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February 14th
 

Dear Uncle,
Continuing forward. That's my new mantra. There isn't anywhere else for me to go. I can't go backward. My other life's gone. And honestly…I don't want to return. I'm ashamed and embarrassed for most of what I became.
In the past year I've done so many things I regret. I think my first mistake, the inciting event that lead to my spiral down, was fusing an ancient magical tome to the man I love. But I was desperate to save him, even as I felt him dying. I don't mean I regret what I did, I mean I can clearly see that using the magic I'd copied from the
Grimoire
twisted something inside of me. The book's cursed. It's evil. It was written by a demon so it can only do demonic things.
I have to laugh, Uncle, when I read that last line. Me. Calling Abysmal beings demonic. It's true I guess. But a part of me knows not all things Abysmal are evil, and by all means, not all things Ethereal are good. There's too much gray between the two of them. You tried to warn me, didn't you? So many times while you taught me within the Society.
I was just supposed to watch and learn. Report back on the most important find to the group. The only Irin born to a witch in a century. How were we to know the First Born's touch would change her nature into something so…different?
A month ago I could use magic. I could bend things to my will. Manipulate people, places and things. Hell, I even manipulated a man into loving me because I loved him. From the moment we met I knew he only had eyes for someone I believed was my best friend. It hurts in places I don't talk about, knowing her friendship is long gone. Not just because I betrayed her, but because I forced her to do something that forever put a wedge between us.
I started this journal after you died, Uncle. I missed our evening talks so much, I though if I wrote down what I needed to tell you, it would be like you were still there.
But something happened…something I haven't told you about because it's taken me over a month to accept. And I have. I really have.
Zoë ripped my magic from me.
I'm no longer a witch.
There.
I said it.
And it's taken me this long to be able to say it or write it without breaking apart. I never knew until that second, standing in Between when I faced the Wraith as she was truly meant to be, magic was little more than an accessory to be worn or removed. I did terrible things to her, even before the Dominion stepped into my life and made me its puppet. Taking Darren nearly destroyed her. He'd given me comfort for a while, even if I knew his feelings, his devotion to me, was a lie.
 

Rhonda looked up from her journal and stared at the television screen. She didn't recognize the images, or the show. TV and its mindless drama hadn't played a part in her life for over a year. Not since Zoë's run-in with TC. Archer. What ever his name was. He was the Phantasm now, and it suited him. He would be a good leader.
Should she write to her uncle about what happened?
Probably not. Knowles was never a great supporter of the Abysmal ilk. His loyalties rested in the strength of the Seraphim and the Ethereals. Members of the Society weren't supposed to root for one side or the other. And Knowles had shared his opinion with his niece.
She missed him.
Funny, how after all this time, she still didn't blame Zoë for killing him.
She didn't have control of herself and obeyed orders. I was the target and my uncle got in the way.
Rhonda Orly's new life was finally under way. She sat back in the chair of her desk and looked at her new house. Forget the fact it was close to where Nona's shop used to be. Rhonda drove by the ruins every day on her way to her new job, and always felt a sense of sadness. She loved the old placed and missed those maddeningly good but fattening breakfasts Nona used to make on Wednesday.
She also missed Zoë.
More than she cared to admit.
She was the only real friend Rhonda had ever had.
She was the only person I'd ever allowed myself to get close to. And look what I did…
With a deep breath she set her pen down and put her hands on her desk. No pity. No more thinking about regrets. New life. New friends. New start. She closed the book and tucked it into the top right drawer of the desk along with her pen and stood up. It was Saturday, the temperature was mild for February, and she had a painting class she didn't want to miss.
Once dressed in jeans, sneakers, tee-shirt and peacoat, she laughed when she caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror behind the door. No one would recognize her now. Not Darren. Not even Zoë. Nona would, because Nona had been the one to help her start these changes.
That small curtesy, that wondrous part of Nona Martinique that accepted and forgave was enough to help Rhonda rebuild her life. Nona was the last person she expected to see at her door after moving in, and yet the woman had visited many times. They didn't talk about what happened. They didn't talk about Darren, or Zoë or even what happened to the house.
They only talked about what Rhonda's future should be.
Getting a make over had been top priority. Cutting her hair into a much more flattering style, removing the black dye, and purging black from her wardrobe worked. She felt new. She was new. And after several weeks of Zoomba classes she
felt
new.
Everything was new.
Because
continuing forward
was her motto now. There was nowhere to go but forward.
She noticed the white van parked outside her new home now and then. The Society. Not always one for subtlety. Most days it wasn't there, or if it was, it was hidden well. But when she noticed, she waved and drove off in her own car. It never followed her. But then again, if it did, she never saw it.
The fact they still kept tabs on her was annoying as well as comforting. She wanted to be on her own, something she had never done. She grew up in the Society. But she also liked knowing if something happened to her, the Society would know and be there to help.
It was kind of like having an overbearing family.
Her painting class was held at the local
Michael's
craft store. She breezed in with her supplies, took her seat in the back and enjoyed a relaxing afternoon of therapeutic brush strokes with harmonizing colors.
"Wow…you do a good job with picking colors."
At first, Rhonda didn't realize the voice was addressing her. When she did, and turned to her right, she nearly jumped out of her chair. The man was beautiful to a point of her thinking,
he's gay. He was tall, with longish brown hair, hazel eyes and a thin face. He wore the store's apron over his shirt and jeans and a had small blue stone in his left earlobe. "Oh uh….thanks."
He stuck out his hand. "Remi Laborde. I'm not an art student but I can appreciate it."
She took his hand. It was a bit rough but warm. And his grip was strong. "Rhonda Orly."
"Nice to meet you Rhonda." He released her hand. "I've been watching everyone this morning, but yours is the best." He leaned in close. "In my opinion. But I'm just the stock boy." He pulled back and winked.
Rhonda put her hand to her cheek.
I'm blushing!
Heat rose from her neck to her cheeks and she tried not to appear as flustered as she felt. "Oh uh…well thanks again. And there's nothing wrong with being a stock boy. I'm a stock girl. But I work at
Sevenanda's."
"Oh I love that place." Remi's grin was infectious as was his friendliness. "Maybe I'll see you there one day."
"Maybe you will."
He took her hand, kissed it, and disappeared from the room.
The girl to her left leaned closer. "We've been taking bets on whether he's gay or not. Looks like you proved he isn't."
Rhonda felt more heat rise to her cheeks, but nothing stopped the first smile she'd enjoyed in months.
So…maybe this new life wasn't going to be so bad?



