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Up to speed


“How much longer?”

It had been two weeks since the incident with Trina and I’d asked Sariah the same question at least a hundred times since then. Luckily, she didn’t seem to mind and kept giving me the same answer.

“It will take as long as it takes.”

We were at Good Ink and Sariah was seated at the reception desk. It was around 10 p.m. and Mikey was out on his smoke break. I was expecting a client in around an hour and I had some time to reflect on everything that had happened over the past few weeks. If I really thought about it, the fact that I was now living with a vampire who had been assigned to protect me by my father, who I was only recently reunited with and learned was a fallen angel, sounded like something out of a deeply unpopular fifth tier manga series, but there I was, and I’d mostly stopped questioning it.

Except the part about my other hot vampire bodyguard turning my former receptionist into a vampire, which was taking way longer than I had originally anticipated.

“So, what’s the process exactly?” I asked, fully expecting to be brushed off again. Even though Sariah was more open than Margot, getting information out of her was all about asking the right questions.

“Well, Katie’s blood has to be drained completely before the transition can happen,” the stunningly beautiful blonde said, and even though I knew that part already, the thought of it still made me intensely uncomfortable. “That can take some time. Margot will give her some of her blood, then drain more of Katie’s, until she’s about to expire, then the cycle starts again. Luckily they have Tyler acting as a donor and he’s been extremely…compliant.”

“Jesus,” I mumbled. She was talking about Katie’s abusive ex, who was currently tied up in their basement apartment down the street, and even though he deserved it, the entire process sounded exhausting. “It must be a pain in the ass.”

“It is,” Sariah said. “That’s why we rarely do it, but in Katie’s situation, the only other option was to let her die. Even if she could’ve gotten a blood transfusion, the wounds from the succubus would not heal. Vampires have a natural resistance to demon venom so her body will be able to fight off any lingering infection.”

“And that’s why Belial sent you, right?”

“Yes — partly; the demons coming after you can’t harm us,” she paused and thought. “Well, that’s not entirely true…” The phone rang, interrupting her, and I let Sariah answer it. She was great at dealing with telemarketers and I needed to caffeinate for my eleven o’clock appointment. I was dragging and not just because it was late.

Sariah was insatiable and I was pretty sure I was anemic. I needed to go to the pharmacy and get some iron supplements if I was going to keep letting her feed on me. Something in my blood made vampires crazy and even though she didn’t need to drink that much, it was enough that I felt woozy by the time she was full.

It was definitely worth it, but that, combined with everything else that was going on, made me physically exhausted. I listened as Sariah booked an appointment for the next day, chatting comfortably with whoever was on the other end, and smiled like an idiot. I really liked her and not just because she’d saved my life.

“What?” I asked as Lemmy stared at me judgementally. “I don’t know what that means.”

He and Margot had some sort of psychic connection, but I had to guess what the little guy was thinking and I didn’t feel like trying to figure it out. I turned on my coffee machine and got it set up, hoping a shot of caffeine would help keep me going for the rest of the night. The process was relaxing and I got lost in my strange thoughts for a few minutes as the black liquid poured out of the spigot.

“Rhys!” A familiar voice boomed behind me and I turned around to see my former mentor and boss, Jack. He was the only guy I’d ever worked for and ran Good Ink for twenty years before selling it to me. “How’s it going, man?”

He gave me a half hug and a pat on the back, then leaned down to give Lemmy a kiss on the head. The tiny chihuahua stayed still and let it happen, but even without a psychic connection, I could tell he wasn’t crazy about it.

“What are you doing here, man? I thought you were living it up in the Dominican Republic.”

“I am. It’s great, but there was some family stuff going on and I had to come back home to deal with it.” Jack shook his head and crossed his beefy arms before exhaling. The guy was about twenty years older than me and looked it. He’d lived a hard life and had no regrets, the pronounced lines on his face were a testament to that and even though he had a full head of jet black hair, he kept it shaved, giving him the look of a guy who didn’t take shit, but also didn’t mind giving it out.

“Nothing bad, I hope,” I said as the coffee finished and I offered it to him. “Take it, I’ll make myself another.”

“Thanks.” He groaned when he tasted it. “You can’t get shit like this back home. They’ve only got the instant stuff. Maybe I’ll get one of these machines and take it back with me.” I hadn’t seen him in a few years, but he’d always stop by when he was back in town for some free work. That had been part of the deal and I was happy to honor my end of the agreement.

“You still seeing that girl you took with you? What was her name?”

“Who? Sabrina? Nah, she left after a few months. I’m with someone more age appropriate now and my life is a whole lot easier.” I laughed. Jack was famous for dating women who were way too young and constantly got his heart broken. “I’d like to think that I’ve learned my lesson, but we’ll see how this goes.”

“That’s good to hear,” I said, deciding to cut to the chase. “So is this just a social call or are you looking for a free touch up?”

A bellowing laugh erupted from him and Sariah raised her eyebrows at the distinctive sound. I’d missed my old boss, but I always forgot how much space he took up.

“Jesus, you know me too well. I don’t trust the guys down there and I want to cover up something. Thought maybe you could do a quick fix for me.”

“Yeah, no problem. I’m expecting someone, but I should be able to finish you up before he gets here.” I motioned towards the table and got to work setting up my equipment.

“What's with the turtleneck? You look like an out of work mime.” Jack let out a raspy laugh as I ran my finger between the uncomfortable wool blend fabric and my neck. Sariah had suggested wearing a scarf instead but that was a hard no and I dug this thing out of the back of my closet. Trina always bought me stuff she liked and it usually went to Goodwill, but I was glad I’d held onto this monstrosity.

“It's laundry day,” I said with a shrug as I tried to laugh off my odd sartorial choice. The bite marks on my neck were clean, but noticeable and I needed to have a chat with Sariah about possible alternative locations for her feeding. Right now I was her sole source of nourishment and while it felt good, the situation definitely wasn’t ideal.

Jack finished his coffee and pulled off his shirt, then laid face down on the table assuming the familiar position on his stomach. His entire back was covered and I looked around for the name buried in the skulls, hearts, flowers and various other ephemera that decorated the expanse of skin. I slid on my work glasses and some latex gloves and started up the machine.

“Which one’s the problem?” I asked, running my finger over the chaotic web of designs. He was a recovering alcoholic and actually got his start doing prison tattoos when he was in his late teens. Compared to him, I was a choir boy and he always said that having me around kept him honest, whatever that meant.

“Being the dumb fuck I am, I got Sabrina’s name added to that rose on my shoulder. Could you just fill it in? Lyn really doesn’t like it.” I assumed that Lyn was his new girlfriend, but didn’t bother asking. This was the sixth time I’d had to do this and I was pretty sure it wouldn't be the last.

“Who's that hot piece you have working out front and where’s Katie?” he asked in his raspy smoker’s voice.

“Katie ran off with some guy — who knows if she’ll be back. Sariah’s filling in until I can find a permanent replacement.” That was the lie I’d told Mikey and it was easy enough to believe that he didn’t ask any other questions.

“I knew that would happen eventually.” Jack rested his chin on his hands and I stretched out the weathered skin where the offending name was located.

“You just want it filled in or something over it?” I wasn’t crazy about doing revisions, but I’d gotten pretty good at it and would rather do it than a fill any day. Fills broadcast that you’d made a mistake and generally screwed up the flow of the existing artwork.

“Just fill it in. I don’t know what to cover it with anyway.”

“You got it,” I said as I got my gun ready, then leaned over Jack’s back. He jerked slightly at the first contact from the needle and I laughed. “Haven’t done this for a while, have you?”

“Look who’s talking. You’ve got less ink than any artist I’ve ever met.”

“What can I say, I want to keep my skin clean for when I decide what I really want. It's a big decision.” He laughed at that and I started filling in the square that surrounded the name.

I only had a couple of tattoos, mostly due to the fact that I got into the profession later in life than usual and Trina not liking ink, but a lot of clients saw that as a liability. When I explained that it wasn’t like I could do work on myself anyway, they would usually chill out about it. I had a couple of small geometric designs on my arms and I liked the way they looked, so I had no plans for additional work anytime soon.

The process went smoothly and I added a little gradient so it didn’t look like he was trying too hard to cover something up, then wiped away the blood. I knew Sariah enjoyed the smell and I imagined that it must be like working in a restaurant and smelling food all day. Her sense of smell was incredible and she said that she could catch the scent of a drop of blood from a few hundred feet away. It was helpful when hunting, but made the current situation less than ideal.

“Ok, you’re done,” I announced ten minutes later and he rested on his elbows as I cleaned up the area. “Want me to add the new one’s name somewhere?” I was mostly teasing, but he shot me a dirty look.

“So what’s going on with Trina? I know you two divorced, but the last time we spoke, she was still giving you shit.”

I thought about my ex wife and the last time I saw her and memories of what I’d done raced through my mind. She wasn’t the person I thought she was and I didn’t exactly have a choice, but I’d always carry some guilt about how it ended.

“She finally left. I don’t think I’ll be hearing from her again.” I tried to be as non-committal as possible. Trina didn’t have any family that I knew of and I still wasn’t sure if she’d always been a succubus or if she’d been possessed at some point. Sariah said that there was no way to tell and that her soul was likely cast out into oblivion so we’d never know. I was having a difficult time with all of this and just tried not to think about it too much.

“Lucky you. Maybe you could tell me what you did so I can get my exes off my back,” he joked as he hopped off the table and pulled on his shirt. He grabbed his things and headed for the front door and I shook my head, wishing that it had ended differently.

“You don't want to know,” I mumbled before saying goodbye and waving him off.
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The waiting game


“You’ve been doing an amazing job. Thanks so much for helping out,” I said to Sariah as she climbed onto the bike behind me. I didn’t bother giving her my spare helmet, she didn’t really need it. From what she told me, vampires could get hurt, but healed so quickly in most cases that it was almost as if they were impervious to injury.

