians hand.
He followed her without a word of protest. She led them to the place where she’d found him before. Having a quick look around, she asked him. “Can we go inside again?”
His gaze darkened, but he gave a short nod. Gently he moved her aside and lifted his hand holding a thin short staff and struck it to the center of the star on the painting. The hall they stood in was flooded with a bright light. He grabbed her hand, and together they entered the secret room.
After a few seconds Oye could finally see around her. “This…It’s a library.” She exclaimed while looking around.
“Yes,” he said, his expression somber.
“Our family is well known for it. This is the place where we gathered books and knowledge over the many years. It’s the last place I saw my parents.” He added somberly.
Oye looked up at him and said, “I don’t have much left from my mom. After her death my human father sold everything he could.” She laughed, but it wasn’t happy. She lifted her wrist, flashing the metal bracelet. “This is all that’s left.”
She released a sigh, “Sad memories aside, I think I have a plan on how to capture Asher and the others without violating the Veil laws.”
Castian express perked up at her words
“You’ve been to the underground; can you trigger an alarm of sorts to draw them there,” she asked.
His eyes brightened as he smirked. “Yes.”
Hearing this assured Oye that her plan was the right one. “Good, we’ll lure them to the underground and keep them there until the others arrive. The most important thing is to ensure that no one else at the party knows what’s happening. Can you use your shadow to travel on water?”
Again, Castian nodded, she smiled. “Awesome, I think that’s our plan.”
“It is a plan, but how can we be sure that they don’t have men to assist them similar to when your cousin was taken.”
Oye’s smile turned mischievous as she drew a thumb across her bottom lip, he felt his loins tighten, at the blood lust that came off of her. “Don’t tell me you haven’t wanted to let loose? It would be the perfect place to do it. We’ll go to the ball on the boat. After a few dances we’ll leave and draw them to the underground. You said there were anti-magic stones hidden underground, what would happen if they were removed?”
“The magic that demands my touch will activate and trap them inside.”
She grinned, her teeth white and holding an edge of hunger. “Perfect.”









           THE PLAN           




CASTIAN
“D o you think it will work?” Raijin asked.
Castian didn’t take offense at the sound of Raijins doubt. His hands were shoved into his pocket where he stood below the stairs near the main entrance. His suit hadn’t taken all that long to put on. He’d been banished from the bedroom, as Oye swore he wouldn’t ever let her finish dressing.
He’d decided to share the plan with Raijin, who’d seem intent on calling. Leaning his head back against the door jamb, he closed his eyes trying to remain patient.
“For now, it will,” he said. “What happens after they rush in when they find they can’t go back will be interesting.”
“You can’t let anything happen to her,” Raijin insisted. “Sabina demanded I call you early on, but I told her that would put the mission in jeopardy and that you could be trusted.”
Castian wondered if Sabina had feared he’d kill her cousin, or what he’d done to her every chance he’d gotten ever since they’d confirmed how they felt for each other. Either way, he felt warm at the idea that Raijin had trusted him.
“Do not worry, the witch is in perfect health,” he assured him
His nose twitched at the familiar addictive scent; he’d learned it was Oye’s favorite perfume. He opened his eyes, to find her walking towards him, her dress was high in the front and long in the back. Her long legs were exposed, his mouth watered at the sight of them. She’d worn a dress of the purest silver; it had a cupid cut with deep dip stopping just above her belly.
Her ankles were wrapped in a lace of the same color that was attached to her dainty heels. Her long black hair was half up and down. He could see the twinkle in her eyes once she stopped in front of him. She reached up; her silver tipped nails pressing against the underside of his chin. A single well plucked brow rose. “Like what you see?”
A growl escaped from deep in his chest as he wrapped an arm around her waist and yanked her close and took her lips. She giggled in his arms, Castian wanted to take her against the wall right now.
Raijin’s voice had long ago turned silent as he’d immediately cut the call.
“Ew, get a room.”
He slowly drew back, his gaze going from Oye’s dazed expression to the two women who stood in the hallway.
“Hello there, ladies,” he said with a grin.
Jina, who’d opted for a green, jeweled, slinky number sneered, speaking to the laughing Tabitha beside her. “Those two have no respect for us at all.”
“Not in the least. Lucky for us we managed to scrounge up some dates,” Tabitha said, crossing her arms. Her ballerina styled pink dress, matching her personality perfectly along with the simple pearls that decorated her neck.
Two men who stood behind them, both tall and handsome, made Castian tense, but he quickly covered his reaction with a welcoming smile. The male smirked, his odd two-colored eyes holding knowledge. While the blond man next to him was focused on something on his phone.
“Carson, didn’t you invest in Riggs mobile?” the man demanded of the person he was talking to on the phone. He looked up and paused when he realized that he and the other man were being observed.
“Ah, sorry.” He quickly put his phone into his coat pocket. He walked towards Castian, who’d moved the now more aware Oye to his side and took his hand. “Hi, I’m Jarvix Kinsington from Wickham Rowe Inc.” He motioned to his partner, who remained by Tabitha’s side. “And that’s Tobias, he’s one of the core members.”
Castian knew the man well, he’d been the one to sell Castian the information he’d needed. The man’s eyes were able to see through anything, which was probably why he was looking at Castian with a strong look of knowing. A look, Castian decided to ignore since it wasn’t relevant to their current mission.
Letting go of Jarvix hand, he pulled Oye to his side once more. “It’s nice to meet you both, I would have felt bad for them if they couldn’t find dates.” He leaned forward and whispered as if imparting a secret. “They’re a bit shrewish after not having the company of men for so long.”
“Torick, don’t get yourself killed.” Tabitha said through a tight smile. She glanced over her shoulder at Tobias. “Come, let’s get this stupid thing over with.”
Hearing this, Oye gave her a confused look. “What’s stupid?”
Jina explained, as they all followed Tabitha out onto the front path. “Apparently that idiot, Jake specifically; felt like there should be more female company so Tillon suddenly invited all these humans and demi-humans.” She gave a shudder. “Now, we have to hide our gifts. I was planning on leaving early for wine and cake in the kitchen, how about it?”
Oye wondered when they’d become so friendly, but she actually wanted to go. Unfortunately, she couldn’t accept the invitation, as they would be leaving the party as well to in act their own plan. She smiled, “I’ll think it over.”
“Oh, come on. Torick will be hit on the whole night if you stay,” Jina bumped her shoulder. “You might as well join me and avoid the headache.
“Excuse me,” Castian squeezed in-between them causing Jina to stagger aside. “Sorry, couldn’t help but overhear your messy attempt at kidnaping my date.” He mock frowned at her. “Do I need to watch you too?”
She shot him an annoyed look. “Pfft, yeah right…” She stomped off, quickly coming to Tabitha’s side.
“That wasn’t very nice,” Oye chided him.
He didn’t show an ounce of sympathy, as he took her hand. “I will not apologize.”
She shook her head, her expression becoming serious as the view of the large boat that settled on the magically created lake came into view.
The lights jumped and twirled over the waters, appearing to almost be dancing on its surface. Some even spun up into the air and ran along the side of the boat. The light craft, obviously superior; she couldn’t help wishing that this was an honest to God ball.
Despite this all being hosted by cold hearted kidnappers and killers.
Oye’s heart felt heavy at the idea that this weekend was coming to an end. Luckily, when this was all over Asher would be in hand.
Once they reached the ramp, she took a step up to follow the others only for Castian to hold her back. Once the others were some distance away, she half turned to face him.
“I want you to know that this—” He motioned between them. “—isn’t over after we capture Asher.”
Oye felt the smile on her lips become stiff when he’d caught on to her inner thoughts. Even while she enjoyed her happiness, she felt like it would come to an end soon. She’d started preparing herself for the end of this time of intense passion and—
She couldn’t let herself say the other word. Oye hadn’t fought herself so hard on something before. If she submerged herself in this feeling expecting it to be forever. She feared the bad ending too much to give herself over to it.
Oye forced herself to relax and leaned forward pressing her lips to his forehead. “We’ll see.”
With that she released his hand and drew away, making her to the main deck.
She felt the chill of her words, but in this world of disappointment she learned a single thing. And that was to enjoy the moment, rather than expect forever from it.
All balls ended, and all love withered.



CASTIAN
He watched her go, her back straighter and her smile gone.
He’d wanted to make it clear he wasn’t expecting this thing between them to end. But it was obvious Oye didn’t share his thinking. He stared after her, knowing that he’d have to work hard to convince her that they weren’t going to end, ever. He had finally regained most of the things he’d hungered for when he sat in the dark, and he’d be damned if he lost them ever again and that included Oye.
He followed her but as soon as he arrived at the deck, he found his path blocked by Arwin who glared at him.
He sighed; he’d avoided the other man at breakfast, but it looked like he couldn’t do that here.
“If it isn’t the liar,” Arwin snarked, as he lurched forward. Castian quickly caught him, frowning at the smell of booze that was coming off him.
Arwin squinted up at him. “Why? Why didn’t you tell me what you were planning, huh?” He wrapped an arm around Castian shoulders as he complained. “You used me. You swooped in like an avenging little thief, and stole that.” He jerked Castian along with him, when he turned squinting as he searched the crowd, before his eyes widened, “That beautiful woman from me.”
“I shouldn’t have ever promised you a chance with her to begin with,” Castian muttered as he tried to remove the man’s arm from his person.
“How? How could you do that to me?” Arwin demanded, his voice changing, sharpening when he whispered. “Huh, Lance.”
Castian stiffened and he slowly pulled away from Arwin. The other man didn’t look away from him. He felt the edge of his staff in his hand.
“How?” Castian asked in a deathly whisper. He didn’t want to hurt his old friend, but if he had to, he would do what he must.
Taking astep forward, Arwin placed a hand onto Castians right shoulder. “You should relax. It’s not important right now how I know, but that I do," he said, giving him a soft look, he straightened abruptly pulling on his coat he turned away from him suddenly sober. “But I can tell you more later, after you’ve dealt with your brother.”
With that the mysterious male walked into the thick crowd. Castian instinct said he could trust Arwin. But for Castian it was hard to do, he hadn’t trusted many people over the last years.
Hardening his resolve, he decided to trust Arwin.
Castian picked a drink off a passing server and took a quick sip. He’d wait and watch, the sooner they acted on their plan the faster he’d be able to convince Oye that they were perfect for each other.
To that he’d get them a Happily Ever After first.