 

 


February 20th
 

Dear Uncle,
I met someone! He's three years older than me. And he's graduating soon from Georgia State! His degree's in economics and he's already got a job lined up with some company downtown.
I know I sound like a school girl…but this is the first time a guy's shown interest in me. All through school I was the one sitting alone at a table, watching girls with their boyfriends. I always wondered how they got them. How did they get those boys to pay attention to them? Notice them? Back then it was all about manipulating, uncle. Just like it was with Darren. From the moment I met him and I knew he was interested in Zoë, all I could think about was how I could make him look at me.
And now…
Now here's a guy who came to me!
We met at my painting class. He liked my work. And he came to Sevenanda's Monday morning because I told him that's where I worked. Then he waited around until my lunch break and we ate over at
Vortex. Uncle…it was the most fun I've had in years. No magic. No lying. No deceit. It was just…NICE.
We met at
Front Page News
the next night, and then on Thursday he treated me to
Savage Pizza. I thought at first he was just seeing me because I could eat him under the table (which is okay since I've lost so much weight), but then last night he did it! He kissed me! And it was a real kiss, uncle. I called Nona right after it and we talked for an hour. She was so happy for me. Happy in a way I needed to hear.
I don't know where this will go, or if it has to go anywhere. I told Nona I don't want to put any kind of strings on this, any kind of limitations. I want it to go where it will. I want…I want to be
happy, uncle. And I think I'm finally getting there.
It's Saturday morning…I always find time to write these on Saturday mornings. I've got painting class in a few hours. His name's Remi Laborde! He's in Savannah this weekend with family. He's supposed to be back tomorrow afternoon and then we're going to catch a movie—I don't care which one—at Phipps and then maybe an evening at
Maggiano's. Yeah, it's all about the food.
I wish you were here and you could see I'm finally becoming a good person again. I wish you could hold me like you used to, uncle, and tell me things will be okay. Because I could believe you now.
And I have a confession to make; I'm happy about no longer being a part of that world. The one you raised me in. I don't regret having experienced it, I do regret the things I've done, but I don't want it anymore. I want this. I want normality. I want to fall in love one day, and maybe have a family.
You think it's possible, uncle?
I do. For the first time, I really, really do.
 

 