We sped off and she wrapped her arms around my waist then squeezed her thighs tightly around me. It felt good and I let everything else slip away as we cruised home.

The night air was cool and even though I was enjoying the ride, I took a shortcut home. Sariah needed to eat and I was tired. I pulled into the driveway, parked and let Lemmy out of his basket. The two of us waited patiently for the chihuahua to finish up and it felt like a good time to talk about her and Katie and what happened next, but I didn’t want to keep nagging her.

“I still don’t really know anything about you other than the fact that you lived in Paris a few hundred years ago and were burned at the stake for being a witch.”

“Honestly, there’s not much to tell,” she said, giving me an innocent look as she batted her long eyelashes, and I found that very hard to believe.

“Well, you said that you were a thousand years old — I’m sure you’ve seen some shit.” She shrugged, making it clear that she didn’t want to talk about her past. It was like this every time I tried to learn more about her and I couldn’t tell if her story was too traumatic or if she didn’t think I could handle it. I decided to change the subject to something more domestic.

“Do you think the basement’s going to be big enough for the three of you?” I asked. Margot and Katie were still in their rented space, but once Katie’s transition was complete, I wanted them closer to me. The recent separation had been difficult and Margot not being with me was painful. I needed them both nearby and would do whatever it took to make that happen.

My basement was big, basically the footprint of the house and I’d already partially renovated it when Trina and I were still together. My original plan had been to turn it into a man cave, but the girls needed a safe, dark space to sleep and I wanted to keep them as close to me as possible. Sariah had been staying with me and we’d made a few improvements so it was cozier and more in line with what they needed to stay safe during the day.

“It’s almost the same as our current flat. As long as there’s no light, I don’t really care. We go into a sort of mini hibernation when we sleep where our bodies shut down almost completely; as long as it’s safe and dark the place itself isn’t much of a concern.” I appreciated how easygoing she was. Trina had been extremely high maintenance, redecorating the house at the drop of a hat; all Sariah wanted was a dark hole to sleep in.

It was a nice change of pace.

Lemmy finished his business, then kicked the grass and stared at me to let me know he was done and that we could now go inside. Even though he liked Sariah and Margot, it was obvious he was unhappy that our evenings were no longer spent planted in front of the television. I opened the door and locked it behind us once everyone was inside. The lock wouldn’t keep out the worst of what was after me, but if it had to break down the door, at least I’d have some advance notice.

“Don’t you need coffins or something to sleep in?” I walked to the sink and got a glass of water. Sariah waited patiently for me to finish, but I could tell that she was hungry and tried to hurry up.

“No, those are only for emergencies,” she said when I finally put the glass in the sink, then grabbed my hand and pulled me towards her. “We actually prefer making a nest.”

“What, like a bird’s nest?” I tried to imagine a big straw bed with feathers sticking out in the basement and it wasn’t working.

“No,” she laughed. “Just a bunch of blankets and pillows, you know — cozy and comfortable. Margot and I always sleep together and Katie probably will too, unless she decides to go off on her own.”

“Does that happen?” I couldn’t imagine Katie just picking up and leaving, but I also knew nothing about vampires, so I couldn’t discount the possibility completely.

“Sometimes,” Sariah said as she licked her lips. I’d gotten used to the way her eyes locked on to me when she wanted a snack. “If they don’t like their maker, or if they start a relationship with a mortal, or they just decide that they want to move on. It can be a difficult decision, but we live difficult lives and loss is constant.”

Her voice trailed off and sadness filled her blue eyes. I’d never be able to understand what she was going through, but I wrapped my arms around her cool body and pulled her close. We’d only known each other for a short amount of time, but I felt closer to her and Margot than I’d ever felt with anyone before and I’d do anything to help them, even though they were technically there to protect me.

“Forming a family is important for us. It's easy for vampires to lose themselves to darkness if they're alone too long.” Sariah said as she grabbed my hand and led me down the hall. Her pace was slow and her footsteps so light that the creaky floorboards made no noise as she passed across them. The way her hips swivelled was hypnotic and I started getting hard as I realized that the night definitely wasn’t over yet.

I turned on the lamp by the bed, watching as she casually peeled off her clothes, leaving nothing behind but a pair of black lace panties, and crawled onto the soft mattress, her nearly naked body lithe and pale, patting the empty space next to her when she was situated. Even though we'd fucked a few dozen times at that point, just looking at her made me feel weak. She stared at me, her eyes glowing softly, a smile curling her red lips.

“What?” she asked and I realized that I couldn’t form the words for what was in my mind. Margot could read my thoughts, well not my thoughts exactly, but an approximation of what I was thinking. Sariah had the opposite power, the ability to influence my thoughts and I wondered if there was some of that happening now.

“Nothing, just, you know…everything.” My response was incoherent, but it didn’t matter. She knew how I felt about her and as my eyes drifted down to her full, round breasts, her tightening nipples and her narrow waist that flared out into deliciously curvy hips, I wanted to fuck her more than I’d ever wanted anything else in my life.

My turtleneck was chafing me and I remembered that I needed to have a discussion with her about feeding options. I loved when she latched onto my neck — the sensation was like nothing else I’d ever experienced — but for the long term, it wasn’t sustainable. I didn’t know how to bring it up, though, and didn’t want to risk her deciding not to drink from me at all.

Sariah crawled onto her knees and helped me tug off my clothes, then pulled me close, pressing her lips against my chest. Electricity from her touch permeated my body as the soft little kisses she gave me before digging in and the anticipation of what was about to happen sent me into a stupor. The entire situation was so exciting, but I managed to hold off, grabbing her shoulders and gently forcing her away even though every part of me was screaming to just let her do it.

“Sariah,” I said as she licked her lips, her tongue sliding across her elongated teeth seductively. “Can we talk for a second?”

“Sure.” An amused smile curled her lips as we got onto the bed and she grabbed my hand, squeezing it tightly as she stared. Her pupils were dilated and she looked exactly like the predator that she was, but we needed to discuss the current situation. “Is something wrong?”

“No, everything’s amazing.” I could feel her attempts at probing my mind and pushed her away, needing to explain the problem in actual words, not a mess of jumbled thoughts. “It’s just that you leaving, uh, puncture wounds on my neck is causing some issues.” She covered her mouth with her hands, an embarrassed look on her face. That was exactly what I was worried about and held out my hands to calm her down.

“I’m so sorry,” she said. “You should’ve said something sooner. There are other places on your body that are just as good. Your arm…” I shook my head.

“It needs to be somewhere discreet. In my line of work, people don’t want to see open sores on the guy tattooing them, do you know what I mean?”

“Oh shit, I didn’t even think about that,” she said, resting the palm of her hand against her forehead as she leaned back on her heels and I was glad that I brought it up. When Trina and I went to a marriage counselor, she told us that communication in relationships was key and even though that ultimately didn’t fix anything with my ex wife, I felt like in this case, it was actually working.

“What about your leg?” she asked, spreading my thighs apart, then running her finger down the inside of my thigh. The sensation sent a jolt through my already aroused body and my skin pimpled.

“Yes, that’s perfect, just be careful, alright? I don’t want to end up like Katie.”

“You’ll be fine, I promise.” Her voice was like velvet and I calmed slightly, but kept my eyes on her as she searched for the right spot. I tended to chitchat when I was nervous and this time was no exception.

“So you turned Margot? Does that make you her mother?” Sariah wrinkled her nose, then slid her finger down my thigh, still searching for the right spot and I took a few deep breaths. I preferred the intimacy of her feeding from my neck, but I also lived a life outside of fucking her and sacrifices had to be made.

She licked her lips when she found what she was looking for on my inner thigh and having her so close to my dick set up a whole new layer of concern. What if she missed? What if she hit a vein and I bled out? She’d done this a million times, why was I so freaked out about it?

I laughed uncomfortably and she stared at me with a confused expression on her pretty face.

“I guess that would be the closest analogy, but the bond is stronger than that of a birth parent. I know when she’s frightened or worried and it affects me too,” I thought about it as she kissed the skin on my thigh lightly, almost as if she was preparing it, then sunk her teeth into the soft flesh.

I didn’t know what I’d been expecting but at first I only felt the pinch from her teeth piercing my skin. When she bit my neck, it would only be a matter of seconds before the chemical reaction happened and endorphins released into my bloodstream. Right now it just hurt and I hoped that this wouldn’t mean that I’d never be able to experience pleasure from her feeding on me again.

My heart pounded in my chest and I stroked her blonde hair, waiting, trying not to let on that I wasn’t enjoying myself. A few seconds later, the bliss hit me like a freight train. I was already stiff, but my dick turned into an iron rod and my head was swimming as she continued to drink, glancing up at me when she was sated, then daintily licking the spot that had been punctured like a cat with a bowl of milk.

“Is that better?”

“Yes,” I breathed as she moved her attention to my cock. She kissed it, her canines still extended and some insane part of me wondered what it would feel like if she drank directly from my dick. I immediately dismissed that thought as she slid her tongue around the soft skin. “Could you put your teeth away?”

“Yeah, sorry,” she giggled as she apologized and the pointed canines returned to their normal length before taking me between her full lips and sucking. I clenched the sheets as the chemical reaction heightened every sensation and her cool tongue wrapped around the head, then down the seam before she took me into her mouth again.

I still hadn’t gotten completely used to the present from my dad, but she seemed to enjoy it and as she gripped me with both hands, bobbing her blonde head up and down, she unlocked her jaw and I slid into her throat.

“Fuck,” I moaned, gripping the sheets as she laughed and I could feel the vibration from her throat as I went deeper. “Where did you learn to do that?”

It was a dumb question and she laughed again before pulling away and resting her cool gaze on me.