OYE
“Are you not going to dance?”
She looked away from the water that lapped against the boat below to find Raven standing beside her. The woman looked different in her dark red sweetheart gown. Her cheeks were flushed, and her eyes held an excited light.
She crossed her arms, leaning them onto the railing she stared at Raven for a beat, suddenly she thought ‘fuck it’. “You don’t love Tillon, you like someone else.” She turned and looked around the crowd, spotting a male who’d kept to Tabitha’s side. “That guy, right?”
Raven looked at her surprised, “H-how?”’
Oye shrugged, turning around she leaned back against the railing. “He came with Tabitha, but he’s danced with you six times since we got here. And he keeps looking your way.”
Raven looked back at Jarvix before she lowered her eyes to her feet. “I guess it’s obvious.”
Oye observed her from the corner of her eye. “How do you know it will last?”
“I don’t.” Raven said, with a small life. “But with him, I feel like I’m home.”
“Home, huh?” Oye repeated thoughtfully.
Oye had only felt home in two places, though technically it was more the places where she felt safe. She felt safe with her cousins and at the orphanage, but she’d never felt safe with someone. Even with her cousins, she felt the edge of the possibility of everything falling apart. Hell, Sabina’s marriage had fallen apart just as she’d expected to even though she’d wanted her cousin to truly have her happily ever after.
“What about you and Torick?” Raven’s voice cut into her thoughts. “You two seem to never stop touching.”
“Lust? Passion? It could all end tomorrow.” Oye hated the twinge of pains he felt in her stomach at her words. She shifted from one foot to the other feeling uncomfortable.
“No way,” Raven exclaimed with passion that took Oye by surprise. “Torick, looks at you like you’re his everything. I don’t think it’s just passion or-or just lust.”
Averting her eyes from Raven, Oye bit her. She couldn’t stare into such clear eyes; Raven had obviously lived a charmed life far from the horrors that Oye had lived. Maybe, it was only girls like Raven who were meant to have happy endings.
“Even more I—” She stopped short when she spotted Asher coming onto the main deck. Her hand tightened into a fist at her side. The familiar feeling of hate and anticipation for what was coming.
He was a clear living, breathing symbol of where her focus should be. “Excuse me.”
“Oye, wait.”
She didn’t glance back as she left, maneuvering through the crowd she reached the back of the large vessel she gave a cursory look around before she climbed the railing and without hesitation she jumped, shadows shot up from the lake surface and swallowed her.
Strong arms caught here, as the light of the long hallway erupted around her. Castian blue eyes and golden locks under the brim of his favorite hat peered down at her. He wore his many necklaces and rings, the large maw of his beast opened and closed with a snap behind him.
“Hello there.”
He lowered her to her feet; she clicked her heels together twice. The fancy dress shredded to pieces as her jeans and t-shirt took over, her leather coat felt familiar, like a warm hug.
Her hair braided up, and she gave a short kick so that her heels turned into thick black boots. “It feels good to be back in normal clothes.”
He quirked a brow. “Normal?”
She offered him a saucy smile. “Yeah, cutesy shit isn’t me. So, where do we start?” She turned to give him her back.
Castian lifted his right hand causing the metal golem to twist and turn until it was a short staff floating mid-air. He grabbed it slamming the end into the floor. A resounding bang echoed through the hallway. The walls quivered, bending inward as the glass windows bent outward. His free hand went to the brow of his hat. “Reawakening what never should have been put to rest.” His eyes glowed, as a shadow descended behind him. Oye felt a chill run down her spine as the creature’s face was exposed from the shadows. “Ashiya, disperse.”
Oye sucked in a quick breath as an enormous amount of power rushed past her and slammed into the floor. The sound of glass shattering filled the corridor. The ground broke open as six stones flew out. The white of the anti-magic spell turned black as it died. All of them fell to the floor, now useless.
The wall at the end, began to bleed a black, green, slick oil.
Castian walked over to her side.
“What’s that,” she asked.
“That’s my family tree, come on,” Castian said as he walked toward it. Oye followed behind him. “It tracks those who are banished from the major four families, and those born into them.”
They reached the end and Castian spread his arms wide making the slick substance part down the center. A doorway appeared from behind it. “My father told me that if anyone, but the true heir touched it, they’d die a horrible death.”
She side-eyed him. “I guess you warlocks like putting your lives on the line.”
“Something like that,” he said as he opened the door and entered. Oye followed him into a dark hallway. The pictures that had been unmoving when he’d first come, were now vibrantly alive. They yelled and demanded payment in blood, their faces holding anger and disgust.
All of them calling for the blood of Tillon, all demanding the cuckoo be pushed from the nest. Castian felt their anger, and understood their call for vengeance. Oye didn’t stop him even though he was sure she had questions. Now wasn’t the time, he would explain his family’s ways to her later.
“Raijin said we have to hold them down for ten minutes.” He stated.
He stopped right before the entrance to the chamber. “Once we enter, they will scry for me and get my location. We’ll need to keep busy for as long as we can.”
“Okay, got it,” Oye said, cracking her neck.
He nodded, and facing forward he entered the chamber.
“I knew something was fishy.”
Both he and Oye tensed at the loud shout that greeted them.
Standing in a now empty chamber was Tillon. Jake and Robert Renson. Asher stood to the back corner; the four men all glared at them.
Oye didn’t immediately let her sword drop.
Tillon snapped his fingers. “The minute Torick didn’t come begging for his share of the package, I knew something was up," he said as a magical gate opened up beside him. A man’s body fell out and hit the floor with a thump. Torick was obviously dead. “Damn fool, should have known better.”
Castian didn’t move at the sight of his dead cousin, he settled his hand atop his staff. “I guess the rat’s out. Oh, what are we to do? We’ve been caught, love,” he sarcastically said to Oye.
“You should be a bit more worried,” Tillon said as he glanced at Jake who released a lazy sigh before he disappeared into a pile of straw.
Castian felt his presence behind him. Suddenly Oye cussed, but he didn’t turn around. He kept his focus on the arrogant smile on his brother Tillons face. Castian wanted to carve it off. His rage at the male’s audacity to touch his woman made his vision turn red. His mind screamed at him to turn and drill Jake’s head into the stone beneath his feet till he’d answered the question on how resilient a human skull could be, but he knew something they didn’t.
“Now, we’re going to ask you two a few questions.” Tillon said, the door closing behind him. He smiled, cold. “And we’re going to start by asking your partner.”









           ACTION!           




OYE
O ye winced at how tight Jake was holding her arms. She stared at Castian’s back, seeing the clear war in him to remain calm.
Surely, he wasn’t worried for her?
Oye sighed, had he truly forgotten who she was?
She didn’t really want to kill, but she wasn’t someone he needed to worry about.
Her skin rippled from the blood that shifted beneath it; she felt the soothing sensation of metal leaving her body through her pores. Jake’s body jerked once, twice. And his hold on her arms loosened as the blades that she’d pushed out of her back had slammed through his chest. She reabsorbed them; his body hit the ground motionless.
“You know Tillon, maybe you shouldn’t assume that I’m harmless," she said conversationally as she walked forward leaving Jake’s dead body on the ground. She took a stand slightly ahead and to the right of Castian.
“Wha—who are you people?” he demanded fearfully.
Robert, who’d been silent, stepped forward. He didn’t seem to care that his brother had just been killed. “Obviously, it’s your brother,” he said nonchalantly.
Tillon jerked his gaze to him in shock looking back at Castian in disbelief. “No, he’s in hell where he belongs.”
“Well, it’s a bit better than hell, not by much; but one can’t complain,” Castian joked, lifting the brim of his hat so his face was fully exposed. “But, I have to give it to you Robby boy for knowing it was me.”
Robert sneered, “There aren’t many with those disgusting eyes.”
“I’m offended,” Castian said, pressing a hand to his chest in mock hurt. “And here I was expecting a warm welcome home.”
Robert Scoffed, a short staff of dark sizzling light appeared in front of him. He grabbed it. “No matter your skill, you should have remained a shell buried alive.”
“Now, how could I leave you criminals alone?” Castian said, his own magic leaking out. “I have a check written in blood to cash. Your choices are death now or later. Either way hell is the only thing in the cards for you traitors.”
Slamming his staff down, Robert smirked. “This is why you were so easily destroyed, being arrogant. This time I won’t show you the mercy of allowing you to keep breathing.”
“And why do you think you’ll be able to stop his breathing?” Oye’s voice caught Robert’s attention. She’d stayed quiet, her eyes on the main prize, but now she looked at Robert with disgust. “You men, always cock comparing.”
She lifted her arm up before bringing it down sharply. A blade materialized in her hand. Grabbing it, she said, “I’ve got a few questions myself.”
She ran forward aiming for him, pausing when a stone staff blocked her path. Her eyes widened as she stared into dead brown eyes. Jumping back, she braced herself.
“Do you like it?” Tillon asked, his grin smug. “It’s his lordship’s most recent development. The newest model.”
Oye stared at the half nude woman, her eyes drifted down the woman’s body, her eyes taking in all the bruising. She glanced at Tillon, he obviously thought she wouldn’t move because she was facing a witch.
She lowered her arm; he released a sharp bark of laughter. “Hah, can’t kill your fellow whore can you?”
She sighed with barely a twitch, her body flash forward she slashed across. Only a line of silver marking where she’d aim her sword. The head flew as the soulless body hit the ground. She rose from where she kneeled behind the now headless woman. She flicked the blood from her sword and looked at the now terror filled stare of Tillons.
“You-you, how could you?” he demanded, obviously upset at her killing her own person.
“Easily,” she said, and turned her sword into a long scythe, the pole coming to rest across her shoulders. “I have a bit of an issue when it comes to my own kind getting used by trash. In my opinion they’re better off dead, then being used like that.” She smiled maliciously at him. Metal leaked into her eyes as her anger grew and her control slipped. Tillon found himself staring into solid iron eyes. “Now, got any more of them?”



CASTIAN
Light crackled across the room, slamming into a wall of shadow and metal. The cacophony drowned out his brother’s scream as the man attempted to run away. Robert’s magic was strong, he was the heir to the Renson family, so it was to be expected.
Castian wanted to applaud him; he fought in an admiral way. The way they’d all been taught to fight, but…
A sharp sound of a gun went off.
Robert released a high-pitched scream of pain.
His body lurched forward, as the bullet from the still smoking gun embedded itself in his leg. He used his staff to keep himself from falling face first. He jerked his shock gaze up, only to find the man he’d been fighting slowly turned to a rusted metal statue. The fake figure crumbled to the ground.
He heard a click, as the edge of a pistol pressed against the back of his head.
“I love the way you fight,” Castian moaned. “Innocently thinking I’d trust you to fight fair.”
He jerked the gun left, firing at Roberts left ankle.
The man released a screech, his staff dispersing at his lack of control. He fell forward onto the dirt floor, his arms trembled as he pushed himself up. “Asher.” He called.
“Are you calling for him?” Castian asked, glancing over to the corner.
Robert whipped his pain filled gaze to the other male, to find the man’s entire body locked up by large iron bars. Asher’s mouth was being held open by a ball of metal that had been shoved into it.
Castian motioned with his head, towards Oye who held one of Tillons arms thoughtfully. “That was her idea,” he smirked at Tillon, “She’s got a bit of a kink.” He licked his bottom lip and winked. “You know how it is.”
“Help me.” Robert yelled, giving Castian his back as he attempted to crawl away.
“Tsk. None of that, what will your victims think seeing the big, bad villain crawling on the ground in fear. Why they’d lose all their respect for you,” Castian said just as a hand went flying over his head. He paused to find his brother sans his right arm and his left hand. Oye had him pinned to the ground with four large pins like a butterfly. “Darling, he needs to be brought to justice…alive.”
She tossed him an annoyed look, blood splatters covering her face. “Seriously?”
“Seriously," he said heavily.
“Ah, shit I almost forgot,” Oye said with an edge of annoyance.
Castian gaze took in the dead witches that covered the floor at her feet. Witches who’s minds had been broken and were apparently being controlled by Tillon. Another example of this awful ‘lords’ power.
“Well, he’s alive," she said as she turned her scythe into a short blade, she held it by the tip of her fingers over his right eye. “For now.”
Before Castian could caution her, a large hole cut through the space before the closed exit and a familiar face appeared.
Red eyes met Castian’s mad gaze. “Hello, boss," he said cheekily.
Raijin took in the carnage, and nodded. “Better than last time.” He turned his eyes to Oye. “Good to see you’re in one piece.”
She tossed up her blade and caught a metal ball. “Of course.”
“Oye,” she shouted as came running towards her. The woman jumped on her, hugging her tight. “How I’ve missed your grumpy whore ass.”
Oye cringed as the woman rubbed her cheek against hers.
“Y-you do know it’s only been a weekend, right?” Oye said, trying and failing to escape the woman’s arms.
“Yes, but I had no one to mock and call names, you shrew.” With that, she loosened her hold of her, after looking her over.
“Now,” she turned away from Oye, and looked around the room, “Where is Asher?”
“Over here, Madame,” Tiller said from where he stood near the male who’d passed out at some point. The fox’s ears twitched. “Oh, goody, he’s still breathing.”
Lanias quickly left her side, pausing only at the site of the many female bodies. Her eyes turned black. A dark web covered the women’s bodies before her eyes returned to normal. Oye spotting the change, could feel the pain her cousin felt.
These women had had dreams and lives. Families who loved them. And this was how they ended. She looked at the blood that covered her hands, before looking away and letting her hands fall to her side. She watched Castian greet Alek and Malcolm. His appearance, not the warm brown eyes or brown hair; no, he greeted them with his true face.
She suddenly knew that they couldn’t return to what they’d been. He had a life he had to claim; he could finally prove his innocence. She looked around the room, and frowned as she mildly wondered what had rested against the walls?
A hand grabbed her wrist, and once again her cousin had hold of her. “Come, it’s time for a hot bath and wine.” Lanias dragged her behind her.
She went to follow her but paused and looked back at Castian who was currently being distracted by a serious faced Raijin. She parted her lips to call out to him but stopped herself.
“Something wrong?”
Oye pulled her gaze away and met Lania’s worried expression. Shaking her head she smiled, “No, just eager for that wine.”
Lanias smirked, “I even ordered you some Girl Gone wine.”
Together they walked toward the Portal.
The mission was over. The little bit of paradise she’d experience was over too. She was more comfortable with things ending here. Rather than having her hopes and fears realized.
The chamber disappeared from sight, and she buried her tears deep inside.
She was used to ending things, only this time she had chosen it. And at least it would leave them both with pleasant memories. He would become lord Lancelot Napier. And she would continue her search for Eliza.









           THE END?           