Remi looked tired when she met him Sunday afternoon. He smiled when he saw her, which lit up his face. And he kissed her as if his life depended on it.
"You all right?" Rhonda asked him after he bought their tickets and stood in line for over-priced popcorn. "Maybe you should go home and sleep?"
"No, no, I'm fine." He told her and kissed her temple. "Just had a lot of excitement back home."
"Oh? Want to tell me about it?"
"Well, there's this cemetery there called Bonaventure. Pretty much made famous by that book."
"Yeah.
Midnight In The Garden Of Good And Evil."
"Yep. We just call it The Book. Anyway, my parents live nearby and we've always sort of used the place to hang out in. I know it sounds kinda weird, but the cemetery is on the coast. If you go into the back you can see the marsh and it's pretty cool." He stopped telling the story once they got to the counter and ordered a large popcorn and offered to share a soda.
When they were in their seats, she prodded him. "So…you saw ghosts or something?"
He laughed at her. "No. We were sitting on this bench looking out over the water when three people showed up
in
the water. Just…they weren't there, then they were there. A woman and two men. One of the guys looked bad—had all these nasty gashes down his back and his shirt was ripped to hell."
"What? Where did they come from? Did they fall off a boat?"
"I don't know. One of my friends called an ambulance—had to bring in a second one for the bigger guy. The girl looked shaken but she wasn't hurt far as we could tell. They were all pale but alive. We hung around until the ambulances left and the police asked us questions."
"You didn't get in trouble for drinking in the cemetery?"
"Drinking? Oh…" he laughed. "No we weren't drinking alcohol. I had a
Yoohoo
and most everyone else had energy drinks. I don't drink alcohol."
Rhonda's heart skipped. "You don't drink? Ever?"
He pulled to the side of his seat and looked at her. "Is that a problem?"
"No! I think it's wonderful! My dad was an alcoholic." Then she sobered. "Wait…you're not a born-again anything are you?"
Remi laughed out loud and gathered a few looks. "Oh hell no. I was raised Baptist but I haven't really been a great church goer. And besides, about the cemetery, we knew the cops and they knew us. They were more curious how those three ended up in the marsh. They assumed a gator got hold of that one guy."
"Did he live?"
"I don't know. We stayed in the cemetery after hours," Remi said as he frowned. "And then we woke up there the next morning. It was kinda weird. We were so wiped out most of us slept all day Saturday. We went out again last night to grab wings and watch some TV in a local sports bar." He turned a confused face to her. "But we weren't hungry. I'm still not that hungry."
Rhonda grinned as she slid the popcorn into her lap. "Then you won't mind if I finish this up, huh?"
Remi smiled and put a finger under her chin. "You are amazing, Rhonda Orly."
And she knew he meant it. He really, really meant it.



 


February 25th
 

Dear Uncle,
I'm getting a little worried about Remi. He hasn't been eating right since he got back from Savannah. And unlike most guys, he did go to the doctor. Doctor didn't find any cause for his lack of appetite. Just a warning he was getting dehydrated and he'd lost nearly 10 pounds. He's already tall and thin enough.
He's missed a few days of work. Luckily he's off on Monday but Tuesday he didn't go in. Wednesday he did and then called me to see if I could pick him up. He was too dizzy to drive. My boss is the best and let me have the day off. I picked Remi up and took him straight to the emergency room.
Nine hours later and $50 poorer, we didn't know anything.
I let him stay with me and he insisted he sleep on the couch. And that's where he's been. It's like he's just wasting away. I want him to take an AIDs test and he's agreed, but something tells me that's not it. I don't want to think this is somehow…well…magically related to the world I left. And if I still had my power I'd be very tempted to check him out.
I just don't know. I sort of want to introduce him to Nona, but I don't want that world intruding on my new life. And though I really care and respect her, she represents a pretty big chunk of it.
I really, really wish you were here to tell me what I should do. Though I'm pretty sure you'd suggest the Society House. Sorry, but I'm on a self-imposed ban from that place. I…I don't think I could handle the stares and daggers thrown at me if I showed back up. Too many people blame me for so much…it doesn't matter I was possessed, or influenced, or whatever that Dominion did to me. It's still me.
And they still don't trust
me.
Gotta move away from those thoughts. It's Wednesday evening and I'm heading out to get some Chinese food. Hoping it'll tempt Remi to eat. He does want to watch a movie so I'm picking something up at Redbox too.
I just wish I knew what kind of bug he has. I don't want to lose him.
 

 