“You’re not exactly my first, Rhys. I’ve been doing this for a while.” She paused and stared at me with her intense gaze. “But so far, you’re my favorite.” Her words were like honey and I wanted to believe what she told me, but the doubts came rushing back.

She says that to everyone, asshole.

I pushed the disturbing thought away and tried to relax as she mounted me, bringing my hands to her perfect tits as she slid onto my cock. Each inch was pure bliss and I brushed my thumbs over her stiff peachy nipples as she ran her fingers through her blonde hair and began to shift her hips, riding me slowly, then speeding up as her body responded and I could feel her getting closer to the edge as she clenched, then released, sending me into a spiral.

“I’m not lying,” she purred as she leaned over to kiss me and I tried to let go of my doubts, but they were always there, just forgotten for the time being. Her movements grew quicker and I needed to slow things down, so I rolled her onto her back, pulling out to give myself a break.

“I appreciate that, but you’ve been doing this for a thousand years,” I said, trying to lighten the mood. “I’d like to think I’m the best you’ve ever had, but come on…”

“I don’t lie, Rhys,” she said, then paused and corrected herself. “I don’t lie about important things and you’re important to me.”

That confession made me feel good and even though the doubts were still there, they subsided slightly and I tried to enjoy myself. She was perfect and obviously into me and that was all that mattered. There was no need to try to fix things that weren’t even broken.

My lips found hers again, kissing her softly as she wrapped her long legs around me and I slid inside. She was so wet and tight and as my thrusts intensified as I pinned her hands over her head, biting her perfect breasts as I tried to hold off, feeling like I could fuck her for eternity and never get enough. Soft moans escaped her lips and she arched her back against the mattress, clenching around me as my heart raced and I pulled out, then kissed down her toned stomach until I reached her cleft.

She parted her legs, staring at me as she chewed on her fingernail and smiled. I kissed the inside of her thighs, then spread her pale lips apart, exposing the soft pink skin and sliding my tongue through her cool, wet folds. She tasted like honey and spices and I buried my tongue inside of her before turning my attention to her clit. Her moans filled the room and as I sucked and licked the tiny nub, she clenched the sheets, writhing beneath me and I couldn’t hold off any longer.

I pulled her to her knees, pushing into her tight wet hole in a single thrust and grabbing her hips. Each pump sent me closer to the edge and when she looked back at me, her canines extended as her pink tongue slid over one, I lost it, exploding inside of her as she clenched around me, then collapsed onto the mattress.

The sun would be rising soon and I knew Sariah had to go downstairs to sleep. I pulled her close and she nestled her body against mine, enjoying the last few minutes we had together. I was happy that the nights were growing longer, but wished that she could fall asleep in my arms. My thoughts were a jumbled mess and when she spoke, I jolted back to reality.

“I was high priestess at the only shrine to Eos,” she said softly, the revelation so sudden that I had a hard time processing it.

“The Greek goddess of dawn, right?”

“Very good,” she said, her praise sending chills through me. I was more familiar with Roman mythology, but so much of the dogma was the same that it was almost interchangeable. “Because she was ephemeral, her cult was not powerful, but we worshiped her daily, rising with the sun and offering sacrifices at dawn to greet the new day.”

“So you’re Greek?”

“No, Thracian. I was sold to the temple by my parents when I was sixteen. On the first day of each new year, they would offer a virgin sacrifice and I was to be the annual…gift.”

“What the fuck?” I knew that antiquity was brutal but that was on another level.

“Well it obviously didn’t happen. I offered myself to an obliging priest who subsequently deemed me unfit for the ritual.” She scoffed and I kissed the top of her head and pulled her closer

“Jesus. So what, they just kept you around anyway?”

“Yes. I served for three years as a novice, then a priestess and several years later, I assumed leadership of the temple. It was situated on the cliffs of an isolated island in the Aegean. I would rise at dawn and offer prayers so that Eos would open the gates for the light of day. It was the best time of my life. Of course, that was when the Persians arrived and I was abducted and sold to their king.” She let out a hollow laugh and my skin prickled. “My body and soul belonged to him and his gift to me was immortality. I wasn’t interested, I wanted to die and be welcomed by Eos, where I belonged, but he insisted.”

“He forced you to become a vampire? That’s so fucked up.” All of this felt insane, but my passing familiarity with the period led me to believe that she wasn’t lying. Human life held little value and people were traded like commodities.

“I can't explain in modern terms what our relationship was. He owned me but cared for me deeply in the way that you would a beloved pet. He wanted to spend eternity with me and I had no choice but to agree.”

“He died though.” I was vaguely familiar with Cyrus the Great, but thought he'd been killed in battle.

“No, he decided to quietly abdicate,” she replied with a faint shake of her head. “We travelled to Pasargadae, where we lived together by the sea for a hundred years. Eventually, he became enamored with another woman and I was able to escape. That was when I learned how to truly survive.”

I tried to imagine what she was describing, but I couldn’t. The idea of living that long was simply inconceivable and the circumstances surrounding her transition too terrible to even look at as a positive. What she had said before about having no choice suddenly made sense.

“Is Cyrus still alive?”

“Yes,” she murmured. “Occasionally he'll track me down, but I’ve managed to resist the urge to return, even though he is my maker and that bond is difficult to break. I don’t want to be his possession again and he wouldn’t want me any other way.”

“How have you survived so long?”

“I didn't, really,” she said with a laugh, acknowledging her time spent with Belial, then continued. “Humans tend to dismiss things they can't explain. We exploit this, use it to our advantage,” Sariah said as I stroked her silky blonde hair. “It took me years to realize that, but once I did, I thrived.”

There was truth to what she said. I thought back about the weird things I noticed happening with Margot. I’d tried to just push them away so that I could focus on my daily life and ended up falling deeper into their world. Rays of sun peeked over the horizon and even though I wanted to hear more, I knew she had to leave.

“Do you want me to go with you?” I asked. It felt weird not to sleep together and she shook her head.

“It’s better if you stay here. I’ve been told it can be disturbing to watch us rest.” She rolled out of bed and grabbed one of my dirty t-shirts, tugging it over her naked body. I always offered her a clean one but she insisted that she enjoyed ‘basking in my scent’ when she slept.

“Why?” I asked. There was so much to unpack and I’d only scratched the surface.

“Well, we sleep with our eyes open, and since we don’t really breathe, it looks like we’re dead. It’s normal to me, but I’ve heard that it can be extremely unpleasant for the living to witness.” She slid her finger down my chest and pressed her cool body against mine, then whispered in a tone that caused my skin to prickle. “We also tend to attack blindly if we're disturbed. I don't want anything bad to happen to you.”

I heard little taps in the hallway and the door opened. Lemmy trotted in, then walked up the small staircase I'd placed by the bed. He curled into a tiny ball on the pillow next to me and I was glad that I wouldn’t be sleeping completely alone.

Sariah leaned down to give me a kiss, then left, closing the door softly behind her and I fell into a deep sleep.
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Impulse control


I idly sipped a cup of coffee, staring out of the kitchen window as the sun sank past the treeline in the empty lot across the street. Sariah was still downstairs and I sorted through the pile of bills on the counter. I was still hurting over what I’d done to Trina, but at least I no longer had to pay alimony. I smiled at that, then immediately felt guilty and got back to business.

Lemmy started whining and I walked him into the backyard, picking up a few dead leaves as he did his thing, then stared at me to go back inside. I still remembered what he had morphed into and it was hard to believe that such a vicious creature was somewhere inside that tiny body.

“You done?” I asked and he let out a little bark. It was late October and the sun was setting earlier. Nights were longer and I would be seeing more of the girls as the winter wore on. I wondered if they were simply constrained by daylight or if they needed a set amount of rest. I made a mental note to ask Sariah later and followed Lemmy back inside and down the hall to the fridge. I’d always given him those hard pellets, but after everything he did for me, I decided to splash out on some human grade food.

It was expensive, but the little guy was worth every penny.

I had a couple of hours before I had to get to work and did a few chores around the house. The toilet was still making a loud creaking noise, but since I was the only one using it, I figured that fixing it wasn’t urgent. When the sun finally sank below the horizon, the basement door opened and my mind cleared. Sariah stretched, then sauntered towards me and got on her toes for a kiss. She lingered for a few minutes, her cool lips sweet and moist and I secretly hoped that she was interested in more than a kiss. When she pulled away abruptly, I realized that wasn’t going to happen.

“I'm going to go check on Margot and Katie,” she said and I nodded.

“I'll be leaving for work in about thirty minutes. Are you coming?”

“Yes. Be back soon.” She gave me one last kiss, then disappeared. I was still getting used to her sudden departures, but like everything else, it was just a part of my new life and I’d have to live with it.

I got a shower, shaved and dressed. By the time I was done, I heard movement outside and figured that Sariah was back and ready to go. I hoped that she had good news about Katie, but when I left the bathroom I was shocked by a familiar face waiting for me in the kitchen.

“Hi Rhys,” Katie purred as she fixed her dark gaze on me. I stared at my former receptionist for a few beats, happy to see her, but fully aware that she wasn’t the same person she used to be. Something was off, well, besides the obvious, and I couldn’t put my finger on it. She ran her fingers through her long, brown hair as she gave me a brilliant smile as my gaze drifted down her voluptuous body and I realized what it was.

“What happened to her tattoos?” I asked Margot, who was looking on like a proud parent.

“They healed,” she replied. “Anything that wasn’t naturally part of her is reverted, so dental work, implants, whatever, disappears.”

“What do you think?” Katie asked, a diabolical grin on her face as she spun in a circle. She looked incredible, but she was already gorgeous. Now she was just…more gorgeous.

Her hazel eyes now had flecks of gold and her tanned skin had lightened to its natural olive tone. She had always been curvy, but her waist tapered into a tight point and her breasts were high and firm. She obviously wasn't wearing a bra beneath the fitted black dress that was one of Margot's cast offs and her sharp nipples pointed directly at me.