TWO WEEKS LATER



CASTIAN
H e was pissed.
No, enraged.
Ever since Oye disappeared along with her damn cousin. She’d been avoiding him,
Admittedly the first week he’d been preoccupied with cleaning up his image and regaining his title and everything else he’d lost.
While his brother had been clapped in irons and dragged to the very place, he’d been eager to send Castian.
Castian had had the great pleasure of chaining him up the same way he’d been and watching the terror grow in his brothers’ eyes as he was dragged away. He’d even paid a few guards extra, to ensure his brother enjoyed his stay below. Not that he thought of the male as his brother. He called him that more out of habit than anything else.
Ruthlessness was the way of the world, and he’d never allow himself to show mercy to those who’d damned him.
His face had been splashed all over the newspapers, “The prodigal Warlock returns’, ‘once dead, twice redeemed.”
The hardest moment had been meeting Grace again. She’d stood outside the courtroom as Tillon was sentenced and his own identity reinstated by a bitter looking Legolas. Once he’d stepped out from the trial room she’d been there. Her golden hair pulled back in a wispy braid, wringing her hands in an obvious show of nerves.
“Lance.” She’d called his name with slight doubt.
Castian himself had felt unsure on how to react to her being there. He could only offer her an awkward smile. “It’s been a while, little sister.”
She quickly closed the space between them, stopping just short of grabbing him. She looked at him, not speaking a word, her eyes running over his face. She attempted to speak, but once again she said nothing. He let her take her time. Between them were their recently imprisoned brother, dead parents and his own imprisonment. Years had gone by where she’d not only believed he was a criminal, but that he was dead.
“Y-you’re alive.”
Her voice came out strained, as she met his gaze, her own eyes reddening. She took in a deep breath, closing her eyes. “I tried to forget you.” She whispered, still not looking at him. “I asked myself over and over, why would you do something so horrible. At first I didn’t believe anything anyone said about you but then as time went on and I grew older. I couldn’t help believing—” “It’s okay,”
She raised her head up looking at him in surprise.
He nodded; he lifted a hand but hesitated. She spotted this, and reached up and grabbed his hand before he pulled it back. “No, it’s not. I should have believed in you; I shouldn’t have abandoned you like everyone else did.”
Her face was screwed up with a look of despair. Castian covered her hand with his free one and smiled. Noting the tears that now slipped from her eyes, “Thank you, for growing up so well despite everything.”
He was jolted when she threw herself at him, surprised he was frozen.
“I missed you, big brother,” she whispered, her face pressed against his chest.
He felt his tension diminish, and he lowered his arms and pulled her in. “I missed you too.”
After their emotional reunion he learned that Grace had left the house when their parents died to live with the branch family in London. There she’d met another warlock and got married once she’d graduated university. She wasn’t alone, and was eager for him to meet her husband and daughter.
Castian felt weird knowing that he had a family once more. As he watched her leave, he wondered at the warm feeling filling his chest.
“So, would you like to explain your hex on me,” a familiar person spoke up behind him.
Tiller’s expression held little amusement, as he approached Castian in his council robes. His eyes narrowed as he joined Castian in watching his little sister walk away. “I did it for survival.”
“Ah.” The Fox’s tail twitched, his golden eyes darkening. “Right, because I wouldn’t have sympathized with you with my memories completely intact.” He flashed his teeth.
Castian snorted, “You would have sooner used me as bait for some nefarious plot of yours. It’s much better to be, ‘Castian the Mad Warlock, than Lance the Shame of the Napier family.”
Tiller turned to face him. “Asher has been captured, and is currently being questioned. I thought a vassal of a Warlock family, such as the Renson’s: would hold his tongue for a much longer time.”
“Ah, I supposed we are done with my talk then,” Castian said, turning to face Tiller.
“Well, as long as you pay me back by continuing, you work with me, then there is nothing left to talk about,” Tiller drawled.
“I’m confused, isn’t my being proved innocent the end of my contract with you?”
The wily fox laughed, shaking his head. “Not in the least. That contract is the reason you could prove your innocence, so—my dear Lance you are still mine.” His voice held bite, he turned and made his way down the hallway. “Be sure to check in with Raijin before you move out of the barracks.”
Castian frowned. “Why do I have to move out?”
Tiller paused, and glanced over his shoulder. “Were you not intending to have that witch move in with you?” He shrugged, facing forward once more. “Then never mind then.”
Castian glared after the fox, the damn man always seemed to know everything. Even with the Castian having taken the man’s memories. He was sure Tiller had already calculated what had happened to him.
Clicking his tongue, he left making his way to the Jackals headquarters.
    
“Are you happy?”
Instead of being interested in the mission, Raijin seemed to be more interested in his feelings. And Castian still didn’t feel comfortable exposing himself to him.
“Somewhat.”
“Hmm,” Raijin said, looking at his fiancé who was currently laughing at something Alek said. “Maybe, once your identity is settled you can also solve that problem.”
Castian stared at Raijins side profile and seeing the contentment there he turned away. “Yeah, I will.”
“Good.” Raijin glanced back at him, his expression irritated. “Sabina is spending more time there, talking to them about Oye’s lackluster aura; than spending time with me," he said, side-eyeing Castian. “Don’t you think it’s about time you made peace with that.
Which is why he was on his way to capturing his wild witch.
She’d disappeared on him and had been evading him since that conversation with Raijin a week ago. Once he got his hands on her, he’d teach her a lesson. He grinned; a delicious one for both he and she.









           TEASE           




OYE
T he music boomed through the speakers, as Oye took another shot. She’d spent the last two weeks drinking, serving drinks and working at the orphanage only to be questioned every time she accidentally cut herself.
This feeling of missing someone was a terrible thing to be left with. She had done her best to bury her feelings down deep, but they kept resurfacing. Every time she saw the damn sky she thought of him and even though she knew he was searching for her. She purposely spent most of her time in the locked away Nerium Chamber at Lanias’s place.
Running away wasn’t brave, but it was her only recourse. He would give up soon, he couldn’t keep this up forever.
She wasn’t worth him chasing after her for so long.
Oye grabbed up her bottle she’d bought and turned away from the bar to watch the bodies moving in the dark. Her own foot tapping to the music, which made her want to move. The sight of couples coming together and parting as shadows against the wall had her in a melancholy mood.
“Found you.”
She stiffened at the sight of the shadows changing and moving, the dark of the club grew. Her skin prickled, as she felt the reality fall away. The only thing visible were two eyes, like burning sapphires hanging in midair.
“Oye.”
The bottle she’d been drinking slipped from her fingers and was absorbed by the inky blackness. As blues eyes appeared in the darkness cutting into their intensity.
“Castian,” she whispered both in apprehension and hope.
Those burning blue eyes disappeared. She took a step forward, only to feel something latch around her ankle.
“Tsk, tsk don’t move.”
Her breath caught as more of her body was lashed. Her arms and legs bound, as she felt something wet press against her neck. He grabbed the edge of her high cut cropped t-shirt, and a tearing sound filled the abyss he’d brought her to.
His large hand resting on her skin, he released a sigh that sounded like relief. “This—I missed.”
She shuddered, her whole body reacting to his presence as she felt herself tighten. She closed her eyes, surrendering herself to him. His hand that was pressed against her belly drew back so that only his two fingers remained, and he slowly slid them down.
“Castian, I—” Her face was turned, and she felt his lips claim hers.
The taste of something she’d craved over since she’d parted with him. The spicy oak scent filling her noise and his dark brandy taste reminded her of those passion filled days.
The sensation of raw black magic and madness burning against her skin made her moan in need.
His arms held her tight and secure, as he ripped his lips away from hers. Breathing harshly, he pressed his forehead against hers.
“This-this is a dream,” she whispered, even as she stared into his eyes knowing deep down it was all real. “We can’t.”
“We can.” He insisted on taking her hand and intertwining their fingers. “We will, again, and again till you can’t even think of running away.”
His fingers that’d been pressed to her stomach, drew down to her slit. He breathed in her gasp of need. Her hands opened and closed in her bonds.
Castian bent down taking the warm chocolate tip of her breast into his mouth. Her body arched into him.
She was drunk, her body loose and willing.
Oye had never feared the night, in fact it made her feel more secure in his arms. As he stroked along her slit, she rubbed against the pressure, her thighs widening. She wanted more from him, but he continued at the same pace, never increasing the pressure.
He retook her lips, giving her those breathless, wet kisses that caused her pussy to drool. She wanted more, “Cas, more.”
He shook his head drawing back, he smirked his blue eyes twinkling mischievously. “I’m going to drive you mad, just like you do me.”
The tether around her hand was released, he grabbed her hand and pulled it down to the groin that pressed against the zipper of his jeans. His breathing was intense, against her cheek. “Feel this. This is my proof to you how much I want you,” he breathed out.
He abruptly released her hand and disappeared. She blinked as the light flooded back in, once again she stood in the bar with a drink in hand and her t-shirt on. For a moment she thought she’d been hallucinating only for the ache in her body to burn through her. She flicked her tongue out, tasting him and feeling the sensitivity to her bottom lip.
“Shit,” she drained her beer and crushed it bare handed. Her anger growing, he’d done this on purpose. She returned to the counter to grab her coat, and headed out, she’d take care of her frustration at home first. Then she’d go give that damn lecherous warlock a piece of her mind.
    
“Are you okay?”
“Fuck no.”
Oye said, as she dragged herself over to the long couch in Lanias living room. She threw herself down, and groaned. Tossing an arm across her face, she mumbled something.
“What?” Lanias said, sending a curious look to Sabina, who was making something in the kitchen. “I’m sorry, but I don’t understand whisper.”
“How do you get rid of a lust curse?”
Lanias blinked, and drew back giving her a scandalous look. “You whore? You didn’t?”
Too tired to throw the insult burning in her stomach at her cousin, Oye glared at her, giving her a view to the dark under eye she was sporting, along with ragged skin around her eyes. “I’d punch you if I wasn’t so exhausted.”
Lanias expression turned thoughtful, as she moved her legs from off her couch and turned to face her.
“If it wasn’t you? Then who?”
“That damn warlock.”
Oye snapped. She’d thought he’d been joking about teasing her and she’d gone home just to give herself some love. But she couldn’t, the only thing she got was frustration. Every time she’d reach the edge of that brain numbing orgasm, her whole body would cool down. She’d rubbed, pounded, vibrated but nothing. She explained this, and both Lanias and Sabina looked at her horrified.
“Jesus, I’d kill him.”
Startled both Oye and Lanias glanced in the kitchen where Sabina stood, her hands in something. She frowned at their surprised expressions. “What? Raijin tried to play that game because he was working late.” She shook her head, a gloomy taking over her face. “I wrestled that man down, and took him in the living room.” She smirked.
Oye quirked a brow at that.
“First, I want to commend you for taking him down. He’s a very, very big man.” Lanias said admiration clear in her voice, “And also,” she turned to look at Oye. “Just undo the curse.”
“I can’t,” Oye grumbled as she lifted her hand and swirled them three times in the air, and pressed it to her wrist. It flashed blue, before it turned a dark green shade. “See, I’ve tried this. Anti-hexing gel. Hell, I even rubbed salt into it.”
“Well.” Lanias leaned back, giving her a hopeless look. “Sucks to be you.”
“God, I hate you.” Oye groaned, letting her hand drop to her side.
“Okay, guys, it’s ready.”
Both glanced up to see Sabina holding what seemed to be homemade burgers but there was one problem. Lanias sent a summons for Kahlia, who was currently playing in her closet. But her eyes were horrified as they stared at the tray of food. “Um, deerling. You know I love you, truly but— Why are the burgers pink?”
Sabina blinked at her in confusion staring down at the burgers. “They tasted bad when I cooked them longer.” Her brow creased.
“Sweets I get that, I do, but they’re still screaming out in pain from being made into beef.” Oye said as she pushed herself up into a sitting position. Sabina was a great cook, but the way those buns were smashed down on the seemingly killed a minute ago beef wasn’t right. She added, “That looks like something your boo would like, are you—” A hand slapped over her mouth and she felt a chill descend as Lanias straddled her, glaring into her eyes.
“You. Better. Not. Say. It.” She mouthed, a dangerous gleam in her stare.
But unfortunately, or fortunately depending on who you asked. Sabina, eyes widened in surprise as her hands fell to her stomach leaving the trey floating in the air. “I—”
With a groan, Lanias slid to the side of Oye just as a curly-haired replica of Sabina flew in and landed on both Lanias and Oye. Her wide eyes blinked from Lanias, to Oye who both wore annoyed expressions.
The room filled with red petals, and a sharp smell hit Oye’s nose causing her to wince. “I thank you,” Lanias said sarcastically. “Now my damn home is going to smell like a fucking gingerbread house.”
Oye released a breathless laugh falling back, she just closed her eyes ignoring the petals covering her face. She had to get this lust spell dealt with, or she would be in the same boat as Sabina.
    