To Rhonda's delight, Remi ate the Chinese with gusto. And he drank a few glasses of Gatorade. He was also alert and watched the movie. Though she couldn't remember what it was. Rhonda was just happy to see Remi responding again. They rested together on the couch, arm in arm, with her back against this chest.
After the movie ended he switched the channel back to cable and found a sitcom. "Rhonda…"
"Mmhmm?"
"Have you ever been unhappy with your life?"
That was an alarming question coming from Remi. She pushed herself up and faced him. He remained reclined, his back on the cushions of the armrest. "What do you mean? Are you having suicidal thoughts?"
"Oh no. Nothing like that. I am having thoughts but I'm not sure where they're coming from. I mean, like, just during the movie, there was a running commentary in my head. I don't think it was my self-conscious. You know how you always have a voice talking but it's you, thinking those things you shouldn't say out loud?"
"Yeah. I know the voice. And this voice wasn't the one during the movie?"
"No. And I'm hearing it all the time, ever since I woke up in the cemetery."
"So…what's it saying?"
"Well," Remi said as he shifted his position on the couch. "Right now, it wants me to talk to you. It wanted me to ask you that question. The one about you being happy with your life."
Rhonda pursed her lips. "So this voice you're hearing…wants to know if I'm happy with
my
life?" It was a weird question, mostly because he asked it outwardly, not inwardly. As far as she knew, the inner voice usually asked about it self. Not other people.
"Yeah."
"Yes I am."
"Well, it also wants me to tell you something I don't understand. And it's getting insistent."
"What?" She watched him and noticed he was restless. He picked at the blanket she placed over him, at the edge of the couch where the seams had started to fray, and he constantly ran his hands through his hair. "What does it want you to tell me?"
"That…oh man this makes no sense. It wants me to tell you that you have the blood of the God Mother. Nothing can be taken from you that you can't get back."
Rhonda blinked.
Remi made an apologetic face. "I told you it wouldn't make sense."
"I don't even know what that means." Rhonda smiled though it was forced. God Mother? Remi said it as if were
two
words, not like a Godmother in fairytales.
What did it mean? Nothing could be taken that I can't get back?
The only thing physically taken had been her magic, but that was gone. She'd tried for weeks to make it work, but where her magic lived inside of her was now just a hole. A blank spot of nothing.
It was gone.
"Is there anything else to that?"
Remi shook his head. "No. It's gone now. But it kept saying that all through the movie." He put his hand to his forehead. "Wow…now I have a major headache. Maybe I shouldn't have eaten so much."
She leaned over and kissed his nose. He shifted and touched his lips to hers and the two locked into a long, passionate kiss. After a few minutes, she pulled back with a gasp as Remi's hand slid along her crotch.
You know you want it…
"Rhonda?"
Remi's hands were on her shoulder and face, not where she
thought
he'd touched her. She looked down to see her
own
hand—
Rhonda stood up.
"Hey babe…what's wrong?"
"I—I don't know. It might be I'm tired too. Do you want to sleep here or did you want to come to the bedroom?" The room felt warm. Something pressed itself against her chest as her body continued to react in very sexual way. It took a great deal of control to keep her hands from her pants and fold her arms over her chest.
His expression went blank as if no thought were there, then he smiled. "No. I think I should stay out here in case I do have something. I don't want to give it to you. But I think I'll be okay to fix pancakes in the morning if you want."
Rhonda felt herself smile, but the blank look in his face wasn't completely gone. "Yeah…that would be great. Or you could use the spare bedroom?"
"I'll be fine." He pushed himself down into the blanket. "Good night, Rhonda. I'll clean up the mess in the morning."
She nodded and hurried out of the room. Once she was in her own bedroom she shut the door without slamming it, but she wanted to. She wanted to yell out because she didn't understand what was happening. Yeah, she'd been sexually turned on before. In fact she stayed that way with Darren because she loved making love to him.
But this was different. This was something she hadn't thought of with Remi until now. And the need…the
desire
to please
herself
was the most intense she could remember experiencing. This was uncontrollable. It was suffocating and sweet, pleasurable but painful. It wanted and it needed fulfillment.
It wanted…
Excitement.
But this wasn't her. Rhonda was sure this couldn't be
her.
Or was it? Was this what real sexual desire was when it wasn't influenced by magic? Was this what it was like to be kissed and want to make love with someone?
It didn't feel right…but it didn't fell wrong either. It was just…different.
Rhonda took a long, cold shower before she crawled into bed. Her shift at the grocery didn't start before ten, so she had some time. And she would help make the pancakes in the morning. And maybe…
Maybe more?



 


February 26th
 

Dear Uncle,
I had a weird morning.
I woke up and Remi was in my bed.
Then I realized no…I was on the couch with Remi. And we were…
Damn this is so hard to write, and telling you face to face would be even harder. But… I woke up and we were making love. I don't remember how I got there, if he took off my clothes or I did, but there I was on on top of him! And it was slow and good and everything I'd always wanted love making to be. He watched me the whole time, and when he did, I could have sworn someone
else
was watching too. Someone that lusted after me, after what I had, after what I…was.
I heard a voice in my head as Remi and I moved together. It whispered my name, my
real
name, and it told me what would feel good. It told me what I should do to make Remi feel even better. When Remi moaned, so did the voice. When a sigh escaped my lips, the voice wrapped itself around my body and pulled tight, as if trying to feel what I felt, as if trying to get inside of me.
I know how ridiculous this sounds. But what was even more ridiculous was that I woke up in my own bed!
I was never
in
the living room with Remi. Remi was at the door. He'd made pancakes and then wanted to know if I was okay because I was sweating.
Uncle, I'm not sure what's going on, but I know it's not normal. And I know it's not Remi. But there's something wrong and I need to talk to someone. I just don't know who. Nona is there, and I know she'll be honest. But I think I need to find someone who doesn't know me or my past.
 