“You definitely look better than the last time I saw you,” I said and Margot snorted. Katie took a few tentative steps towards me and licked her lips. My skin crawled as the vibration inside me intensified and Katie glanced at Sariah, excitement filling her eyes, then giggled.

“Can I feed on him?” she asked as she grabbed Margot’s hand and licked her lips. I was suddenly nervous. Two vampires drinking my blood was a lot, but three would be too much.

“Not yet, Katie,” Margot said as she wrapped her arm around the younger vampire and smoothed her hair. The motion was extremely maternal and would’ve been sweet if they had been discussing anything but drinking my blood. “You’ve still got Tyler to snack on and I told you that I’m going to teach you how to properly hunt. Right now you should probably take a nap.”

Katie's full lips formed into a pout and I realized that I didn’t like the idea of hunting. They had assured me that they didn’t kill their victims, but Katie didn’t exactly look like she had much self control right now and I didn’t want her dragging any dead bodies home.

“Listen to Margot, sweetie,” Sariah cooed as she pushed a few strands of Katie’s brown hair behind her ear and I wasn’t sure where I fit into all of this. I really like Sariah and Margot and I’d always had a thing for Katie, but seeing her like this was frankly disturbing and I wasn't sure if I'd be able to get used to it.

Katie yawned loudly and I was surprised that she was tired already. It was still early evening and Margot and Sariah normally had no problem staying up all night. As usual, Margot was ready with the answer to my question before I even asked.

“Young vampires tire easily — they get…overstimulated.” I looked at Sariah and she shrugged. Being a parent was hard work and Katie wasn’t happy about being told what to do, but it was obviously for her own good.

“But he smells so…delicious and I’m hungry,” Katie pouted as her canines extended and she licked her lips. A chill raced through me and I realized that the old Katie I knew was gone and I wasn’t sure how I felt about this new and supposedly improved version. “I want to taste him. Just a few drops, come on! He’s just so sexy and delicious and uhhhh.” Katie stomped her feet and crossed her arms in frustration and I stared at Sariah as Margot gently wrapped her arm around the younger woman and whispered something into her ear.

“Pent up desires from our previous lives can manifest in new vampires. It's fairly common to stalk old acquaintances or crushes after being turned. Everything suddenly feels attainable, like there are no more limits,” Margot said and it sounded like she spoke from experience.

“I'm really, uh, happy to see you Katie,” I paused, then pointed at the door. “But I really need to get to work. We've fixed up the basement, so you can stay down there if you want…”

Katie suddenly lunged at me and Margot grabbed her arm, wrenching her away and I wondered if maybe Katie had unresolved feelings for me from before. The idea was intriguing but I filed it away. It didn't matter, right now she was in no shape to make any decisions about anything.

“I want to go to work too.” Katie's eyes glowed as she said that and I could feel her clumsy attempts to invade my thoughts. Fortunately she was too inexperienced and I was able to easily prevent the incursion.

“It's not a good idea right now,” Margot said, pulling her close and wrapping her arms around the other woman. The scene unfolding in front of me was devastating and I felt terrible. This never should've happened and it was completely my fault.

“Is there anything I can do?” I asked Margot and she shook her head as Katie sobbed, tears mixed with blood escaping her eyes. Everything about it was horrifying and I had no idea what to do to make the situation better.

“No, she’s still adjusting,” Margot replied, hugging the sobbing girl tighter and stroking her hair. “We all go through this phase. It takes time to get past the impulsivity and learn to accept what’s happening.”

“I don’t want this,” Katie sobbed and I suddenly regretted all of it. I should’ve just let her die, seeing her like this was brutal.

“You’ll feel better soon,” Sariah said. “We’ve all been through this and I promise that it gets easier.” The only sound in the small kitchen was Katie’s pitiful moans and I stared at Margot.

“I think it would be better if we start staying here. The three of us sleeping together will help calm her. Is the basement ready?” Margot asked as she looked at Sariah and the blonde nodded. I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t worried about Katie staying there, but I also couldn’t say no. It was my fault that she was in this situation and I couldn’t send her away. We’d get through this, but it wasn’t going to be easy.

“Rhys and I have been working on it. Want to see?” Margot looked excited and I felt slightly better. It wasn’t perfect, but when I flipped on the light and led the three of them downstairs, Margot looked impressed.

“It’s not much yet, but it should be cozy,” I said and motioned towards the massive mattress in the center of the room that was covered with plush blankets and pillows. The walls had been painted a dark purple that Sariah picked out and all of the windows blacked out with concrete blocks so it would be impossible for sunlight to get through. It had taken a few days to get everything sorted out, but I hoped it would do for now.

Katie ran towards the mattress, burrowing under the blankets excitedly before disappearing completely. Margot shrugged and sighed, then joined the other woman under the soft pile of bedding as Sariah and I left, turning the lights off behind us.

“I’m glad Katie is…alive,” I said. It wasn’t what I’d been expecting and she was nothing like the old Katie. I hoped that she would be able to get some semblance of her former self back.

“She’ll calm down. We all went through something similar. Think of it like puberty — her body and mind are undergoing massive changes and it takes some time to adjust.” Sariah’s explanation made me feel slightly better, but I couldn’t help but worry that what had happened was worse than death and that Katie would never forgive me.

Sariah and I left for work a few minutes later and as soon as I got to Good Ink, I was slammed. It felt like everyone in town wanted to get a tattoo and for some reason, they had decided we were the only option. I wasn’t complaining, the extra cash was nice, but it was hard to concentrate on work with so much other stuff going on.

“You ok?” Mikey’s voice steamrolled into my thoughts and I nodded as I looked through the logbook for the past few weeks. I kept things low tech on purpose and gave a cash discount, which the old timer’s loved. Credit cards were more likely to get chargebacks and dealing with that was a nightmare. Everything looked good, but something definitely felt off. I just couldn’t put my finger on it.

“Yeah, just checking the numbers,” I said as I closed the book. It was early evening and a Monday and that usually meant things would be slow.

“Do you know anyone that’s looking for a receptionist gig? I think Katie’s run off with that douchebag she was dating and I don’t know when she’s going to be back.”

“What about Sariah?” The way he said her name, with an extra emphasis on the second ‘a’, annoyed me. Sariah and Margot were hot and I didn’t mind if he looked, but I didn’t want him getting any ideas. The thought caused something primal to well up inside of me and I had to push it away before I could respond.

“She's just doing this as a favor and can’t come in until evening. I need someone I can count on, maybe just part time for now.”

“I can ask around.”

“Thanks.” I went back to the log book and he stood there staring at me. “Is there something else?”

“Yeah. I was wondering if I could get more of the split? I’m looking to move into my own place and, right now, I don’t think I’ll be able to afford it.”

Mikey had been working for me for six years and I understood that rent in the area was expensive. I closed the logbook and leaned back in the squeaky chair, crossing my arms as I stared at him. He was a good kid and it was time to do the right thing.

“Yeah, sure. You’re getting fifty percent now. Would fifty-five work? Next year, I could do sixty, but that will be it for a while, ok?” Most of the top artists kept almost the full amount for themselves, but Mikey was nowhere near that level and would most likely cap out at around seventy-five percent. I liked him, though, and didn’t want to lose him to another studio if I could help it.

“Sounds good,” he said, extending his hand. His forearms were heavily tattooed and even though he’d gotten most of them done before he decided to get into the business, they were good advertising. “I know you probably don’t want to talk about this yet, but I was thinking that maybe we could work something out like you and Jack, where I buy you out over ten years or so.”

“You’re right, I don’t want to think about that.” I was glad that he cared about his future, but I had no intention of leaving any time soon and had a growing family to support.

That thought almost made me laugh.
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That’s my boy


Sunlight hit my face and I groaned. It was time to get up and as soon as I cracked open my eyes, Lemmy started licking my face impatiently. Things had been going well, but I was physically and mentally exhausted. I didn't know if it was the bloodletting or the constant worry about whoever it was that wanted me dead, but the events of the past few weeks were snowballing and all of it was starting to get to me.

I threw my legs over the edge of the bed and shook my head, doing a mental inventory of the long list of things that needed to be done. Margot and Katie were sleeping when we got back from work the night before, but I stayed up with Sariah until it was time for her to go downstairs. She didn’t want to admit it, but she was having a hard time with Katie, too. I wanted things to go back to normal, or at least the way they were, but unfortunately, that wasn’t happening any time soon and I needed to learn to embrace the chaos.

I escorted Lemmy outside, then filled his food and water bowls before heading into the bathroom to take a leak. I wasn’t totally surprised when I ended up strolling into the familiar bar, but felt tragically underdressed wearing only a pair of boxers and a t-shirt.

“Sorry, I would've put on some clothes if I'd known I was leaving the house,” I mumbled as I walked barefoot across the sticky floor, not exactly thrilled that I had been summoned with zero notice.

Belial looked slightly better than the last time we met and I realized through the haze of exhaustion that I was actually happy to see him. The strange creature seated at the moderately dingy bar might be an asshole, but he was still my dad and I wanted to make a genuine effort to get to know him. The crowd was chill, chatting casually as Pour Some Sugar On Me blasted from invisible speakers. It seemed like an odd choice, but everything about the place was odd, so why question it?

“Good to see you, son.”

The way Belial said those words made me cringe, but I really wanted to form some sort of relationship with the guy and gave him a half hug before sitting down on the barstool next to him. He was dressed more casually than usual, wearing an oxford shirt that was neatly tucked into a pair of dark jeans, which gave him the appearance of a middle manager on casual Friday. “What do you want? It's on me.”

The bartender stared at me impatiently and I carefully studied the selection of liquor bottles behind him. I really hadn’t had the chance to sample any of the more obscure offerings and decided that I had a few hours free, so why not go for it.