“Ah—there.”
At least that’s what she’d thought, but she was currently in a back alley, her legs spread, and her body slightly bent as her assaulter Castian licked along the seam of her sex. She spoke around the thick, black shadow that was shoved in her mouth to keep her quiet.
“Tsk, look at you, you’re starving.” He spoke, not to her but to her sex. His large hand, massaging her ass. Her pants were around her ankles, the belt buckle clicking against the asphalt. “If only she’d let me feed you,” he whispered as he blew on it, he flicked a look up before he leaned forward and with a loud slurping sound he tasted her.
Oye’s eyes rolled back, as her legs were lifted as if she sat in a chair.
He held her legs up, his blond hair reflecting the lights out on the street.
The alleyway was only full of their heavy breathing, and moans.
“Shit.” He pulled back, quickly unzipped his pants he stood, and pressed a hand to the wall behind her. Startling her to open her eyes, he stared into them intensely. His gaze was hot, and filled with a painful need that pierced her heart. “Oye—” he called, as he stroked himself.
She couldn’t look away as she watched him pleasure himself. Her heart in throat as he groaned in both pain and pleasure. Cursing and flexing his hips before her, she almost screamed thinking of that beautiful dick not being inside her. As he humped the air, she pulled at her bonds.
She couldn’t look away. He pressed himself against her still stroking his dick. “Fuck, almost—almost there.” He licked along her cheek.
Her eyes widened, as she heard him grunt and a warm sensation of cum splashing across her thigh. Her whole body tightened till she felt herself immediately lose the sensation. Staring into the depths of his gaze, her heart rate slowed. She blinked, had she been on edge just from watching him pleasure himself?
Breathing heavily, he staggered back. Her eyes were filled with the view of his long lean body, down to that glorious and magical dick that hadn’t been treated right.
He put it away, zipping his pants with a smirk as he licked his lips. Before he stepped back, slowly fading.
“Lesson two. Love.” His voice echoed as he disappeared.
As soon as she was released, Oye stared at the ground. She was done being played with, biting her lips she decided on her action.
And while she was at it, she would make sure her warlock knew that she was convinced he would never leave her.
With that she left the alley.









           STEAMY PROPOSAL           




CASTIAN
T he next day Castian was busy listening to Tiller discuss their search for a new member. As Raijin and his own time would shorten as they didn’t wish to be away from their women for too long. Just as he was getting up to say his own piece the door opened, and Malcolm peeked his head in.
“Hey, Castian Oye’s here for you.”
“Who’s here?” Castian demanded from Malcolm.
Castian hadn’t expected her to come looking for him. Maybe he’d gone too far with cursing her with lust, but it had been just as painful for him having to find her when she so obviously hadn’t wanted to be found.
He glanced from the dumb wolf to the door and saw Oye. Her body wrapped in a sheathe like black dress. Her height was accentuated by the beribboned black heels she wore. And her hair was down her back.
He stood quickly, taking in her appearance he loved her leather pants and cut off t-shirts. But the way she looked now was like a panther on a prowl. He sucked in a quick breath as she approached him. “You know, you’re a hard man to find," she said, her movements languid as she took long steps towards him.
He backed up, suddenly afraid. “I-I was going to remove the curse tonight.”
“Mmhm,” she hummed as she continued following his retreating steps. “That’s nice.”
He lifted his hands the minute his back hit the wall, grabbing her wrist. He frowned. “Oye.”
“Mistake one,” she whispered, closing her eyes she leaned forward and pressed her sweet lips against his.
The world tilted, and his back hit the bed. She pushed up, her eyes were hot like metal, and they gleamed in the dark room with its low red light.
“I never liked being teased even as a kid," she said, with a smile, her hand going to her back. “So, I asked Lanias to give us the best of the best of her rooms. There is also another surprise feature.” She leaned down so that her soft chest pressed into his, her lips brushed his cheek before her warm breath touched his ear, “It’s filled with anti-magic stones.”
She pushed up, and grinned down at him, her eyes shining. “You got to use your hands if you want to touch all over me.”
Castian didn’t say a word, he was too caught up in staring at the happiness in her smile. She was beautiful, in this fucked and corrupt world filled with people like his brother and himself. She was pure and untouched metal that was shaped by the wild. Her heart was the prize and he wanted all of it. Her soft brown skin beckoned for his touch.
Reaching up, he cupped her cheek enjoying the contrast between the roughness of his hands and the softness of her skin. “I don’t know to whom I should give my thanks, but I can only thank the hell I had to endure to find you.”
Her eyes softened, before she drew back and moved to the side. He sat up, and found himself staring at the back of her dress. She moved her thick hair aside, “Can you undo it?”
He smiled and touched the zipper. “I get why humans enjoy these fashions.”
“And why is that?” she asked, as she listened to the zipper come down until he stopped at the middle of her back. He leaned forward, and pressed his lips to the center of her back.
“Because of this,” he whispered, and on every inch of her beautiful nutmeg colored skin that came to view, he laid a butterfly kiss here and there.
Until he paused suddenly.
The silence stretched; she glanced over her shoulder. “What is it?”
He sat up keeping his eyes on her back, he placed a hand against her right shoulder. “Can I?”
“Can you what?” she asked, unsure as to what he was asking.
“Call you mine?”
She turned, so that she faced him and stared at him before she closed the space between them and pressed her lips against his. “I am yours.”
She licked his lips letting her tongue play with the seam of his. Finished she drew back. Kicking her heels to the floor, she turned back around. “Now, fuck me.”



OYE
“Ah, please.”
She didn’t want to hurt him, but Oye couldn’t get enough of Castian.
His body.
His voice.
The way he fucked her.
There was no one else who could get as deep as he did. Her legs were straddling his hips, her body open and willing to take his upward thrust. His hands kept her in place as he held her against him only allowing her hips to undulate with every move he made. She swore his dick was vibrating while fucking her, but she couldn’t be bothered to look and check.
Her whole body felt like a live wire as the magic inside her exploded in spurts. Fighting the curse words that she could tell were whittling away at her throat. Her skin was slick from sweat; as she was growing more and more dizzy, she wasn’t sure how long they’d been fucking
She released a shout of surprise as he flipped her over. Their bodies entangled, she wondered who could ever be satisfied with “comfortable” sex. She wanted to always feel him pressing against her with demanding and hungry desire.
“More,” she cried.
He turned her so that they both were laying sideways, with her back pressed against his chest, he lifted her right thigh and entered her once again. She was so caught up in the sensation, she didn’t see his hands, but when those long claw-like nails flicked her nipple, her eyes widened as she cried out.
“More.” His movements grew rougher. She felt herself tighten and explode, but he didn’t slow. In fact, he picked up speed.
“Ah, Castian.”
Her body was his, her eyes watered as he took her from the end of one orgasm, into the beginning of another one. He moved them once more, sitting them both up keeping her back to him he grabbed her arms holding them from behind as he fucked her like she was a new religion. Their thighs and bed sheets covered with their sweat and passionate juices.
“Shit. Stay with me, baby. Fuck!”
He exclaimed as he shifted them, so he was fucking her from behind doggy style.
She felt like he was fucking the doubt out of her.
Castian had her on her knees with her arms held back and her cheek pressed to the bed. She closed her eyes as she bit back another shriek as he drilled her through another toe-curling orgasm.
He slowed, moving back and forth slowly releasing a hiss of pleasure. “Fuck, baby, you’re so good to me. Taking my dick so well. Can you keep up with Daddy? Do you need me to slow down?”
She looked up, to find one blue and one black eye staring down at her. Castian’s gaze held an odd mix of fear and malevolence.
“No,” she panted, “I can take it. I’ll take anything you throw at me. I want all Daddy can give me.”
That snapped his control. He turned her so she faced him, holding her legs he moved so hard the bed creaked and cracked. Chips off the wall fell as she screamed, losing all touch with reality.
Soon, Oye felt her soul snap tight, and her mind went white before she passed out.
    
Oye wanted to know just which way she could move so that her body didn’t immediately twinge with discomfort. When she’d first woken up, she’d been confused by the walls surrounding her.
Who had she dragged drunkenly to one of Lanias’s private rooms? Only for her to see a familiar hand cupping her breast. Its many rings pressing into her soft skin. Castian, nuzzled her neck snuggling closer to her. His dick hard against her bottom.
Usually, she’d jump from the bed and start her plan for running away. Instead, she turned over ignoring the pull in her hip. He lifted her leg, throwing it over his own as his eyes opened bleary with sleep.
“Morning,” he mumbled as he pushed his face into her chest. “I never want to wake up without this.”
She released a breathless laugh, as she let her hands play with his hair, her chin settling atop his head. “Hmm, same here.”
He stared up at her, forcing her to draw back to investigate his somber gaze. “You know what this means?”
She blinked. “No—”
He sighed, pulling fully away from her he grabbed a ring from his pinky. And he grabbed her hand, and pulling it towards himself he placed it on her ring finger. “Looks like I want to keep you for good.” He smirked.
She stared blankly at the ring, unsure of what it meant. “Castian, I—”
The door opened, cutting her off. Suddenly she found herself completely covered by their blanket. Just as she managed to get her head out from under it, she was bundled into Castians lap. She wriggled in protest.
He narrowed his eyes on the door, as if prepped for a threat.
“Well, well, it appears that another one of you dogs has captured one more of my witches.” Lanias said, tapping her cigarette against the door jamb. Her body was perfectly outlined in a black, high collar one piece. A metal corset and pointed heels completed the look.
“Now, if you two don’t mind, this room needs to be cleaned and prepped for other guests.” Her right brow lifted, making it clear those guests weren’t people accustomed to waiting.
“You said this room wasn’t needed till twelve in the afternoon.” Oye complained, glaring at her cousin.
Lanias shrugged, shooting Castian a cold look. “I need to clean it; you know how shifters are. They don’t like the smell of dog.”
“Oh, for the love of god.” Oye moved to attack her cousin. The woman just enjoyed annoying the shit out of her. But before she could move, the sea of color leached from the room. She tensed as she felt Castian smile against her neck.
The next thing she knew color flooded in once more and their surroundings were changed. She found herself in a room that was bare but for a desk and a bed. She turned her attention to Castian, who met her stare with a mischievous wink.
“What did you do?’
He shrugged, pulling her closer. “Left.”
She nodded, rolling her eyes. “I can see that, but where are we?”
“My rooms at the Jackal Dorm," he said, shifting so he could push the covers down to expose her body. “Don’t worry, I didn’t forget those.”
She followed his line of sight, and spotted the suitcase in the corner. Relieved, Oye said, “I would have been without clothes.” She laughed, quickly removing herself from his lap but he caught her wrist before she fully untangled herself from him.
“C’mon, I need to shower.” She complained at him.
He stood and closed the space between them, drawing her arm up. “Aren’t you forgetting something?”
She gave him a confused look.“I don’t think so.”
He drew her hand in between them, and quirked a brow. “No?”
She stared at the ring, before she averted her eyes. “I-I need some time to think it over.”
“What’s there to think over?” He released her hand, and wrapped his arms around her and drew her close. “You’ve already said you’re mine.”
She shifted, pushing at him. “Give me some time, I’m not saying no. I just need to think this over," she said, stopping in her efforts at pushing him away. “I need to shower, and I have an appointment.” She glanced at the wall, and saw nothing frowning. She searched the wall before looking back at him. “You really don’t have anything in here.”
He shrugged, releasing her and turning away. Walking across the bed and he hopped down. “There was no point in decorating, this wasn’t ever supposed to be a home.”
She followed his example. “Haven’t you been here long enough for it to become like one?”
Opening the door to the bathroom he spoke over his shoulder. “I don’t like lying to myself, I never had any intention of returning to this place once I finished dealing with my brother.”
She stopped right in front of him, reaching out she rested her hand over his heart. “I’m glad you decided to come back.”
He leaned down, pressing his forehead against hers. “I found my home, and I have little interest in leaving its side.”
She chuckled as she entered the bathroom. He quickly followed behind her, his smirk full of evil intention.