 

Remi called Rhonda several times during the day to check on her while she worked. The sentiment was kind, but she didn't want to think about what she'd dreamed, or what had seemed so damn real. He looked better while they ate breakfast and she felt…tired. As if she really had just finished a sex marathon.
His eyes were brighter and for the first time since returning from Savannah, he wasn't pale. In fact his skin glowed. As he stood at the breakfast bar in her kitchen, a pair of tongs poised over sizzling bacon, he looked like what she imagined Puck would look. Sensual, alluring… beautiful.
Rhonda always thought of him as good looking in a sort of feminine way. Which was why most people believed he was gay. Tall, lithe, he could play an elf in a Peter Jackson movie. But he was also suddenly full of brazen sexuality. He kept his shirt off and sweat pants pulled down just above…well…her imagination wasn't wanting when she looked at him. And did he always have such a pronounced six pack for someone so thin?
He packed her a lunch as well and told her he planned on heading back to his place for the day, but he'd be ready for a night in if she was.
When she got home, Remi had pulled her mattress in front of the fireplace, covered it in blankets and quilts, bought Champaign, strawberries, chocolate, cheese and crackers, and rented a movie that made her blush just looking at the cover.
It looked like a fun evening…but it also made her uneasy. This just wasn't like Remi.
But then what did she know about him? She'd known him two weeks maybe? Was there a sexual deviancy about him that he kept hidden?
He took her things from her and guided her to the living room before he poured two glasses. When he offered her one, she took it but said, "I thought you didn't drink?"
He frowned before he answered. "Not usually…no." The frown became a smile. "But I think we should relax this evening and just enjoy each other. I feel much better, and you look like you could use a massage?"
A massage?
Rhonda's earlier questions evaporated when she laid down on the mattress on her stomach with her shoulders, head and neck hanging off the mattress's edge. She folded her arms under her and rested her head on her forearms. Remi kneeled beside her. She tensed just a little when he started kneading her shoulders. "There…how does that feel?"
"It feels good," Rhonda said and tried to relax. Something sent out warning bells. Some part of herself she hadn't listened to in weeks. But she couldn't get a handle on where the feeling of unease came from. Was it from Remi? Or was it from her own fears? He would never hurt her. She was sure of that.
So…why couldn't she relax?
"Why don't you take your shirt off?" Remi said in a soft voice. "That way I can work better down your back. You don't have to remove your bra."
Well…
Rhonda never considered herself a prude and if she could keep the bra on it seemed like a reasonable trade. After she had it off she folded it neatly to the side and took up her position again.
"Why do you do that?" he asked her.
"Do what?"
"Keep everything so neat? I'm not sure I've ever known any one to be so neat about everything." He gave a harsh laugh. "You fold your dirty clothing."
His words hurt but it wasn't a unique question. She'd always been a neat person. "I like order. I like knowing where things are. If you know where to return things, if you know where they belong, then it relieves stress."
"And you've had a lot of stress lately?" He started on her shoulders again and he was right, the heat of his fingers felt good on her muscles.
"Yeah…I have."
"Friends? Lovers?"
"Friends. Or friends I used to have."
"Mm." Remi moved his fingers in circles. "So you like to be in control."
She stared at a spot on the rug for a few minutes. "Remi, why are your hands so warm?"
"Because they're rubbing up against you. You know…" he shifted behind her, though his hands never left her back. "I have a sister a lot like you. In fact you remind me of her."
Sister? She and Remi had already had this conversation. He was an only child, the son of two doctors. She remembered it because he told her he always felt like he'd disappointed them because he never wanted to be a doctor. He'd never gotten the grades to get into pre-med, and he never wanted too. He preferred economics.
So…why did he lie about a sister? Unless…he'd been lying before. "Remi…you said you didn't have any siblings."
Remi moved again and this time she felt him get on top of her and settle on her lower back. She pushed up on her elbow and half-twisted to see him straddling her as he massaged her. He didn't answer right away, then, "I do have a sister. I have a twin sister."
What the hell? Rhonda gasped when Remi shoved her back down. She wasn't expecting the force of his weight on her so her elbows rubbed against the carpet where she hung off the mattress. "Remi that hurt. Let me up."
"You need to relax." He held her by her shoulders and pressed harder and harder.
The building feeling of worry, the nagging ache that something was wrong turned into a full blown klaxon of
Oh Shit
when she realized she was numb from her neck to her toes. Whatever he was doing to her was causing her muscles to relax
too
much. She tried to wiggle her hips back and forth to get him off of her. Remi tightened his thighs and trapped her painfully between the two. "Ow…Remi what are you doing?"
"I want you to listen to me, Rhonda. I need you to be relaxed and listen to what we have to say."
We? Oh no…are there other people in the house? Was that it? He was some kind of pimp that lured naive girls into trusting him and now I'm going to pay for it?