“Yamazaki 55 on the rocks.”

“That’s my boy,” Belial said with a grin and slapped my back. I thought about how I'd never done anything like this with my adoptive father and the realization sent a scalding pain through my psyche. How could I even begin to compare the two men? One had raised me, clothed me, fed me, taught me the difference between right and wrong; the other just deposited some sperm into a woman he paid to fuck, then took off.

I tried not to dwell on it and when the bartender pushed an ornately carved crystal glass towards me, I thanked him. We sat in awkward silence for a few minutes and I wondered why I had been summoned.

“Ad absurdum,” I said, holding up my glass and Belial laughed as he clinked his glass against mine. “So, how’s everything?” I asked, taking a sip, the drink incredible as usual, and I gave the bartender a nod of appreciation. The surly dude returned the gesture, then went back to his endless task of cleaning the bar.

“Not bad, you?”

“Tired,” I said truthfully and Belial looked concerned. “But happy. Things have been…progressing, I guess.” I thought about that statement for a few beats, then decided to dive right in — there was no reason to beat around the bush. “What's really going on here? I feel like I’m missing out on some important information.”

“I think you’ve got the gist of it — you seem to know more about the general situation that most humans I come into contact with.”

“Yeah, but what else?” I leaned closer, suddenly worried about who might be listening and lowered my voice. “Did you ever meet God?”

Belial let out a nervous laugh and wiped his brow, shaking his head as he looked up. I wondered what the problem was, they were all in the same neighborhood — why was this one individual off limits?

“We don't talk about that.” Belial's eyebrows were raised and he looked physically uncomfortable. “Why couldn’t you have studied marketing or something? You ask too many goddamn questions. My other kids all went to business school and they don’t cause half the problems you do.”

“All of them?”

“Yeah, well we’ve got a lot of luminaries of finance in the neighborhood, so it was an easy choice when they were deciding what they wanted to do with their lives.”

“You actually have to work in hell?”

“Why do you think it’s called hell?” Belial asked, completely seriously, and I laughed.

“That makes sense, I guess.” I took another sip of my drink and decided to loop back around to why all of this was happening in the first place. Conversations with him were tough, I never knew where they were going and had a really hard time staying on track.

“Any news about whatever it is that's going on with the guy?” It was one of the most ridiculous sentences I'd ever uttered and I felt like I was trying to keep from incriminating myself on a wiretap or something.

“Not yet. He's been seen hanging around and I know for a fact that he's upset about what happened with the succubus…”

“Trina.”

“Yeah. From what I understand, he thought it was going to be a tidy solution, but you surprised him.” I didn’t want to tell him how much the whole thing upset me or how I was still trying to process it. Trina may have been a demon who wanted to drain my life away from me, but she was also my wife and I did love her. “Nice job.”

“It was mostly Margot and Sariah.”

“You ultimately killed her — don’t brush it off. That’s a pretty big deal. By the way, I’m trying to figure out how to bring your mom here. She really wants to meet you, but it can get complicated with the unalive.”

“Unalive?”

“Yeah, uh, sorry. Most of us are obsessed with TikTok and got used to censoring ourselves with regards to certain sensitive topics,” he said as he took a sip of his drink and pulled a cigarette from the pack in front of him. I wanted to meet my birth mother, but I was still getting over the shock of finding out I was adopted and worried about how I’d react. My rational brain knew that she did what she had to do and that it was a difficult decision and that I had a good life, but my irrational brain hated her for being able to do it. “Anyway, I have to get the correct permits, file the paperwork, et cetera, et cetera. You know how miserable bureaucracy can be.”

“What’s she like?”

“She’s a good woman, just had a hard time, you know.” Belial was oddly compassionate, something I never would’ve expected from someone like him, but life was full of surprises. “Anyway, I’ll figure something out and let you know.”

We sat in silence for a few more minutes as he smoked and I realized that I should probably leave, but something was bothering me and I really felt like I needed to get it off my chest.

“I really appreciate that you’re looking out for me and Sariah and Margot are, well…amazing,” I said as Belial chuckled and I rolled my eyes. “But it would be nice to be able to fend for myself, especially since they can’t be around during the day.”

“Don’t worry, I’m working on that…” he started. “Besides, you know when you’re being approached by a supernatural entity. That’s not nothing.”

“I don't know, it just feels kinda weak,” I mumbled as I finished off the whiskey, wanting another, but not wanting to show up to work drunk.

“Don't say that. These things tend to grow stronger over time. Also, that’s probably just the beginning. If you have the capacity to absorb powers, it’s already a step in the right direction. You’re the first one of my kids that can do anything like that,” he exhaled a plume of smoke. “Well, you’re the only one who’s ever killed a demon, so maybe the others can, but I don’t know anything about it.”

“Really? Huh.” That was an interesting tidbit of information. “Are the rest of your kids, my brothers and sisters, angel or human or what?” I hadn’t really considered it up to that point. I assumed that I’d probably meet them eventually, but as of now, they were as real as characters in a book.

“They’re a pain in my ass is what they are,” he said with a snort. “I don’t know, they come from all over the place — human, demon, god, whatever. There’s a lot going on in the deep end of the pool and you guys are still hanging out in the kiddie section.”

“About your situation with being half angel and half whatever,” he waved his hand dismissively. “I've spoken with a few specialists and they told me that it is possible for you to become more, you know, like me.”

“What does that even mean?” I was curious.

“Well, you’d have access to the mortal and immortal realms as well as the ability to do a limited amount of teleportation.”

“Really? Teleportation?”

“Yes, well, that's something you don't want to try on your own, so please wait until I get some more information before you start testing it out.”

“How does it work? Is it like the movies and I just think about a place and I'm there?” I squeezed my eyes shut and imagined Good Ink, each detail clear in my mind. I saw the front sitting area, my chair, the small office in vivid detail and imagined myself appearing in the center of the back room as a chill raced through me.

I wasn't totally surprised when I opened my eyelids and saw Belial taking a drag off his cigarette and laughing.

“I said maybe, just calm down. We don't really know what you're capable of yet and I don't want this all to end before it begins. Understand?” I nodded. “You ever hear of Houdini?”

“Really?” I asked. Belial raised his eyebrows and I wasn’t certain what exactly to take from his acknowledgement, but even though I was skeptical, I was still impressed. “Wow.”

Did I want to become more like my dad? The thought was intriguing but I wasn't really sure what it would mean. I supposed that I had some angel in me, whatever that meant, but was it a DNA thing or something more ephemeral?

“All of the above,” Belial said. “It's in your blood and your mind, but because you're not fully one of us, there are only certain traits you can inherit.”

“Goddammit, could you stop invading my thoughts and leave me alone with my inner monologue for five fucking minutes?” Belial held up his hands defensively and I paused to take a deep breath before continuing. “Can full blooded angels be made?” I didn't expect an answer and wasn’t completely surprised when Belial simply finished his drink and slammed it down on the bar.

“That, son, is a question that is older than creation and best left to the theorists. Anyway, I've got someone else lined up who I think can help you out. They should be showing up in the next day or two, but more information than that, I cannot give you.”

I really wanted to take care of myself, but understood why I needed some help. The world was infinitely more complex than I could've imagined and I hoped that Belial was right and that this situation was temporary. I wanted Margot and Sariah to stay around because they wanted me, not because they felt obligated to my father.

“I think that's all, but I'll contact you again as soon as Enoch has more information.” He ashed out his cigarette, then turned to look at me.

“Thanks,” I said. “For everything, I mean it. I'm not ready to die yet.”

“Just hang in there. I’ll do what I can,” my dad said as he faded away and a few seconds later, it was just me, the bartender and my thoughts as I tried to make sense of everything he told me.

I knew it sounded insane, but the weirdest part of the entire situation was how much I liked Belial. I wouldn't say there was any real bonding, but I actually looked forward to seeing him. He seemed like an okay guy, besides all of the baggage he was carrying, and I felt like he understood me in a way that my adoptive parents never did. It was a lot to unpack and I waved at the bartender before turning to leave.
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Just another Tuesday


I stumbled back into my house, feeling slightly disoriented, but better about the general situation. It was nice to have someone looking out for me and I really appreciated that. I picked up my phone, scanning through my missed messages and saw one from Mikey saying that he found someone to work the front desk and relief washed through me. I didn’t have the bandwidth to train new staff, but I desperately needed someone who could be there during the day and deal with all the little bullshit things that somehow took more time than actual work.

I never thought of Katie as more than a seat warmer, but now that she was gone, I realized how much having her around helped lighten the load. It took me an hour to finish getting ready and I grabbed Lemmy and headed off to work.

The little guy had been acting antsy since I got back and I hoped that it didn’t mean that he knew something I didn’t. Since Margot wasn’t there to interpret, I just ignored it and hoped he’d get over whatever was bugging him. I walked through the front door of Good Ink, tossed my bag on the black leather sofa and turned my attention to Mikey and the cute blond chick I assumed was his candidate for the receptionist gig.

“Rhys, this is Cori, she's my roommate's brother's girlfriend.” The girl standing in front of me was in her early twenties. Except for a few script tattoos on her arms, she looked like she should be taking tennis lessons in a country club, not working reception at a tattoo parlor on the wrong side of town.

“Hi Cori, nice to meet you,” I hated conducting interviews and never knew what to ask. I motioned for her to take a seat on the sofa and I dragged the receptionist’s chair over to face her. “Do you have any experience?”

“Yeah,” she giggled as she wrapped a tendril of blonde hair around her finger and shrugged. “I worked at my dad's dental clinic over the summer.”

She was fine, not like hot fine, just perfectly ok. Her bleach blonde hair was in two loose braids, had a sprinkle of freckles dusting her pert nose and her voice sounded like she'd French kissed a helium tank. I wasn't sure how long I'd be able to handle it, but I hoped this situation would be temporary.