           BLAST FROM THE PAST           




OYE
O ye’s heart felt light, and body well loved. It had taken threatening Castian with no sex for him to finally let her leave.
She’d been hoping that he’d push her just a little bit more, but now she was flying down the highway, atop her favorite bike as she drove past the tollgate. The wind catching the ends of her hair, that she hadn’t bothered returning to their braided state.
The Veil broke apart revealing the bright sky of the human world. She’d been away for too long, the night sky of Nashville stars fluttered over her head as she drove down the highway, and looped into the city. The night wind felt chilly, as she drew closer to the familiar site of the orphanage. Pulling up to the front, she eagerly pulled her helmet off, happy to finally have some good news for Mama D.
She gave the ring on her finger a cursory once over before she settled her helmet on the back of her bike. Getting off her bike she made her way to the front only to feel a trickle of weariness. She frowned, pausing on the top step she half-turned and surveyed the street. Not seeing anything, she brushed it off making her way around to the side of the house.
Entering the kitchen stopped shot at the odd quiet of the house. After a few seconds she heard something fall in the hallway. Tossing her bag onto the table near the back door she decided to go check it out.
Her boot heels clicked against the wood flooring. On instinct a blade slid from her skin settling comfortably into her hands. She twisted to the side of the doorway that led to the living room, the light wasn’t on which was odd.
She moved so that she pressed close to the wall. Her other hand slid to her cell phone, in her back pocket.
“Hello?” she called out as she drew closer to it. Leaning forward, she looked in only to see nothing. Her hackles raised, she leaned back pressing two. She brought the phone to her ear.
“What?” Lanias answered.
“I’m at the orphanage, and something’s not right. Send backup.”
She leaned forward again, hearing something rustling on the other end of the phone. “I called the others and I’m on my way.”
“Good.”
“And Oye, don’t—” Lanias voice was cut off, as Oye lowered her arm.
She wasn’t going to hide when she could do something. She licked her bottom lip, lifting her hand that held the curved blade she moved carefully into the living room. Still, there was only silence, nothing else.
Her back to the hallway, she used the end of her blade to move the curtains aside.
“I was surprised.”
Whipping around, Oye slashed her blade out in a wide arch while moving to the side. Her eyes bright with death, and her teeth bared as she stared at the man who’d snuck up behind her.
“Phew, you nearly got me.” He complained, lifting the end of his sleeve that was cleanly sliced through. His familiar green eyes met hers as he smiled. “You were always so quick to attack.”
“Nathan,” her throat tightened, as did her hand on her blade.
“Why are you here?” Oye demanded regaining her composure. She turned her hand sideways while letting a short sword enter her other hand. “What do you want?”
He looked genuinely confused at her question. “Why to get you of course.”
“What?” she shook her head, “I don’t know what game you’re playing at, but I have no interest in going with you anywhere. Where are the kids?”
He lifted his hand waving his finger at her as if she was a naughty child. “You’ve always been stubborn, but by now you’ve already forgiven me, right," he said, while widening his arms. He offered a soft smile. “Come, we love each other. I knew you’d return to my side one day.”
“Loved,” Oye snapped, growing more and more worried about the missing kids. And where was Mama D and Zachary. “You and I, we were done the minute you used me and killed my mother.”
“You can’t be saying your mother is more important to you than me?” He demanded, his features suddenly growing tight with anger. “I am everything to you, you love me. I made you more. If your stupid mother hadn’t interrupted you’d be a goddess in human skin. You’d be perfect.”
She’d loved him but he never loved her.
Oye hated him and she hated that the very words he’d said then had turned her into an idiot dumb enough to think he’d truly loved her. She should have known then, just as she did now. That he didn’t love her, and had only been pleased with having someone in love with him. He’d just wanted an idiot fan.
“No, I’m perfect now. Where are the kids?” She held her short blade higher.
He glared at her, “I told his Lordship that I would bring you back. The residue of Ishtar still lies within you. You're perfect for it, but you and that bastard Castian ruined everything by capturing that pompous asshole Tillon.”
Hearing the name that both the Nerium and Jackals were hunting, had Oye tensing up.
He snapped his fingers and in a flash the room was filled with the children, Mama D and Zachary. All of them were wrapped in what looked like vines. Long black thorns pressed against their throats.
“So, my love, I will offer you a choice because of our past together.” His hands tightened on the neck of Quill.
Oye felt her heart drop to her stomach as her palms grew sweaty. “Come with me, and become a living breathing goddess or I kill every single person here.” He curled his free hand around the boy’s neck, his nails lengthening till they drew a trail of blood.
She couldn’t move or breathe, all she could see was a sea of blood and innocent faces of children peering up at her. She couldn’t fight him; he had the advantage here. She felt sick to her stomach; she’d never given in to the enemy.
She looked around her, she was the reason they were being threatened and harmed. The people she loved always turned into dust before her eyes.
Closing her eyes, she could only see the ocean before her. The dreams and hopes, she’d carried turning to ash so easily. This was her life and with that life came a choice that only someone like her could make.
The blade and sword disappeared as she lifted her hands in surrender. She ignored the cry from the others as she walked toward Nathan.
She motioned with her chin to Quill. “Let him go. I’ll go with you.”
He clicked his tongue, giving a short shake of his head as he grinned at her. “No can do. We need to ensure you’re not going to change your mind.” With that he tightened his hold of the boy.
Oye dropped her arms and glared at him. “You lied.”
“No, I just didn’t tell you everything.” He sneered as the room turned on its head.
She ran towards him ignoring the changing environment and just as she reached him, he released Quill. Oye jumped, catching him, her back slamming into a wall. She grunted, as she slid down to the floor holding the shivering boy.
“Everything’s all right, Shh. ” she whispered to calm him as his small hand curled into her shirt.
“For now,” Nathan’s cruel voice cut in, he leaned against the bars, his eyes holding a manic light. “I hate losing. Do you know you were my first and last failure?”
He leaned back, the green glow behind him coming into focus.
“I never made that mistake again.” He spread arms giving view of the large tubes with the people who floated within them. “Their perfect weapons for his lordship, he’s the only one who understood me and my vision,” he softly said in reverence as he turned, giving Oye his back.
Oye looked at the faces of the sleeping Beings within the pods. She only felt pity and horror at the sight of them. Beings lined along the wall like cases of books. Each one labeled with a number, their identity stripped and held suspended in green liquid. Some had cuts all over their bodies, while others simply looked dead.
“You, what did you do?” She demanded in horror.
He chuckled, “I tied them to higher beings and lower ones. While Clinger wasted his time trying to develop useless trash. I succeeded at giving these powerless duds power, and made them agreeable to being used. What I should have done to you, but I loved your spirit too much. The wild free creature that you were was too beautiful to kill.” He shook his head, drawing back. “That’s why I must fix it, my mistake.”
She narrowed her eyes on him, “This lordship wants you to do this? Get even with an old flame.” She demanded hoping to stall whatever he had planned. She slipped her hand behind her back, letting a blade form slowly.
He quirked a brow. “Of course not, this is personal.”
“Oye.” Quill whimpered as she moved him off her lap.
“Don’t worry,” she whispered. Moving so that she was in front of him. Her eyes focused on Nathan. “I’ll get us out.”
“If it’s me you want, then come but let him go.”
Oye had to get him to let Quill go back to the orphanage.
She didn’t care what happened to her, but she would be damned if another child went through what she had.
His smile left, and he offered her a sympathetic look. “You have little choice.”
Oye stood and simultaneously threw her blade at him, following it shortly with a spell. Her magic clashed against the barrier that covered the bars. Sparks flew causing her to wince. She hadn’t expected the illusion magic to be so strong.
Oye cursed as a vine latched onto her arm. “Let go!”
Screaming in frustration she yanked at it, but it was too late. As she struggled, more vines latched onto her. Her body was rapidly covered in vines, and the dark green ropes started to sink into the floor taking her along.
Oye couldn’t believe she was going down so easily.
“Oye!”
Quill screamed; she could barely see his white hair as her face was covered. He ran towards her; she opened her hand creating an iron wall between them.
“Stay back,” she yelled, but it was useless as only her head was above the stick blackness that surrounded her.
Stay back, she pleaded with her gaze as her eyes met Quills. I’m okay, she tried to say, forcing herself to smile.
“Oye.”
Her body was completely absorbed and the last thing she heard was Quill shouting for her.
“I didn’t think we could do it.”
Oye said as her legs swung back and forth, from where she sat atop a crate. She watched Nathan as he drew the intricate circle with chalk. He bit his bottom lip in concentration. “I tried to look summoning up at school but didn’t see anything.”
Get away from him.
He chuckled, as he lifted the chalk and turned from where he knelt to look up at her. Oye couldn’t get over how handsome he was with his forest green eyes and wispy hair. She’d never thought of herself as someone who’d fall for looks but since she’d met Nathan when she’d been wandering around old warehouses in Nashville, she’d learned to appreciate them more.
“Muggle net isn’t exactly going to help you.”
She rolled her eyes, drawing her other leg up. “Very funny, knock it off Harry Potter.”
“Don’t you think I’m more of a Tom Riddle,” he said, rising to his feet as he came to her side. Leaning in, he stared into her eyes.
He’ll only hurt you.
Oye both loved and hated when he did this, it made her stomach feel weird and her heart race. And when she looked into his eyes, she felt like she was falling. At first she hadn’t trusted these feelings, but as time went on she’d searched him out to experience them.
“Come,” he laid his hand on her knee. “Let’s do it.”
She grinned, letting him pull her away from the crate. “This is crazy, I can’t believe I’m doing this with you.”
Don’t do it.
“Reckless, wild and young.” He smirked. “That's us plus, you love me,” he said gleefully, as he brushed his lips against her cheek. “Think about it, your powers are going to be triple what they are now. I know what I’m doing..”
Oye didn’t care about that, she just wanted to be of use to him and make him proud. She nodded, walking to the center of the magic circle he’d drawn. She watched as he picked up a jar filled with something red. She’d first thought it was blood, but he’d assured her it wasn’t. There wasn’t any reason to not believe him, he opened the jar and began drawing the symbols on the ground.
Please, stop.
The circle became a bright purple, the light filling the once dimly lit warehouse. Her limbs began to tingle. “Nate, I think it’s working.”
“Not yet,” he said, pausing in the spell work. “A little longer.”
Her sight began to dim as the tingling turned painful. “Nate, is it supposed to hurt?”
“Don’t worry it will wear off.”
But the pain didn’t go away, it increased. Oye started to bite her lip to keep from screaming. But eventually that stopped working.
“I want to stop.” She cried out, angry with herself for being weak but the pain continued to grow..
“Hold on a bit longer.”
She shook her head, or she thought she did as she felt tears running down her cheeks but when she looked down she realized it was blood. “Nathan.”
“Oye, shut up.”
Something banged, and the light from outside flooded the room.
“Oye.” Her mom’s voice cut through the dimming of her awareness.
“Mom,” she wanted to run to her but couldn’t.
Her limbs wouldn’t move.
“Dammnit,” Nathan exclaimed.
“Oye.” Her mom suddenly appeared right in front of her and glared, her mouth moving rapidly.
Oye frowned, “I can’t hear you.”
Her mom’s figure wavered. Oye flinched as two words resounded in her head. “Wake up.”
Her limbs wouldn’t move.
“I. Am? Who am I?”
Her vision changed as a wave of dizziness hit her.
Standing before her was a woman whose skin was all black and her hair a fiery red. She sneered down at Oye.
“Are you the one that’s supposed to bind with me,” she asked incredulously.
Oye didn’t say anything as she was still locked between the past and the present.
A hand grabbed her jaw and feral eyes looked her over. “Humph, I can smell the blood coming off you. You are a warrior.”
She grinned; her fangs now exposed. “I will take you.”
Oye’s body surged with energy and then, her eyes opened.
Someone, anyone save me. Please.



CASTIAN
When Castian returned to headquarters he’d been planning on reporting in before he left to look for a house where he and Oye would live.
Prepared to have a war of words with Tiller. Castian was thrown for a spin when instead he walked in on Madame La along with a few other witches demanding help from Raijin.
A muffled voice came from the wall, Castian glanced to the left only to find Tiller, Alek and Malcolm lashed to it.
Her fur coat seemed to bristle along with her, as she stood in front of Raijins desk. “You owe us men. Oye is Sabina’s precious cousin. You're not going deny my request for help.”
Hearing Oye’s name Castian walked further into the room.
“What happened to Oye?” he demanded, catching the two’s attention as his magic slowly leaked out, permeating the room. “Who took her?”
He stopped at the edge of the desk and glared at Lanias. “Well,” he snapped.
“She’s been taken,” Raijin explained simply.
Castian tried holding onto his calm, but Raijin’s useless answer wasn’t helping.
“Who's the one who took her?” He said slowly, his hands trembling as his anger grew.
“We don’t know but the magic registered as one of the traces that were found in the underground prison Sabina and I were held in.”
The crystal awards that Tiller enjoyed having displayed in each office of their building exploded and the room was engulfed in night. Raijin kept calm as well as Lanias, the two were accustomed to magic outbursts.
Leaning forward, Castian put his right hand out, his eyes dark. “Give it to me.”
Raijin weighed him with his burgundy eyes. “We cannot lose another viable witness.”
“Give. It. To. Me.” Castian commanded from between clenched teeth, his voice growing rough. “If you don’t—” A wrenching sound came from around them as his golem maw opened right behind Raijins head. The forgotten look of madness coming to his eyes.
“Oh, give lover boy the damn signature,” Lanias said on a huff. She snapped her fingers and a small pearl of black fell into Castians hand.
His fingers curled around it, as he straightened. He shot her a thankful look before he disappeared from sight.
The office atmosphere lit up directly after he left.