He laughed as he continued moving his fingers over her neck. She could feel parts of the sheets under her fingers and some of the carpet, but moving them was like swimming through molasses. Her cheek rested against the carpet.
"There," he said as he continued to move his hands over her back. "I need you to be open to what we can do for you. What you can achieve if you listen and say yes."
"Remi—"
"Ssshhh…" he said as he leaned over and put his lips to the back of her neck. "I'm no longer Remi, Rhonda Orly. My name is Scylla."
Scylla. Rhonda's memory went into overdrive as she tried to remember the significance of the name. "That…that's a mythical name. A sea monster."
He sat up suddenly and bared down harder. Rhonda cried out at the pain shooting down her back to the base of her hips. "Sea monster. Damned Ethereal tripe. They knew nothing about me. Or about who I was, what I can do, and what I
will
do."
Ethereal…
Rhonda's breathing increased.
Ethereal? No! No no no no!
She'd turned away from that life. Away from the planes and the magic and the monsters. She no longer wanted any of it! She tried again to push him off of her, to turn and twist, to remember any of the fighting lessons Joe or her uncle taught her.
But no matter how hard she tried to get up, Remi's—no Scylla's—weight held her in place.
He laughed in her ear. "I see the fight's come back, child of the God Mother."
"What does that mean?" She hissed out and never stopped trying to move. Her heavy breathing moved the fibers in the carpet beneath her cheek.
"I didn't believe my sister." He moved his body to match hers, his arms to hers, his hips to hers, his feet to hers. "When she told me there were so many that didn't know the stories. They didn't know the real histories of how the planes were forged. Or should I say, forced. And then burned."
Rhonda wished now more than she had in the past month to have just a small bit of her power back. Something. She'd always used it to defend herself, to protect herself from crazies, mortal or planar. She regretted not paying more attention to Joe's insistence that she needed to be physically prepared as well.
"But you really don't know whose blood runs in your veins, do you?"
"Remi—Scylla—look, we can talk, okay? Just…get off of me. Please."
"Are you afraid of me, child? You think I'm going to rape you? Murder you? Perhaps…dismember you?" He laughed and a chill ran down Rhonda's back. "Be assured, little witch, our plans are far more nefarious."
Rhonda cried out as she tried to push him off. "I'm not a witch anymore!"
"Oh but you see…you believe the lie. You will be a witch as long as her blood flows in you." He moved his right hand from hers and softly, mockingly, moved the back of his hands over her cheek. "Tell me about this creature who took your power."
Tears welled up in Rhonda's eyes. This thing wanted to know about Zoë. At first her old heart flared with jealousy, but she managed to cool it. To temper it with the emotions she once felt for her old friend. She closed her eyes and remembered their friendship. "I don't have anything to tell."
"You could tell me yourself. It could be your last independent act, Rhonda Orly. Trust me…it would be less painful. My sister believes you will resist, and she enjoys pain, and pleasure, even more than I."
"No," Rhonda said softly. "Please don't."
"Don't you want your power back, Rhonda Orly? Don't you want to have control of things, people, places? Don't you
want
revenge?"
Yes.
"No!" Her throat burned with the cry and she threw her head back as hard as she could, remembering something Joe showed her once and she hadn't forgotten. The back of her head connected with Scylla's face and to her surprise and amazement—the weight on her back disappeared.
She rolled away from him, looked to see where he was, analyzed his weak spots and started hitting. She put as much force as she could as she brought her knee into his crotch, then slammed her forehead into his face again. Blood sprayed her, the sheets, her shirt, everything. Without thinking she grabbed the knife beside the cheese and stabbed him in the gut before she scrambled to her feet, grabbed the fireplace mantel for support and then ran to the door.
Please let the Society be outside. Please let this be one of the days!
Her hands were slippery with blood as she tried to turn the knob. The deadbolt was thrown. She turned it just as a larger, bloodier hand covered hers and something grabbed the back of her neck like a vice.
"We do this the hard way then."
Scylla squeezed her neck as she tried to pry his hand off of her. Her visioned blurred as she reached behind her to find him. Her hand touched something cold and slick and she realized it was the knife, still protruding from his body. She grabbed it, pulled it out and raised her arms and jabbed backwards, over her head.
He cried out and let her go. She dropped to her knees and lost her grip on the knife, but it was a long enough space of time for her to gather her now desperate wits and summon the power still in her thighs. She delivered a good blow to his chest with her shoulder before she stumbled away from him toward the hallway. She smeared blood on the walls as she grabbed the sides to push herself toward the bedroom. There she had a weapon. She had something she'd kept, something from Rodriquez's personal collection of magical things.
Something she knew would destroy whatever planar had possessed Remi. The fact it
possessed
him told her it had to be a First Born, but she'd never known a Revenant to act like a homicidal maniac before. Most of the time they were courteous and friendly, to an almost nauseating degree.
But this…this was raw.
Angry.
Sexual.
And sick.