“You're hired. Just sit at the desk and greet people when they come in.” I looked at her again and made an executive decision. “I'll handle payments.”

The rest of the evening was surprisingly smooth and Sariah dropped in a few hours later. Things felt almost like they did before all of the crazy shit happened and it was nice to get back to some sort of normalcy. A nagging thought made me wonder if Belial had been exaggerating about the seriousness of the threat. There was no reason to think that any of what he told me was true and worrying about it wouldn’t help anyway, so I tried to not think about it too much and the rest of the week flew by.

Even though there were now four people living in my house, I felt more lonely than I had in a while. It was almost noon and I was eating cereal in the kitchen alone. Mikey had something going on today and I told him he could take the afternoon off.

I showered, then checked out the puncture wounds on my neck before getting dressed. They were mostly healed and I decided that it was time for the turtleneck to go. I was tempted to toss it in the garbage, then remembered that I might need it again and threw it in the dirty laundry basket instead, then left for work.

The late autumn scenery flew past and the weather was still nice, even though the leaves were changing and I could feel a chill in the air. I ran through a list of things I needed to do and tried not to think about what Belial had told me. The idea of teleporting was insane and I wanted to believe him about meeting my mom, but I wasn't going to hold my breath.

I parked in the alley, grabbed Lemmy and walked into the shop, absentmindedly greeting Cori, who was scrolling through her phone and chewing on a monster wad of gum. She wasn’t as good as Katie, but she was a warm body and hadn't screwed anything up and that was good enough.

“Did anyone come in yet?” I asked as I set Lemmy down on the floor. He was still acting anxious, but eventually trotted into the back room and positioned himself in his usual spot by my chair.

“Not really, it’s been slow. Mikey left about thirty minutes ago. Some guy came in trying to sell us solar panels and I told him to fuck off. That’s it.” She smiled, then returned to her phone and I walked to the back room and made myself some coffee. I hadn’t been spending as much time at the shop as I used to and I figured that it was a good thing. I was happier and the deep anxiety that I’d been experiencing since Trina and I split was almost totally gone.

I had been working on some sketches for a long-time client and headed into my small office, picked up the pad and focused on the design. It looked alright, but I could already see some areas that needed improvement..

Just as I was about to sit down and get to work,the front door opened and Cori greeted whoever it was that walked inside. We got a lot of walk-ins who were thinking about getting work done and I brushed it off until I felt my skin prickle. It was the same sensation I experienced when I met Enoch and Lemmy stood up, letting out a little growl. Concern filled me and I set down my sketch pad and looked towards the front door.

“Rhys Olberman! I'm looking for Rhys Olberman.” There was a short pause and the silky female voice continued, an octave higher and significantly more annoyed. “Goddammit! Is Rhys Olberman here? I need to speak with him right now!”

“Rhys! Apparently this…person who just came in needs to speak with you.” Cori called out and I motioned for Lemmy to stay put, then walked towards the front to greet the mentally unstable individual shouting my name.

I wasn't expecting the woman who turned to face me and as the electric currents grew more intense I realized that there was a very real possibility that she had come to kill me. As she gave me a haughty look, cutting her eyes with distaste, I had no doubt she would have zero problems going through with it.

Her immaculately fitted white suit draped over her perfect body like she had been born wearing it and as she shifted her stance, I realized that she was wearing nothing underneath. As she crossed her arms in front of her, the motion pushed up her tits and when she noticed me looking, she cocked her eyebrow in a challenging stare.

“You should go take your lunch break,” I said to Cori, but kept my eyes locked on the stranger. Tension filled the room as the woman gave me a practiced smirk and I was relieved that Cori appeared completely oblivious to the oddity of this situation.

“I get an hour, right?” she asked as she grabbed her purse and shoved her phone inside.

“Yeah, there's a sandwich place over on Jones. They'll give you a discount if you tell them you work here.”

“Sweet,” Cori mumbled, still blissfully unaware of any strange goings on, then turned and left. Once I was sure she was gone I flipped the sign to ‘Closed’, locked the door, then faced my guest, who was tapping her toes impatiently in a pair of impossibly high heels.

“Who are you?”

“My name is Aurora. Your father sent me.” Her voice had an odd affect that couldn’t be attributed to her accent. The words dripped out of her mouth like honey and it took me a few seconds to process exactly what she said.

“Belial sent you?” This was unexpected and while Margot and Sariah were sexy beyond belief, they looked like they could kick all sorts of ass. This woman, whoever she was, belonged on a yacht in the Mediterranean, getting in position to give some oligarch the best blow job he'd ever had.

I tried again.

“I'm Rhys,” I said as I stuck out my hand. She stared at it blankly. The buzzing intensified and I couldn’t figure out what it was related to. Simply being in her presence should set it off, but I had no clue why it would intermittently become more pronounced. I needed to have a serious talk with Belial about this stuff, but for some inexplicable reason, this type of shit never seemed important when we were together.

“I know.” Her gaze drifted over the studio as she crinkled her nose and I suddenly realized that she was here during the day.

She isn't a vampire. So what is she?

“Want some coffee?” I asked and she nodded. Something was off; she looked disoriented and I wasn't sure if there was something I should do or say, but she wasn’t volunteering any information. I motioned for her to follow me towards the back and noticed that Lemmy was staring intently at her. I wondered if he knew who she was. She glared back at him and my question was answered.

“I'd really like to confirm that Belial sent you. Apparently, there’s some guy after me and I don’t know who or what you are…” My voice trailed off and I glanced at Lemmy again. I felt like he would alert me if this woman was someone I should be concerned about, but he just sat there, staring at her with a perfect poker face.

“By all means, please do that,” she said with a smirk and I realized that I actually had no clue how to get in touch with my dad. He'd always just shown up before. I walked towards the toilet and opened the door. It was still a toilet. I whispered his name as I turned on the light and looked around for a secondary door or a portal or something.

Nothing. I turned off the light and casually walked back outside.

“I can’t seem to, uh, get a hold of him right now.”

“Look, you'll just have to trust me. If I wanted you dead, you would simply no longer exist,” she said smugly as I discreetly tried to figure out what sort of creature I was dealing with.

“Really? How does that work, exactly?” I crossed my arms and smirked. She could be a demon, but I didn’t get that vibe. Maybe she was another fallen angel? I hated this and had a brief fantasy about how blissfully boring my life was before all of this started happening.

“You see that plant over there?” I nodded and looked at the big decorative palm in the corner that Katie had insisted on buying. She said it livened up the place and was the only person who bothered taking care of it. Her recent absence meant that the leaves were drooping and I needed to remember to water it at some point. “Now you don't.”

She twisted her hand and the plant shrivelled, then turned brown, collapsing on itself before finally disappearing. The sight was disturbing, to say the least, but didn’t give me any additional insight into what exactly this person was.

“Shit. Where did it go?”

“I don't know and I don't care,” she mumbled grumpily as she shoved her hands into her pockets, then glared disdainfully at her surroundings. Her soft skin was lightly tanned and it was almost as though she emitted a glow that illuminated the space around her. I felt like I could trust her, but I was still wary, remembering that Trina was also able to go outside during the day.

“What are you?” I finally asked as I leaned against the half wall and stared at her, realizing that it was probably better to just get to the point than keep beating around the bush. A smirk curled her lips as she extended her hands, a warm glow radiating from her body.

“I am Aurora, goddess of dawn, bringer of light, sentry of the Eastern gate, daughter of Hyperion and Theia, much beloved cousin of Jupiter, and you will bow before me,” her voice echoed through the shop as she raised her hands. I wasn't sure what to do, so I bent my head down slightly, hoping that would suffice.

“Sorry, I've never bowed to anyone before. I don't know how it works.”

She took another step towards me and Lemmy suddenly growled, baring his teeth and she stopped. Even though he hadn’t appeared to be overly concerned about her before, they obviously weren’t friendly and the last thing I wanted was for him to shift into Cerberus. “He’s fine, we just have a bit of history.”

I didn’t bother asking. What was the point?

“So why you? Why not some other angel or demon or vampire?” I hated how normal all of this felt. If some woman had come into my shop a month ago and told me that she was a goddess sent to protect me, I would’ve called the cops.

Now, it just felt like a Tuesday.

“Demons cannot approach me and I have dominion over all that the light shines upon,” her voice still had that echo effect and I held out my hands, hoping she would go back to normal, just in case Cori decided to come back from lunch early. The glow subsided and she crossed her arms, the pissed off expression returning with a vengeance. “What?”

“Look, I really appreciate you coming to help, but I feel like everything’s pretty much under control at this point. It’s fine if you want to go do something else. I’ll tell Belial that I gave you the afternoon off.” Under normal circumstances, I’d kill for a woman this hot to want to have anything to do with me, but my situation in life had changed significantly and I had a whole house full of women who wanted to fuck me constantly, so adding another to the mix felt a tad overindulgent.

“I am bound to you, Rhys Olberman, until he releases me,” she said, exhaling and running her hand through her lustrous red hair. “Believe me, this is not exactly what I want to be doing in my free time. I'm the fucking goddess of dawn and I've sunk so low that I'm now keeping an eye on some sub-diety’s brat.” She said with frustration seeping out of every word. I wanted to tell her to just get the hell out, but I was pretty sure it wouldn’t make any difference. Belial had obviously forced her into this arrangement and no matter what, she’d be in my orbit whether I wanted her there or not.

“So,” I decided to change the subject and hopefully get some more information about what was really going on. “Do all of the deities know each other?”

“Of course. Why wouldn’t we?” The way she said that made me feel like the world’s most ignorant piece of shit and I was pretty sure that was her intention. She was haughty and full of herself and so fucking attractive that I couldn’t keep my eyes off of her.