LANIAS
“That wasn’t a choice you should have made,” Raijin said.
She shrugged, “He’s reminded me of someone,” she said, shooting Raijin a mock look of sympathy. “You dogs are all the same when it comes to love. You turn single minded when something you treasure is endangered.”
She gave him her back as she made her way towards the door. “Madam Lanias.”
She paused at the door and glanced back at him, “Yes?”
Raijin silently pointed at the wall.
She pursed her lips. “Oh, very well. I guess they can come down now.” She sharply turned away, leaving with the witches who’d kept their faces hidden behind veils. “Tell that fox, the next time he tries to deny me something. I’ll remove his tail and wear it as a scarf.”
The door closed on her back.



CASTIAN
Finding the place with the little drop of magic register would have been hard for others but not Castian. He stood before the building looking over the old hospital. He stood in the shadow of the tall trees that circled the facility. Spotting the guards walking back and forth with human weapons in front of it he frowned, “Humans, this will make things a bit difficult," he said to himself.
He tightened his fist around the single drop of magic until it shattered, opening his hand he let it drop like dust from it. “But not for me.”
“Ashiya,” he called.
A familiar chill rushed up his back, as long arms wrapped around his shoulders. “You called Master.”
“I wish to combine.”
The demon pressed his cheek against his and chuckled, “Ooh, is that so.”
He turned, so that he looked into the demon’s eyes. “I wish to break every single person here. I want them to know true terror before I am done with them.”
The demon’s smile stretched, as he pulled back from Castian. “Now, that’s something I am willing to do, Master.”
A rushing sound of wind filled Castian ears, as the Demon flew inside him.
He’d made promises and he had every intention of keeping them.
He curled forward as pain filled his back. With a roar metal-like wings exploded from it and once more his hair turned brown and eyes black. The scent of fear and night filled his head.
“Now it's time to enjoy the night.”
    
The power of a body inhabited by a demon wasn’t something that could be comprehended by the average human.
Castian had always fought melding with Ashiya, when the demon had been tied to his soul. Afraid that one day he’d awaken only to have his body completely under the demon’s control, but now he held no fear. He boldly ignored the bright flashes from the bullets that hit him.
The pain wasn’t registering as he grabbed one of the guard’s guns and tightened his hold of it till the muzzle was crushed. Releasing it, he punched the man right through his stomach so hard his spine dent inwards. Jerking his hand back, he lifted the now broken corpse by the neck and tossed it away.
Every person who attempted to stop him was completely annihilated without thought. Each step was taking him towards her, his goddess. The woman who’d guided him from hell, and the woman he’d burn the world for.
His wings flapped hard as he whirled around, slapping away his attackers like flies. These ants dared to block his way. He knelt before taking off, avoiding firing from below.
The air whipped around him, as he floated a second before he dived. Swooping down, he grabbed up the guard who’d been standing on the roof. “Where is she?”
“I—Let go—agh.”
Castian coldly watched as his body fell, not feeling an ounce of sympathy. He watched the guard’s body spam upon the concrete below.
He searched the building, his ears twitched when he heard what sounded like a scream and he dived. The inky black shadow from the roof rushed up and swallowed him whole as he fell into them, deeper and deeper till pain shot through his chest bringing him to an immediate stop.
Light exploded around him; he landed. Standing in the center of what once was a tube, was Oye.
With eyes glowing the color of pure metal she stared ahead blankly. Not seeming to notice the blood carvings of swirls on her arms. The symbols glowing of bright ominous red color as strings of blood dripped down to her clenched fist that were stiffly held at her side.
He moved towards her. “Oye,” he called softly.
Nothing. She didn’t move but remained standing still.
He walked towards her ignoring the dead body of Nathan, on the ground his face was embedded with glass shards. “My beautiful darling, what have they done to you?” he asked as he drew nearer. As he reached towards her, he was surprised when she lowered her eyes to his.
Her body gave a huge shudder as she collapsed forward, her eyes closing. Surprised, he caught her, the aura of her light causing Ashiya’s black inky presence to retreat. She sighed into his arms, her eyes opening slightly. “Castian?” she murmured.
He held her tightly, “Yes, my love.”
“Quill, please save him.” She sighed into his arms.
Castian, who’d been prepared to battle to the death, was confused by the ease of rescuing her.
“It failed,” someone said from behind him.
Castian whipped out his staff and turned his gaze to what he thought was a threat. Only to find himself staring at the two unseelie. They were standing leisurely by the exit, one of them poking Nathan in the cheek.
“You Jackals don’t do things by half. To think you’ve damaged one of his favorites.” One of them turned his white eyes on Castian. “Tell me, warlock. Have you and your men found the female of prophecy yet?”
Castian quickly calculated his chances of being able to escape but with the way the unseelie were blocking the doorway his chances were minimal. “Why would I tell you?”
The one with a ponytail grinned exposing his sharp teeth. “So, you won’t die.”
“Lyon, play nice with the weak magic user.”
He frowned. “But I was, Jion. I was warning him.”
Castian frowned. “Warning me of what?”
The unseelie glanced back at Nathan’s body, Castian tensed realizing it had disappeared.
“Where—”
“I am not defeated,” a desperate cry cut off what Castian was going to say.
All three of them watched the man appear by the table, his hands grabbing up something from it. His mad gaze swiveled from the unseelie to Castian.
“I will not be defeated by you or anyone. I will not lose.” He shouted as he grabbed up the syringe and stabbed it into his own neck.
“He will die,” the unseelie Jion said before looking back at Castian. “And so will you, if you do not answer us honestly.”
Lyon disappeared, only to return with a screaming child in his arms. “And this child, and others will also perish.”
Castian looked from the screaming Nathan, whose body was becoming distorted and changing as his magic increased at an alarming rate; to them. “No, we haven’t found her yet.”
The unseelie Jio. gave him a long look before he turned the one named Lyon, “Brother.”
Lyon appeared by Castians side and settled the child down. The boy threw himself at Castian, who quickly wrapped him in his arms.
He phased away, appearing before Nathan and with little word the unseelie grabbed the man by the neck. “Self-destruct.” He clicked his tongue, without a word he disappeared before reappearing at his brother’s side. “Done.”
Suddenly, a large explosion rocked through the entire building, the walls rumbled as the ground rolled. Castian pulled the child and Oye closer.
After the trembles had slowed, he lifted his head up to find the unseelie had left. He relaxed only, to tighten his hold on Oye in his arms and send a messenger golem to Raijin.
For a time, Castian sat, taking in that they were all safe but having recovered the little boy pulled back from where he’d buried his face into Oye stomach and squinted up at him. Castians demon traits were slowly draining away as his magic settled. Castian eyes zeroed in on the boy’s ears, the edges of them twitching slightly.
“Are you big sisters’ friend?” the small boy asked, his hand still firmly gripping Oye’s sweater.
“Yes, her very, very important friend.”
Those amber eyes took him in, and Castian felt oddly nervous at whether or not the boy would accept him, but he did give him a short nod. “Good, she needs more friends.”
Hearing this made Castian soften a bit, he knew better than anyone what it meant to have someone on your side. “I promise to be one of her best ones.”
The boy nodded, leaning his head down to rest on Oye’s stomach before he closed his eyes, obviously tired from all the excitement.
It didn’t take long for them to be wrapped up and on their way to the hospital, the little boy had to be taken to the human hospital for several obvious reasons. Luckily Oye had woken up in time to insist that he was taken there, it was obvious she was worried about him entering Veil City.
Castian planned on asking her more about how she’d gotten her hand on an elven child, but he felt like it wasn’t the time to interrogate her about it.









           OYE’S PAIN           




OYE/CASTIAN
T he minute she awoke she knew she wasn’t at home, or even at the orphanage. The smell of sterile clean invaded her nose. Taking her mind back to the time she’d awoken to learn that she was the only person she had in the entire world.
While she’d visited Sabina several times at the hospital, she herself tried to avoid it as much as possible. Being in the home of healing didn’t bring her many good memories. Hearing something squeak, she finally opened her eyes. The fluorescent light overhead dimmed magically sensing the sensitivity in them.
The long cords that hung from her arm swung as she shifted attempting to push herself up.
A large hand landed on her shoulder. “Don’t move.”
She swallowed, recognizing that voice immediately, the English accent thick with emotion. “I want to yell at you for endangering your life. Sacrificing yourself without my permission, and for not once telling me that you and Nathan’s relationship would lead to this possible outcome. But the longer you lay there and require care I can’t. So, don’t move.”
She couldn’t help herself, she smiled.
“You’re smiling.” Castian’s tone turned indignant.
She turned her head, and was welcomed with the sight of tight lips, grim blue eyes and a gruff five o’clock shadow decorating his handsome face. “It’s nice.”
He quirked a brow. “Putting your life on the line, and worrying me to death, is nice?”
“Being worried over, that’s nice,” she explained, ignoring his attempts at keeping her flat on the bed she pushed herself up and he reluctantly helped her. “What happened?”
“He tried to tie you to Ishtar, a higher being,” Castian explained, standing to adjust the blanket behind her back. “Fortunately, the backlash of magic shattered the glass, and it basically destroyed the lab, which resulted in him nearly dying but…well, he decided defeat wasn’t for him and self-destructed.”
“He killed himself?”
Castian gave her a short nod.
Oye wasn’t sure how she felt hearing that news, a part of her had always wanted to find him and kill him for what he’d done. While another part, had just hoped he’d learned his lesson and she’d never see him again.
“The guys are searching through the human’s facility, and they’ve found several Beings held within tubes similar to yours. All of them have been tied with higher beings or lower.”
Hearing this, Oye asked. “Did they find Eliza?”
That was the most important thing they had to find her. She would hate herself if everything she’d done had gone to waste.
He gave her a short shake of the head. Her hopeful expression dropped, seeing this he continued. “They are still searching, so there is still a chance of them finding her. Just give it time.”
Oye wanted to yell at him that they didn’t have time, witches who were taken never showed back up normal. Eliza was different, she’d never endured any of that and while Sabina only thought of her as a friend she’d grown up with Eliza. Eliza was far more important than she seemed, to them and to Lanias. They had to find her and fast.
Lost in thought, she felt more than saw Castian settle his hand atop hers. She didn’t look at him, but suddenly she was overcome with the urge to tell him about herself.
“Remember when I told you I killed my mother?”
Castians hand tightened atop hers, “You don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to.”
“I should,” with a short laugh, she knew she couldn’t escape facing the past. “I am similar to Lanias and Sabina, I was held by Dr. Clinger and experimented on. Originally, I was going to be killed. I’ll never forget the way he looked at us, the grey witches. He sneered at the guard for the mistake in taking us. He was only interested in the little girls who’d shown aptitude with more than one element. A witch like me whose gift was focused on metal was less than a dud in his eyes.”
She swallowed; the memory of that horrible man’s hate was still fresh. The way he’s said the names that had been fire branded into their arms still echoing in her ears along with the smell of her flesh burning. “So, in order to make use of us he started attempting to enhance our magical ability. For some of us that meant being submerged, no, drowned in the very thing we’d been created to use.”
Castian held his breath afraid for the first time that any words from him would derail her from telling him her story, he settled in the chair near the bed. A part of him wanted to stop her from telling him about the horrors she’d endured as a child.
There was no one he could kill, and no one he could maim. Truly for the second time he felt powerless.
“Night after night I was laid on a slab of metal as they stabbed me over and over again. Filling me with iron, steel and aluminum.” She twitched, her eyes seeing far off. “At some point, the pain wasn’t pain but a welcomed reminder that I was still alive, still here.”
“How long did it go on?” he asked softly, trying to control the violent urges running through his body.
She glanced at him. “Time was different there. We marked it by the bodies of girls being pulled out of the dark cells they kept us in. I can remember the minute I was free; it was raining that day. They gathered us all atop a magic transport circle and in a flash I was choking on dirt, my arms and legs locked in place. I think I went into shock. I couldn’t really hear, but at the same time my head was filled with screaming, so many voices crying out for help and then…nothing.”
She squeezed her eyes shut, she felt like she was there again. Buried alive, her mouth and nose blocked. She was suffocating again as the slick slide of mud rubbed against her ankles. Oye remembered she tried to move over and over again to free herself. And then rain suddenly fell on her face and she found herself staring up at an empty night sky. The rush of air into her lungs, caused her to cough.
“That night, Lanias saved us. I don’t know how, but she saved us all.”
Castian took this in, imagining the woman who sat beside him being a little girl, alone and scared. It galled him that someone had done such terrible things to her. Someone had taken her, destroyed her spirit and then attempted to toss her and the others away like trash.
“How did you get back to your mother’s side?” he asked, trying to move the conversation forward. If he got distracted he didn’t know where he’d send his golem. Maybe, to take a chunk out of those greedy council men who’d allowed something like this to happen.
She looked at him then, and smiled. “A lot of us who survived went to the human authorities. It was good for us that they planned to bury us alive in the human world. It would have appeared a tragic accident to the humans, and the case would’ve quickly been handed over to the Veil City council to fix. We were found by police who handed us over to social workers. People like Lanias, and Sabina who knew who’d sold them out decided to remain there till they could leave on their own. Lanias got out before Sabina, and took guardianship of her sister once she could. I won’t lie and say she didn’t use a bit of witch trickery.”
She chuckled. “I, on the other hand, was handed over to my mother. She had been looking for me since the day my human father sold me off for my weirdness.”
Castian skin turned cold. “Your father sold you?”
Oye shrugged as if the fact wasn’t all that shocking. “My father had never been a good man, not to me or my mother. Sort of like Sabina, my mother wanted a normal life and thought marrying him would give her that. Then I was born, and while he stayed he treated her like shit and eventually she kicked him out. I guess he was approached by one of the council men when they were hunting for our kind and thought I fit the bill. He handed me over and never looked back.”
“I love you.”
Oye was startled by his sudden confession.
“I-I—okay,” she lamely said.
He smiled at her, his eyes bright with rage. “I love you enough, not to lie about my intentions.” His expression turned dark as his eyes turned black. “And when I kill your father I would like you to know.”
“You don’t have to do anything like that,” she said, lifting his hand so that his knuckles pressed against her cheek. “It’s over and I moved on.”
He didn’t confirm whether or not he agreed with her. If there came a time where he could “Accidently” take that man’s life, he would.
“So, you returned to your mother’s side and then what? How did you meet Nathan?”
She leaned over, laying her chin against his shoulder. “I was your typical angsty teen, who wasn’t able to confide in her mother. I went to a human school, and no one there could really understand me or my way of thinking. I couldn’t really say, ‘I’m a witch who was held in captivity and tortured.” She shifted, so that more of her body was pressed to his. “He was like me, different, interesting and a warlock. So, I found myself falling for him and one thing led to another, and he attempted to tie my soul to a higher being.”
Castian gave her a side eye, “You know when I was a teenager, I was busy trying to get one of the girls from my school to let me kiss her. And trying to figure out how to break the hex on my father's whiskey cabinet. Not trying to summon a higher being or thinking about how I could tie my soul to one for more power.”
She shot him a mischievous look. “I’ve always been a bit extreme, and wild.”
The playful look died, and Castian turned, letting her head fall against his chest as he wrapped his arms around her.
“My mother caught on to something not being right, and followed me on the day we were to perform our experiment. I remember pain, Nathan’s face as he realized it wasn’t going his way and the sound of my mother’s voice as she—” Oye paused as her throat was clogged by the tears that slowly slid down her cheek, she forced herself to continue. “She stopped it, the backlash was too strong for her to contain, and she died to save me.”
Her hands curled into his shirt and for the first time Oye allowed herself to mourn her mother. Her long-drawn-out cries filled the room and as much as she wept Castian felt his heart break. Feeling useless as the woman he’d chosen to love and protect, fought off something unseen.
He couldn’t go back in time and save her mother.
Nor could he save the little girl from following her father.
He could only hold her.
If Oye knew what he was thinking she would have told him that was all she needed. Castian just holding her and letting cry was more than enough for her. She let herself grow weak, and rested in his arms.
The two remained entwined like that, till a nurse entered.