Inches from her bedroom door something cold grabbed her ankle and yanked her leg out from under her. She hit the floor face first. Her nose burned and filled with fluid so fast she choked and turned on her side. She opened her eyes to see blood pooling on the rug. He'd broken her nose.
He dragged her into the bathroom. She grabbed the sides of the door and kicked as hard as she could. But another strike to her face took the fight out of her. Scylla, bleeding from his stomach and a nasty slash along his nose and cheek, pulled her into the bathtub and turned on the cold water. The temperature and shock of it made her flail, but he grabbed her hair and leaned over the tub as he forced her to face the spray.
Rhonda reached up and grabbed at his arms, his face, anything. When she felt the cold under her rise, she realized he'd stoppered the tub. He planned on drowning her!
"If you stop fighting me, we can have our talk, Rhonda Orly."
And there it was…the dual voice. The unmistakeable pairing of First Born and human host. Scylla's darker, deeper voice and Remi's sweet gentle cadence. But had this First Born been inside of Remi all along, or was it recent? How could she know?
"That's better. Maybe I should have revealed myself sooner." He released her hair, turned off the water and threw a towel at her.
Rhonda sat up, shivering in the cold water. It reached her ankles. She was chilled, terrified, and bleeding. Blood covered the towel as she held it to her nose. When she looked up, Scylla sat on the edge of the tub.
The subtle changes she was familiar with a Revenant weren't subtle on his face. They were horrendous. Remi's beauty was twisted into a garish, halloween mask. And his eyes…they weren't black like a Revenant's.
They were red.
Blood red.
She pushed herself into the back of the tub. "What
are
you?"
He smiled. "I'm Scylla. But I'm also your dear, departed lover, Remi." He frowned but it wasn't a real frown, more a mockery of sadness. "He fought hard. Not physically, because my sister and some of our…associates…were able to paralyze he and his friends. Not all of them were good candidates. We chose this one, and one other. My sister wanted a female, and when she saw you in this man's mind, she knew you were perfect."
He reached down to touch her, but Rhonda buried her face in the towel. When she didn't feel him, she looked up again. He was staring at her. "What Remi told me…about waking up in the cemetery…"
That's when this First Born took him. That had to be it.
"It took a few days to gain control. My kind aren't accustomed to
possessing
a body. Toying with one, yes. Influencing their dreams," he sighed. "Splendid. But to walk and talk and move
inside
one is both horrible and alluring. The sensual pleasures we take in our true forms is nothing compared to the real, actual physical contact."
Rhonda studied his face and realized the slash she'd given him with the knife was almost gone. So was the slit in his stomach. He healed like a Revenant, but she was pretty sure he wasn't. Not like she remembered.
"What are your kind?"
"You really don't know? I'm not a Revenant, little witch. I am Incubus. I am nightmares, passion, dreams, sensual desire, anger, horror, rage, pleasure… my sister and I are all of these things."
Rhonda shook her head. "No…Incubi are just delusions. They aren't real!"
She didn't expect the strike. But it came fast and sharp and turned her head to the side. Her nose bled again and she tried to curl away.
"Incubus!" He shouted now. "I am the only one left, Rhonda Orly. All my children are dead. Long burned inside that 'Pheral prison. I am the son of the mother of monsters and I can sense what you are. We seek revenge on the ones who did this to us. And we know what we can gain by taking…you."
It dawned on her that if he could read her mind, or tried to possess her, he would gain all the knowledge she had. He would know about the Society, about the Revenants and their whereabouts, about Nona, about Zoë and about Dags…and the
Grimoire. "No…"
"Oh yes," Scylla said as he smiled. "My sister wanted to hold out for the perfect host. And now we found her."
Host?
Rhonda stared up at him. If he was an Incubus as he claimed, was it possible this sister was Succubus? "No…you can't make me. I know how this works. I have to invite you in."
Something shimmered in the air to his left. She thought it had a form at first, but it was little more than a bending of the bathroom door behind him, like a heat image on a summer's day. Something without form lingered there.
"Rhonda Orly…you think I'm one of them? One of those pretenders? What is it they call themselves….ah yes. The First Born?" The laugh deepened. "The only thing they were first born from was the whore who betrayed our mother. Oh we are not like that, Rhonda Orly. We have lived far longer and seen more than the oldest of their kind. We are timeless, and we have been shut away for too long."
The shimmering happened again and Scylla turned Remi's head toward it. That acknowledgement proved it was real. "Who…is that your sister?"
Scylla smiled. Other than the blood splattered across his face and the pools of it now dried on his lips and cheek, he was beautiful once again. Beautiful, and dangerous. "She's ready for her body now. Ready for your power."
"I told you, I don't have power anymore. I'm just a girl that doesn't want any part of this anymore!"
That's too bad. I wanted this to be easy.
The voice was in her mind, and in her ears. A woman's voice. Deep. Sensual. The voice any man would love to hear on the other end of their phone. A voice that would match a face to launch a thousand ships. And it echoed like a Revenant's voice.
The shimmering became larger as it filled the bathroom. Rhonda screamed when icy fingers clawed their way into her eyes, tore through her broken nose and filled her mouth, ending her scream.