“Just curious,” I said. “I know there was a lot of overlap in religious observance as civilizations waxed and waned, but I had no clue that their gods would actually know each other.”

“What are you? A fucking doctoral student working on your dissertation?” She narrowed her eyes in distaste and I shook my head, waiting for her to continue. She sighed dramatically then turned to face the parking lot in front of the shop. “Where do you want me to sit in this shithole?”

I really didn’t want her hanging around. She was hot, sure, but not really my target demographic and I didn’t want to scare off my regulars.

“Could you just wait for me at my house?” I asked.

“No,” she replied curtly. “I was told to watch over you during the day and that’s what I’m going to do. Belial is a slimy bitch and will use any excuse to renege on his promise.”

“That sounds about right,” I muttered, my thoughts interrupted by a loud banging on the glass door and I recognized my first client, a guy who needed a touch up on some custom work I'd done for him a few years ago.

“Ok, just sit over there and try not to annoy the customers,” I instructed, pointing at the leather sofa in the corner of the reception area before walking towards the door and unlocking it. She did as she was told and crossed her arms as she plopped down, narrowing her eyes at me.

This situation has disaster written all over it.


6
[image: image-placeholder]
The past is the past


It was late afternoon and Aurora had been sitting out front for the past few hours. When Cori returned from lunch, she introduced herself, but got the cold shoulder. Cori wasn't too bothered by it and planted herself at her desk, continuing the mind numbing ritual of infinitely scrolling through her phone.

The ephemerally beautiful woman who sat there, her eyes locked on me, was easy to ignore and other than a couple of distracted glances from the few clients that came in, she didn’t cause a disruption. That was the best I could hope for and I wasn’t sure what I would do if she decided to fly off the handle at some point.

At around five-thirty the sun began to set. Aurora stood up, then walked to the back where I was working on a woman who wanted a memorial to her grandmother. It was a floral design with a lot of intricate gradient work and I steeled myself for whatever the grumpy redhead had to say.

“My shift is over. I’ll return at dawn tomorrow.” Fortunately the woman I was working on had her head turned, so when Aurora dissipated into thin air, I avoided the barrage of questions that witnessing something like that would normally elicit.

“Jesus,” I mumbled under my breath, happy that she was finally gone and thrilled that I could move on with my night. Mikey showed up an hour later and Margot came in shortly after, desperate for some time away from her babysitting duties. I had thirty minutes before my next client was scheduled and we were hanging around in the back for a short break.

Margot had Lemmy in her arms and stroked his head as he fell into a pleasure coma, snoring softly as Margot tickled her fingers across his short brown fur and disproportionally large skull.

“Do you know someone named Aurora,” I asked as I exhaled.

“No. Why?”

“She showed up in the shop earlier this afternoon, saying that Belial sent her to keep an eye on me during the day.” Margot cocked her eyebrow and I wasn’t sure how to take her reaction, but since I couldn’t seem to get in touch with Belial directly, she was my only shot at answering some questions.

“Huh. Maybe Lemmy knows something, let me ask,” she said and I laughed as she flipped over the chihuahua, staring into his eyes as she seriously asked him the question: “Who's Aurora?”

I was glad we were alone in the back when Lemmy let out a bark and a growl, followed by a whine and a snarl and Margot nodded and responded with a few interjections. Once he was finished, she scratched his belly and returned her attention to me.

“Your dad sent her to protect you during the day. He did her some kind of favor and she agreed to keep an eye on you until the situation with his enemy was sorted out. Lemmy thinks she’s a bitch, but it sounds like you already know that much.”

“He told you all of that?”

“Yes because he's a very good, smart boy, isn't he? Yes he is,” she cooed, rubbing his stomach until his leg shook violently and he let out a soft whine. Margot kissed his head then gently placed him back on his bed. “Sariah’s going to be really excited about this.” She noticed the confused expression on my face and that meant that it was time for another exposition dump. I steeled myself for what would most likely be an insane backstory.

“She told you about who she was, right? The temple…Eos…” Margot’s dark eyes fixed on me as she waited for the synapses in my brain to make the connection. When it finally happened, my eyes widened and she giggled, making me feel like a total idiot.

“Oh yeah. I'd completely forgotten about that.” Mikey walked in and gave me a wave, then winked at Margot and irritation surged through me. “Let’s go into my office.”

I shot Mikey a dirty look and he shrugged before positioning himself next to Cori at the reception desk and chatting her up. I closed the door to the small space in the back room and turned on the reading lamp on my desk, causing Margot to wince, blinking as her eyes adjusted to the light.

“Sorry,” I said, suddenly remembering that vampires were photosensitive and even though they couldn't be harmed by artificial light, it temporarily blinded them.

“I think part of her still feels a connection to Eos, even though she can’t even see the sun. I love her, but it is…odd.”

This entire situation was odd, but it felt like that particular observation was getting repetitive and I kept it to myself.

“Do you know anything about her? Eos? Aurora?”

“No, those guys kept to themselves when we were stuck in limbo. They think they’re better than everyone else even though, honestly, it’s all the same shit,” Margot said as she rolled her eyes and shook her head. “I would keep her around. From what I heard, these old gods can be extremely petty, but they’re still powerful.”

Powerful.

I thought about it for a few seconds, trying to reconcile that tidbit of information with the woman I met, then realized that Margot looked peaked. I was about to offer her the chance to feed when she gave me a kiss on the cheek and whispered into my ear.

“I’m starving, thanks.” She grabbed my hand and pulled me close before pressing her cool lips against mine and kissing me. My mind wandered and she took a step back, crossing her arms as she stared at me. “If you don't want me reading your thoughts, you can block me. I like digging around in your head, but I understand that it can be intrusive.”

“Really?” It wasn’t that I had anything to hide, but there were some things I wanted to keep to myself and most of the time my thoughts were incoherent anyway.

“You're already naturally hard to read, but it wouldn't be for someone with a lot of experience. I can't read Belial, for example, but you’re not impenetrable like him, just difficult.”

“It’s not you,” I said defensively , feeling like she deserved an explanation. “It’s just that I prefer to explain things. I feel like you’re only getting bits and pieces.” I didn’t know why I was apologizing, I mean she was the one invading my head.

“I understand,” she said as she placed her hand on my arm and her dark eyes locked with mine. “It’s not that difficult, you’re already doing it, you just need to be more forceful. You know what it feels like when I’m poking around in there, right?”

“Yeah, I think so.” I could feel her creeping into my mind and I tried to push her away, but she evaded me and smiled triumphantly.

“Try again, but this time expand your defences. Don’t just push back against the intrusion, create a shield, block me,” she instructed and I relaxed, attempting to do what she said and I could almost feel it happening. Warmth surrounded me and she was no longer there.

“What am I thinking now?” I asked.

“You're thinking that this is so fucking cool,” she murmured, sliding her finger across my cheek.

“I guess it didn't work.” I felt let down and exhaled, worried that I’d never be able to do it. I still had no idea what I was actually capable of, but if Margot could invade my thoughts so easily I’d never be able to defend myself against whatever was out there.

“It did, but your expression is telling me exactly what I need to know. It's not all about reading thoughts, there are physical cues, too.” Her voice lowered to a whisper and she slid her fingernail across my chest, then down my torso and over my fly. “Like right now I can tell that you really want to fuck me.”

“That’s fairly obvious,” I mumbled and she laughed. She kissed me, her lips grazing mine before she brushed them across my cheek and towards my neck. We hadn’t been alone together since the incident with Trina and I was excited. My heartbeat sped up and I relaxed, forgetting about everything else except her and how good she made me feel. As she kissed the skin on my neck, I remembered that we needed to have a chat about where she bit me. I grabbed her shoulders and gently pulled her away.

“Sariah’s been feeding on my inner thigh, would you mind switching too?” I asked hesitantly. “The open sores on my neck aren't great for business and I don’t want to have to keep wearing a turtleneck.”

“Not a problem. I actually prefer it — the neck is simply more convenient,” she said with a wink, then kissed me again before she lowered herself onto her knees and unzipped my jeans. With a sharp jerk, she pulled them down and slid her finger across my inner thigh. The door was unlocked and I imagined Mikey bursting in and catching me, but didn’t care enough to take the three steps to secure it. I was so hard that it hurt, but needed to wait until she was done feeding.

She traced her fingers over the puncture wounds left by Sariah and then kissed the same spot on the opposite leg. They never drank from the same place and I wondered why, but didn’t want to distract her with unnecessary questions. Her teeth punctured the skin and I grimaced as I felt the blood start to drain before the endorphins kicked in.

“Jesus,” I moaned as the chemical reaction took over and my body felt like liquid. Standing was tough, but I gripped the desk as waves of pleasure rushed through me and I got even harder. She finished, licking off the blood left behind, then stared at me, a wicked smile curling her red lips.

“Now let's get to the fun part,” Margot murmured and I couldn't agree more. She and Sariah were so different and Margot tended to be more dominant, which I really liked. She stood, ignoring my dick completely as she kissed me. I could taste the blood on her and when she pushed me back onto the desk, I gave in, enjoying the act of giving myself over to her completely.

“Come on,” she purred as she leaned over and nipped my lower lip. “Let me know what you're thinking.”

“I think you can figure it out,” I replied with a smirk, enjoying the sensation of keeping her out and making her guess. She responded by crawling on top of me and unsheathing her fangs as her dark eyes bore into me.

“I've got a pretty good idea, but I love your narration of the act.” She brushed her cool lips against my neck and it felt threatening and so goddamn hot I couldn't stand it. If she wanted, she could tear me apart, and even though I trusted her completely, the danger was an aphrodisiac.

“What does it sound like?” I asked as her kisses drifted down my chest and towards my cock.

“Mmmmm,” she murmured. “You tend to dwell on how hot you think I am. That's nice.” Her red lips curled into a smile as her cool hand gripped me and she gave me a few short strokes.