OYE
“You told him everything,” Lanias asked.
Oye, who was now alone with Lanias in her hospital room, didn’t bother to move an inch. She’d been awake for too long; her head was throbbing, and her eyes felt dry, but she couldn’t go to sleep.
“I told him only what I could remember,” she turned her head, so that she could see her cousin, who stood by the door. “Castian isn’t likely to tell anyone else,” she couldn’t help the amusement that entered her voice. “He’s more focused on killing my father.”
“Which is why you told him about dear ol’ Freddy.” Lanias said as she walked over to her bedside. The feathers of her large coat fluttered. Her pants suit was well fitted to her body. “I’ve been meaning to deal with him, but I like those who did wrong to us to suffer.”
Oye finally shifted, pushing herself up into a sitting position. “Well, it’s much safer and quicker to let the mad warlock deal with it.”
Lanias gave her an impressed look. “I don’t know whether to be impressed or slightly worried that you’ve gained another weapon. Do you really love him?”
“Yes,” Oye said and felt a bit surprised at how that right sounded.
“Don’t be surprised darling.” Lanias reached out and lightly flicked her forehead. “Shade witches are addictive.”
Taken aback at having her head flicked, she frowned. “This isn’t like you. Usually, you’d be lecturing me for not eliminating the threat immediately.”
Lanias shrugged at this. “I find that if there seems to be a certain pattern to things I should follow them rather than fight them.” She grinned, a line of white in the dark. “There is much I gain in having the Masked Ogre and the Mad Warlock on our side. While that demon fox wishes to act like nothing changes, two of his most feared Jackals are now tied to the Shade Witches they all fear.”
“I won’t do anything that will put Castian in harm’s way.”
Lanias waved off her concerns. “Never mind that. My main concern right now is Eliza. She must be found before anything else.”
“I didn’t see her when I was in the place they brought me to, but Castian told me the minute they found anything he'd tell me.
Lanias nodded, before she turned to leave but something stopped her. She tilted her head.
“Oye, have you been messing with special gates,” she randomly asked.
Oye looked at her back like she was crazy. “What, no.”
Lanias pointed at the gate that was swirling into existence in front of her. “Well then, what’s that?”
Oye leaned forward and watched as the spatial gate spun before it opened fully. She got a brief glimpse of a sea of beautiful forest before with sharp pop it all disappeared and two people stood in thick burgundy cloaks in front of them.
One of them reached up, and pulled their large hood back.
Both witches didn’t move, no; correction Oye didn’t breathe. Elves?
Sure, the three boys she’d taken care of like brothers were elves, but they’d been results from her own work hunting down slavers and magical creature traders.
To see two elves smoothly walk through a spatial gate like it was a day-to-day thing, had taken the wind completely out of her.
“L-Lanias?”
Her cousin twitched before she swore and pulled her phone out of her pocket. “This is the perfect thing for that damn fox to deal with.”
Her cousin pressed a button, and before Oye could protest the whole room was filled. Tiller, who stood in the center of the crowd, looked around. Raijin, Castian, Malcolm, and Alek followed his example.
Sabina, who’d staggered a bit, and grabbed a hold of Raijins arm, turned her eyes on Lanias and glared. “I told you to only use that damn button for emergencies,” she growled, taking Oye and Lanias aback.
Pursing her lips, Lanias pointed her phone at the two males at the door. “Isn’t that worthy of a call?’
Sabina turned to see what she was talking about, when she saw then she said, “Well, shit.”
“Why is Castian on the floor?” Oye asked, realizing the warlock hands were in handcuffs and he was kneeling.
Malcolm, the werewolf, gave her a bright grin. “He was searching for the official library at the council for instant death curses.” He laughed. “While still on the banned list.”
Alek moved away from the circle; his eyes eerily focused on Lanias. “He might have been exonerated for his crimes, but the record he built as the mad warlock, wouldn’t allow him anywhere near the council library.”
Castian pouted, shooting her a pitiful, “I was trying to get your wedding gift together, but they stopped me.” He glared at Raijin, “I didn’t get in your way.”
Raijin ignored his complaining, focusing on Sabina. He gently brushed a hand over her shirt, and skirt offering her a loving smile. “Are you okay, it didn’t make you nauseous?”
She laid a hand over his, and smiled up at him. “No, just a bit dizzy.”
Raijin shot Lanias a displeased look, who shrugged when she saw it. “I told you my magic is powerful; you just didn’t believe me.”
Then she shot him an annoyed look. “We can talk about this later, how about dealing with elves in the room.”
Raijin turned away from her to watch the elves, who were being approached by Tiller.









           ELVES?!           




OYE
C astian was now seated on her bed and Oye had given up on her hopes of sleep. She was now seated next to him, wondering what the doctors and nurses were doing. Then again, having any more people in the room probably wouldn’t be a good thing.
“As you are aware, Elves are not welcomed in the Veil or the Human realm,” Tiller said from where he stood in the center of the room. While the others had taken stances near the walls. Sabina and Lanias were behind her bed at the end.
Oye couldn’t help being impressed at the level of blood lust that was filling the room, and was surprised the Elves weren’t twitching at all.. She let rivers of iron leak into her hand where it formed into a blade.
“We are aware of the laws our Queen signed.” The one who’d drawn his hood down answered. His eyes were a curious green that were distracting. “But that can be discussed at length at a later time. Right now, there are far more important things to talk about. He turned his attention to Oye, who tensed. “One of you has been playing guardian to elven children, and we received the signs that one of these children was endangered.”
“Interesting that that’s a concern for you now,” Oye said, her eyes narrowed on him. “He, and his brothers have been in plenty of scrapes before, and you never showed up.”
He bowed his head acknowledging her words. “We are a race who keeps to themselves. It is very rare for our young to be raised outside of our world, and because of this we had little experience in managing their health and the barrier around the orphanage made it harder.”
“Oh, so you’re here now, why?” Oye demanded, ignoring the warning look Tiller shot her. “I found them in a basket treated like animals. Isn’t it a bit late to show care?”
He flinched, glancing at the other person who’d yet to pull down his hood. “Ulian, it is difficult to do this without explaining fully.”
The male gave a short nod, and removed his hood exposing hair the color of moonlight. It looked similar to Aleks, but where Aleks was more platinum this man’s hair glowed without light. His green eyes were soft, he placed his left hand on his right shoulder and gave a short bow.
“I am Ulian, third prince to the Elven kingdom and the boys you’ve raised were a blessing to our people that we thought we’d lost many years ago. They are the last children born to our royals’ lineage.”
“If that’s true, shouldn’t you have come running to retrieve them the minute you learned they were alive,” Sabina demanded. “I couldn’t stand the thought of leaving my child alone in an entirely different realm.”
His expression didn’t change, but Oye sensed he was just as upset as Sabina, “We first had to move with caution to figure out how the kidnappers were able to cross into our world in the first place and after that, when we were finally able to come to this world we had to remain unknown as we hunted for them and then…” He trailed off with a sigh.
“What?” Lanias pushed. “Did you realize they were in the hands of a witch and Mama D.”
He shot her an annoyed look. “Like Jhoran said, we are grateful, because Elven children cannot travel through the gate till they reach majority.”
Hearing this caused Oye to relax a bit. “So, why didn’t you come to get them?”
“Our people still do not know that Their Majesties’ sons are no longer in the Elven kingdom. It would draw unwanted attention from the other kingdoms in our world.”
“So, you’re saying we’ve been hiding the heirs to the elven throne,” Tiller concluded, before he smirked. “And you weren’t exactly eager to let us know that that’s what they were.”
“What?” Lanias loudly exclaimed, staring at Oye in a way that made her want to hit her.
“What?” Oye snapped, as she realized everyone was staring at her. “Why are you all looking at me like that?”
“Because, darling, you raising princes is a bit, um, unexpected.” Castian knowingly side eyed the blade she was clutching.
She quickly made it disappear, shooting him an annoyed glare. “I don’t play with blades around the boys, and you’re the last one to say something. Actually…” She scrutinized all of them with irritation. “All of you are the last people to tell me I’m not good at raising royalty.”
“You don’t even know what a salad fork is used for,” Lanias drawled.
Oye glared at her, “I will throw you on your back in front of all of these people.”
“So, what is it that finally brought you forward?” Lanias demanded to avoid Oye’s angry gaze. Her lips quirked at the corner. “Let me guess you want something that’s a bit troublesome.”
Ulian nodded, “Yes, we wish for her to become the permanent guardian and Jhorian will remain here to be their guard.”
“Wait,” Oye said, not sure she’d heard properly. “You want me to take custody of royal children. Me?” She laughed and glance at Castian. “They want me to take full—Why aren’t you laughing with me?”
He just leaned forward and pressed a kiss against her cheek, “Sounds like fun.”
“What, fun? Raising kids isn’t fun.” Right after she said that, she spotted Sabina’s pointed look. “No offense, I’m just not mother material.”
Castain drew back and this time the bastard’s eyes smiled as well. “I want to raise your brothers and the mansion would be lonely with only us.”
“A mansion, who owns a mansion?” she asked, completely lost.
He grabbed her hand, and lifted it; the ring on her left hand sparkled. “We do, wife.”
“You can’t be serious,” she glanced at her cousins, but both of them pointedly looked away. Surely the devious demon fox would have something to say.
She turned to him, but he was already in the corner muttering something with Raijin. The two appeared to be planning World War three. She slumped, finally returning her gaze to the two elves. “Are you sure you want someone like me to adopt them? I’m not exactly mannerly, and I have more bodies in my closet than your average witch.”
“So do I, love.”
She ignored Castian, focusing on the elves.
Ulian smiled. “Do not worry, they themselves told us you were the only one they wish to be with.”
“Wow.” Oye frowned when Castian rubbed something from her cheek.
He chuckled, slinging an arm over her shoulder. “No tears, this is happy moment.”’
She sniffed, slapping his hand away. “I know, and I don’t cry. Often.”
“Pfft, You’re a crybaby,” Lanias teased, as she approached Tiller and the Elves, “While I’m sure mister fox has a thousand things he has to lie about and cut through for you two to stay here. I have a succubus with an attitude and a pent-up minotaur waiting for my presence.”
Malcolm and Castian shared a look of confusion, Castian went to ask but Oye quickly covered his mouth just shaking her head.
She’d learned a long time ago that asking anything about Lanias clients led down a road no one wanted to go down, especially not her. Especially since the last time she’d run into a minotaur she’d been scratching an itch.
Lanias snapped her fingers twice. “Come, all those who wish to return to their homes and such.” She glanced at the elves and waved them over. “Come, I don’t have much time.” A red light illuminated the floor. “I don’t wait for anyone—” Her words were cut off when Alek wrapped his arms around her shoulders. “You damn vampire,” was screamed just as the light went out, and Oye found herself alone with Castian.
She reached up and pulled on his hair. He winced but didn’t stop nuzzling her neck.
“That hurts, love.”
“It was supposed to,” she grunted.
She hated looking at his eyes when she wanted to be serious. He always captured her attention with his sea-colored eyes. “You can’t want my whole world to invade yours.”
“Hmm, it’s not an invasion,” he said, settling two hands on her shoulder. His face was serious. “I want you to be a part of it. I want you there every morning, every night. Without you, I’m—” He stopped, those beautiful eyes turning black, and empty emotion. “I’m alone.”
She tapped his cheek with her pointed finger. “No, you’re bored.” She leaned forward, letting her lips hover over his. “And you’re not alone, you have me and some bratty elves apparently.” She leaned up and took his lips.
He groaned and the tables were turned as he took over the kiss and Oye released a yelp as she fell back on the bed.
She laughed, “Are you supposed to harass the patient?”
He pushed up and gave her a wicked look. “Don’t worry, I’m a doctor.”
She laughed, before her laughter quickly turned into a moan of pleasure.
Oye was genuinely happy, there was nowhere else she wanted to be other than in Castian arms. The mad Warlock had stolen her iron heart.
She mildly wondered if he was ready for the triplet’s mischievous ways, and her wild ones. Then again, her love did weird things to him.



CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX



THE LORD
THE MANOR
T illon was dragged forward, his knees scraping against the stone floor. The two hands holding him roughly released him, throwing him down.
One minute he’d been enduring the dark of his cell, and the cold of the stone floors. His mind played tricks on him before he was suddenly dragged from his cell.
“Hello, mister Napier.”
The hood that was on his head was roughly pulled away revealing his face to the harsh light. He flinched at the sight of the warlock with a somber face who leaned against the wall. Twirling his staff in his hand, the scar that decorated his face was something Tillon had always been weary of.
He looked from him to the shadow hidden face of his Lordship. He quickly threw himself at the man’s mercy. “Your lordship, I cannot apologize enough. I was foolish, no, no. I was arrogant to believe no one would search our home estate.’
“Are you sure that was your only sin?” His lordship’s deep voice spoke coolly, the dark shifting shadows that was his face rippled. “Your brother, I told you to kill him, why didn’t you?”
“I-I—my father stopped me. Every time I sent someone to do the job, they’d disappear.” He desperately explained.
“Ah, then after his death and your mother’s death, why was he not killed?”
Tillon moved his lips, but no words came out. He searched the room for an ally, but the only ones who stood in the room were only out for themselves. The unseelie, who stood in the corner and the warlock whose name he could never remember and him.
His face paled, as his eyes widened. “Please, please give me a cha—” His voice was cut off, as his neck slid sideways, and his head hit the ground.
“I do not have the luxury of giving second chances,” His Lordship said as he wiped the blood from his hand. He released a sigh, “How is the hunt for the female going?”
“We’ve gotten ahold of the records that were blacked out by the council before the Purge.”
Tossing his handkerchief into the fire, the lordship smiled, not that those in the room could see it. “The army we were planning on using has been discovered, looks like we should focus on the other sources. We cannot bring Veil City to its knees, with my plans constantly being disrupted.” He turned to look at the warlock. “It will be time for you to do something permanent about those Jackals.”
The sound of something crunching, had all of them looking at the male who knelt next to the dissolving body. His hair was blood red, and his acid colored eyes met his lordship’s. “Your enemies are growing, and your mission seems less promising.” He grinned standing, as he licked the warlock’s blood from his fingers. “Sounds like something fun is stirring.”
His lordship didn’t respond to him, but turned his back returning to the scarred warlock’s side. “Focus on finding the woman of prophecy, she is our key. The rest do not matter, and once we have her in our hands the world will come to its knees.”
All of them disappeared from the room.



TILLER
“I heard you learned a bit more about my origins.”
Lanias said to Tiller, entering his office as if it was her own.
She’d started doing it more to see his lips and eyes pinch. He hated her making it obvious they had some relationship; it drew too much attention though he didn’t think the woman before him cared much about such things. She seemed more interested in his learnings about her past.
He shoved the papers spread out on his desk aside. “I know your origins, what I want to know is why the Purge happened and why said purge was covered up.”
“Why?” she asked, brushing her fingers along the side of his trophies. Before looking at him with her twinkling black eyes. “Is it because of the name at the bottom of the documents? Tiller.”
He narrowed his golden eyes on her, “What do you know?”
She shrugged. “It doesn’t matter what I already know. What's important is what you’re planning to do once you know everything. Nerium is prepared to destroy everything you’re gathering at any time," she said, giving his paper a pointed look.
Tiller had played with the idea of taking this information to two retired councilmen, who’d worked with his father before the incident. But he wasn’t going to tell her this, but knowing the witch in front of him she probably already knew.
She approached his desk. “Let’s make a deal. You can look as deep as you want into my past, but don’t let any of it threaten my girls. I don’t care about what you find out, but if one piece of information leads to the harm of my witches. I will not hesitate in taking your life.”
He snorted. “How’s that a deal?”
She leaned forward slightly, dropping the friendly expression on her face. “It’s a choice I’ve just given you, something my girls weren’t given.”
She pulled back, and gave him her back. “Oh, and don’t forget to send the terms of the Elven contract to me. I want to be sure you didn’t put something dirty in the agreement with them that will affect Oye.” With that she left his office.
He stared after her as he slumped back into his seat. Releasing a heavy sigh, he moved some of the papers aside to see his last name on the documents covering his desk.
Before he glanced at the picture of a man who’s features were similar to his, standing next to him.
“I’ll dig until there is nothing left to find. I promise.”



EPILOGUE



ONTO TO THE NEXT ADVENTURE
A lek rubbed his sore jaw, where Madam Lanias had one of her favorite wisps of darkness knock him into next week. He and Malcolm stood outside of headquarters as they weren’t required for the talks between Tiller and the elves. Raijin had returned to his apartments with his fiancé as she’d been feeling under the weather after the third circle travel.
“One day that little witch is going to skewer you like the leach you are,” Malcolm said gruffly as he watched the vampire lower his hand to his pocket. “I don’t know what you find attractive about the woman.”
“Her scent is so full of death I want to taste it,” Alek said wistfully.
Malcolm looked at him like he was crazy. “Well, you don’t have to worry about that. You touch her one more time and she’ll offer it up on a platter.”
Alek looked thoughtfully at the werewolf who was crouched before the door. “I find it interesting that you seem the most adverse to the woman. She’s helped you overcome your heats several times.”
Aleks’ back slammed into the wall, and claws pricked into his neck. Malcolm glared at him with his fangs bared and his eyes slit like a wolf. “Don’t talk about what you don’t understand.”
Alek disappeared in a plume of red smoke and reappeared behind him. His own nature seeped out. “Don’t be angry with me, dog. Why are you so ashamed of what’s in your nature?”
Malcolm lowered his hand, not looking at him. “I’m not like the rest of you, eager to throw away my past. Mating with loose women isn’t my kind’s way.”
“Yes, but your kind’s nature is the very reason you’re with us. Abandoned, and forgotten,” Alek chastised him.
Aleks’ words hung in the air even after he left.
Malcolm, glared at the street in front of him. He knew well enough what his clan had done to him. They’d thrown him to the sharks and now here he was mating with a woman who wasn't his kind nor his mate, and spilling blood not for honor but for the council. The very council his clan had fought against joining.
The door behind him opened, quickly getting his change under control he turned to find Raijin looking at him. Malcolm immediately turned around to fully face the large male. He naturally respected the other male on some level.
Raijin kept them together from mission to mission, and though they treated their enemy ruthlessly he wasn’t unnecessarily cruel. If anything, Malcolm looked up to him, a part of him wishing he’d been a better leader to his own people.
Biting back a curse at his own thoughts he moved forward to meet the male halfway.
“Where’s Alek?” Raijin asked, his red eyes looking up and down the alleyway.
“You know how he is, he left,” Malcolm said, shrugging.
“Damn, I need to send someone to the human facility. Tiller wanted me to go, but Sabina isn’t feeling the best with the pregnancy.”
“I’ll go,” Malcolm said, easily enough. The cub was important to Raijin, who he treated as their pack leader. “I need to get out and away from this place.”
Raijin pulled a black card from his pocket. “That works, just guard the blue jays who are checking the area and make sure nothing too fishy is passed over.
Taking the card, he sniffed it. “Cool.” Then with a chime, he suddenly disappeared.
    
The minute he arrived at the site; he was greeted with the usual looks of disdain from the blue jays. He’d grown used to it a long time ago. The birds always put on airs when it came to mercenary types like him and the others. And sense Raijin had taken up with a witch, one of the most hated groups of people among the beings; the hate had doubled.
As he moved past the huge, twisted gate, he winced. Castian had done a number on the place. Castian had a playful mad nature, but once he was angered the playful side of his nature completely disappeared. Malcolm released an impressed whistle as he took in the hole the size of a small SUV in the side of the building.
“Are you here to be our guard?” The question was asked by a man who’d come through the hole. His eyes were sharp, and an investigator’s badge swung from his lanyard and read, Jamison.
Malcolm nodded, ignoring the hand he offered to shake. “You must be the human liaison.”
The male dropped his hand coolly, and gave a short nod. “Yes, we have a mix of your kind and our people here looking into things.”
Malcolm took this in. “Lead the way, I don’t like idle chatter.”
Jamison smirked, but nodded nonetheless and led him back in.
Malcolm, who’d done this more to escape, was still surprised by the amount of people who’d been taken.
“Everyone is calling it the doll house,” Jamison explained as they passed several bodies that were held in suspended state, the green glow could be considered a sick color. “Luckily, or unluckily depending on who you ask these people are alive, we just are worried that awakening them will cause the same issue one of your people pointed out.” They stopped before a door that read exit, he knocked twice, before it was opened by another blue jay. “Some don’t have complete control of themselves,” Malcolm spotted two bodies in the corner, only to meet Jamison’s hard eyes.
“We tried two, it was enough to know that we shouldn’t awaken all of them, especially not in this environment.”
As they walked, passing a few rooms that had clearly been used for the experiments. Malcolm frowned when something tickled his nose.
“We’re going to—”
Jamison’s voice faded away, as he continued walking forward Malcolm turned his attention to a hallway that was dark, and it didn’t seem like many had gone down it. Turning off the path, that was lit with little lights that were lined along the floor.
He walked down the dark corridor, his nose twitching as he grew more agitated. He reached the first door and pushed it, the door opened with a rough creak, but nothing was inside. He wondered at the feeling of disappointment, but he quickly continued down the hallway opening one door after another, until he reached a door at the far end. There were three bars in front of it, and a special code box near it.
Ignoring all of these security measures, he grabbed the lock and snapped it off before kicking the door in.
His eyes were greeted with another being held within a glass tube, but she was different to his eyes. Her figure floated and her body was nude, parts of her body appeared sewed together, the skin altogether was covered in a litany of Sanskrit that continued to change.
His head filled with whispers as he drew closer. Her dark hair floated all around her and just as he was an arm’s length away the whispers stopped and suddenly her eyes opened.
“Mine.”
A cold sensation ran down his spine, he took a staggering step back and shook his head. It wasn’t possible. He squeezed his eyes shut, before opening them once more to find her still there and this time she’d floated down to press her hand against the glass.
“Mine.”
He took halting steps forward until he was close enough to the glass to see her breathing. Reaching up he placed his hand against the glass.
“Yours.”





THE END…OR IS IT?
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Don’t forget to check out Veil Daddy on Kindle Vella
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