 

 


February 30th
 

Dear Uncle,
What a quaint little devotional this is.
Sentimental indeed.
Well, let me tell you, Uncle Knowles, that your niece has achieved a higher calling now. So let us be done with this and bury you, along with all her earthly possessions.
Say hi to your niece for me.
 

 

Everything changed.
Her look, her walk, the way she breathed, and how she thought. What small part of who Rhonda Orly was lived on as a template for Scylla's sister. That part knew what took her, knew what possessed her body, and now knew what had escaped from a place no Ethereal or Abysmal dweller ever wanted to remember.
The Peripheral.
She was Charybdis now. Twin to Scylla. The monster and the whirlpool. He drove them to her, and she drowned them. They were mated by their souls and suffered immense pain and torment through the Bulwark, banished for what the Ethereals believed would be forever.
Stupid…
Six showers since taking this body. Six luxurious hours of streaming hot water. The blood from Scylla's body and Rhonda's was long gone, but she didn't feel…clean. It was an emotion that continued nagging as she and Scylla prepared the way to exploit the vast knowledge they gained from Rhonda's template.
So. Much!
And to think! To know where a part of the
Grand
Grimoire
rested! How ingenious it was for her to seal it inside a living being. But how unfortunate not to leave a way to get it out. It would be useless to she and her brother if they didn't control that vessel. And she was pretty sure there were safeguards. Traps.
There were always traps.
Arguments. She and her brother fought over which way to go, what direction to take. He wanted to find the Wraith and strip the witch's powers back. He also believed infiltrating the Society was best. They had knowledge. Centuries of events she and he were not a part of, and perhaps a map to where their mother was buried.
Ah… Scylla. Always the bookworm. He had a face that could soften the most hardened soul and turn a peaceful culture to war, but he was always preoccupied by knowledge. Except during those rare but insightful moments when he craved lust, blood, and death.
She knew where the
Grimoire's
Guardian was. She wanted the book…but a smaller part of her wanted the young man holding the book. She knew that was the human part of the template. Something buried in that woman's subconscious. When Charybdis looked into that place, she found a wealth of seething, repressed hatred. Jealousy, anger, retribution, rage.
Rage at what the Ethereal Gabriel had done.
Rage at what the Wraith had done.
And rage at what she had done.
Self loathing.
Yuck! No. Charybdis did not want that, so she tossed it aside as if flicking a speck from her jacket.
And what a fine jacket! She modeled one of the witch's leather pea coats in the full length mirror of her room. It wasn't a bad body. It could be improved. With money
And Rhonda had access to a lot of money.
Scylla stepped into the room. He was dressed for traveling. "So this is it then?"
She stared at him. "It's your choice. I didn't ask you to leave."
"I think you're wrong. We need information. And we can get that information here."
"I'm going back to establish a power base, Scylla. We're going to need it."
"You have a power base. You don't need to return to the 'Pheral to check on it."
"Oh but I do," she said as she moved from the mirror and put her hands on her brother's cheeks. "Warmth. Can you cherish this feeling? This is what the Faerie value and I have it. I have a body! I can walk in the Material World, Scylla. We both can."
He gently removed her hands and clasped his fingers in hers. "You just don't see beyond the 'Pheral do you? There's more out there. The Ethereal and Abysmal still exist, Charybdis. Don't you want revenge against those that locked us in that hell, that burned our minds and bodies? There are much larger issues at stake here than what the Faeries want."
"Of course I want revenge. I want the book! The book is where the spell is, where we will find a way to burn the Seraphim in its throne!"
"I know. And you can get the book. But not yet. We have to know more. We have to strategize—"
She wrenched her hands from him and stepped back. "You strategize all you want. I will act."
He looked sad. "Then you will fail, sister. And you will be burned again."
"Not if I have the book. The book has the spell that can free our mother!"
Scylla sighed. "Does it? That's what we've been lead to believe. But only one other knows that truth."
She smiled at him. "I'm not going on some hopeless journey to find our uncle, Scylla. I am going to get the book."
"Charybdis, we work better together. I think we should look into the Wraith. Now that you have that body, you know it no longer possesses magic. That creature stripped the key of the God Mother's blood from it."
Her eyes turned red with anger. "I thought you were lying." This much was true. She believed she would achieve power with this body. Power she could manipulate in the Material World. But it was gone. The blood still sang, but there was no one to hear its call. She turned back to the mirror. "We have the book, then we have the means to free out mother and destroy them all. Including this Wraith."
He leaned his head to one side. "Why are you protecting her? Is it the girl? Is there something of her soul still with you? I sensed from her thoughts she and the Wraith were friends."
"No," she hissed. "There is nothing left of her except what I want. And I want that book."
"We should look for our sibling—"
"Chimera will not help!" She reached up and grabbed his throat. Scylla didn't move. "He will only get in the way. He guards mother. I can sense him. We get the book and we get the spell."
Calmly, and with poise, Scylla removed his sister's hand from his neck. "You never did have patience."
"And I never will. Not until every one that hurt us, every one that betrayed us, and the one that burned us pays. You get your information. I will get the book. And then we will meet again and burn the Seraphim and all the Choirs in their home, just as they set us afire all those centuries ago."
They stood on the porch of Rhonda Orly's home and watched the white van. He turned to her and pulled his sister into his arms. Kissing her was his greatest pleasure, and hers. The men in the white van would see was a man name Remi, and a woman named Rhonda, parting.
He
whispered
to her.
They are watching you.
They will never see me leave. Infiltrate them, brother. My Incubus.
He smiled at her.
My Succubus.
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