“Well, you are,” I said defensively. Having my thoughts open like a book was kind of embarrassing. There was some pretty nasty shit in there and I didn't want to turn off Margot completely.

“Let me back in, please. I promise that I've seen way worse stuff,” she begged with a sexy pout and I gave in, the sensation of her picking through my thoughts strangely erotic. I imagined her wrapping her full red lips around my cock and satisfaction raced through me when she rewarded me with a smile.

“Oooh, I like that,” she said as she peeled off her dress and was left in nothing but her socks and boots. “What about this?”

“Yeah, that’s nice too,” I said and she smirked, then grabbed my hand, pulling me off the desk and pushing me onto my office chair. She straddled me, lowering her lips to mine and whispered into my ear.

“I think this is nice, what about you?”

I couldn't disagree and as she pressed herself against me, her body cool and tight, I couldn’t believe how amazing all of this was. Her hips shifted and moved, and I guided her as she ground against me, driving me crazy. I was so fucking hard that it hurt but the tension was nice and just being with her was almost as good as the actual fucking.

“That’s so sweet,” she purred as she kissed me again, then slid onto me. She was so tight and wet and her sharp nipples brushed against my bare chest as she kissed me, going slowly as she clenched around me.

“What am I thinking now?” I teased and she cocked her eyebrow and she started moving faster,

“That you don’t want to come, but I don’t care,” she said with a wicked smile. My head was swimming and I was surprised that she could make any sense of what I was thinking, but I needed to slow down and the way things were progressing, this was going to be over way too soon. I wrapped my lips around her tight little nipple, biting it lightly as she moaned and I couldn’t take it anymore.

I picked her up and bent her over my desk, sliding my fingers through her wet pussy before pushing them inside her, making her squirm beneath me as I leaned over and whispered into her ear.

“You’re not the only one who can do this,” she laughed, then turned her head to kiss me. I was done playing games — I needed her, wanted her more than anything. I buried myself inside of her, grabbing her hips and teasing her with each thrust, relishing the tension, the soft sounds that were coming from her throat, the way her toes barely grazed the ground as her body melted beneath me.

“Come on, Rhys. Don’t hold back.” She was challenging me, but I wasn’t ready to give up yet. I flipped her over, trailing kisses down her neck, over her breasts and down her torso before reaching the soft skin between her thighs.

“I just want to taste you,” I said and she gasped as I spread her lips, sliding my tongue through her sweet folds before finally reaching her clit and lavishing attention on it. Her hands reached for something to hold onto, but the surface of the desk was smooth. Finally her hands settled on her breasts, pinching and pulling her nipples as she cried out and my rickety desk rocked furiously beneath her. I was fairly certain that Mikey and Cori knew exactly what was going on, but I didn’t care.

I could’ve stayed there forever, but the intense urge to fuck her was too strong, so I stood, pulling her legs over my shoulder and pushed inside, relishing the sensation for a few seconds before gripping her hips and pounding into her. Each thrust was divine and I felt her clench around me seconds before I came, my body shaking as all the pent up frustration from the past few days eased away and relief washed through me.

I leaned over, kissing the gorgeous vampire’s sweet, cool lips, then picked her up and carried her to the sofa. Margot perched on my lap, nestling against my chest as she idly slid her finger through the sparse hair. She said it was important for our bond to cuddle after feeding and I didn’t give a shit about the bond, but I really enjoyed having her so close.

“What does it feel like?” I asked as I wrapped my arms around her. She curled tighter, nestling against me, her wool socks scratching my skin pleasantly. The endorphins were still racing through my system and just touching her like this felt amazing. Her skin was smooth and soft and if someone walked in on us like this I was pretty sure they’d think we’d lost our minds, but I didn’t give a shit.

“Hmmm?”

“Do I feel warm?” I asked as she curled into a tighter ball and I kissed the top of her head.

“Yeah, but it’s not just the warmth. Your skin feels alive, with tiny twitches and movements that you’re completely unaware of. It’s nice.” Her voice was like velvet and my mind floated, enjoying the last of the intense connection that always came when either of them fed on me. I couldn’t imagine letting anyone else do it. It was more intimate that anything I’d ever experienced and I wondered if I’d even be able to fuck again without it.

“Did you go as insane as Katie when Sariah turned you?” I asked and Margot thought for a minute, trying to remember.

“I don’t think so, but the circumstances were different. I was a complete innocent in every way and didn’t have the energy that Katie does.”

“How did it happen?” Even though Sariah had opened up about her past, Margot was still mostly closed off and I wanted to learn more about her, who she was and where the hell she came from.

“I was a novice at Fontevraud. Sariah was a visiting prioress and we became enamored with each other,” her voice was low and soft and she slid her finger around my nipple.

“How was that possible? Don’t prayer services take place during the day?”

“In most cases, yes, but she was able to convince the abbey that they needed someone to watch over the royal tombs overnight. She slept in the catacombs and I was fascinated to an extent that we eventually became lovers, which was, of course, absolutely forbidden.”

“Wow.”

“She stayed for three years and I needed to take my vows if I wanted to stay, but she said she couldn’t live without me and that she wanted me with her forever. It was extremely romantic,” Margot’s eyes teared up and she snuggled closer to me.

“When was this?” I still wasn’t sure how old Margot was, but figured that this probably happened before the French Revolution. Fontevraud was closely associated with the English royal family and fell into ruin before being destroyed by revolutionaries during their purges of holy sites. “Mid fifteenth century, give or take a few decades.”

“You’ve been together a long time. Have you ever met Cyrus?” I asked and Margot wrinkled her nose.

“Once. He’s awful. I understand why she wanted to get away. I think he's forgotten what it's like to be human,” her voice trailed off and I wondered if this was a concern for vampires as they aged. “I know Sariah tries to retain some semblance of her humanity, but it's difficult after so long; he sees her as a lost link to what he was.”

“Are you her only child?” I still wasn’t sure what they called it when one was turned, but child felt like the most apt metaphor.

“She doesn't really talk about her past. Katie is my first and now I understand the connection as a creator.” Her eyes widened as she said that. “It's intense, like you're responsible for this creature that could theoretically live forever. It’s almost like her thoughts are livestreaming in my head. Right now she’s hungry and she’s sick of Sariah.”

Margot laughed at that and I kissed the top of her dark head.

“So, after Sariah turned you, did you stay at Fontevraud?”

“No, it was too risky — both our relationship and the fact that we had to eat. Sariah had already fed on most of the sisters and they were starting to get suspicious. We fled to Paris and you know the rest of the story.”

“You never left France?”

“No, well, except for my brief sojourn in hell and then coming here, of course,” she responded, then kissed me again. God, I couldn’t fucking get enough of her and felt myself getting hard again as her cool, naked body moved against mine. I looked at the clock and hated that I needed to get back to work.

“But your English is really good. Where did you pick it up?”

“What do you think they speak in hell?” she asked with a wink. I laughed, my heart nearly stopping when the door swung open and Mikey stood there, an embarrassed grin plastered on his face as he stared at us.

“Uh, your eleven o’clock is here.”

“I told you to fucking knock, dude,” I yelled at Mikey, throwing a pillow at him. He held up his hands defensively, then glanced at Margot and she narrowed her eyes. He immediately apologized, then backed out, closing the door behind him.

“Sorry about that,” I murmured as I leaned down to kiss her, then helped her up. The last thing I wanted to do right now was work, but they all depended on me and as we got dressed, I thought about everything she had told me.
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The ex factor


Mikey left early, giving me an apologetic grin as he mumbled something about meeting a friend for drinks. Cori drove off a few minutes later and Margot had already gone back home to Katie and Sariah, so it was just me and Lemmy. The neighborhood where Good Ink was located was pretty rough and I’d gotten used to junkies approaching me for money in the dimly lit parking lot. There was no one around tonight, but a sense of unease permeated my body as I turned off the lights and locked up.

As I slid down the gate a jolt of electricity raced through me. It was the same thing I felt when I met Enoch and Aurora and I realized that I was being watched. Fear prickled my skin, but also something else that I couldn’t identify and I turned around, scanning the empty parking lot, my heart racing as I tried to calm down.

Lemmy was nestled securely in my arms and let out a bone chilling snarl. Something was wrong, but I didn’t notice anything out of the ordinary. I decided that it was time to get the hell out of there and made a beeline for my bike.

Out of nowhere, a man approached, moving impossibly fast as he cut the distance between us in seconds. Lemmy began squirming in my arms as I turned around — something bad was about to happen and I had no clue what the fuck to do about it.

“Where is she?” the man growled between his teeth. He was tall, about my height and bald, obviously human in form only and the electric shock grew more intense as he approached. I put Lemmy onto the ground next to me, his body contorting as he began to shift into Cerberus and I held out my hands.

“Whoa, who the hell are you?” I decided to play dumb and could feel him attempting to enter my thoughts. I created a shield around my mind the way I’d practiced earlier with Margot and managed to keep him out, but realized that would likely clue him in on the fact that I wasn't entirely human. I needed to keep him preoccupied while I tried to figure out how to deal with him, so I took a step closer, unsure how to handle whoever this was. He glanced down at Lemmy and scowled, his sharp canines growing more menacing as he spoke.

“Tell that creature to leave so we can speak alone. I'm willing to offer whatever you ask in exchange for Sariah.” The guy was seriously creepy and there was no way I was telling Lemmy to go anywhere.

“I don't know who you're talking about,” I said again, trying to remain calm. The vibration intensified and I felt energized, like I could take him, but then I realized that I had no idea how.

“Get the fuck away from him, Cyrus,” Sariah’s voice rang out across the parking lot and I’d never been so happy to see anyone in my life. Then I recognized the name. Cyrus the Great, her ex, the most powerful ruler of ancient Persia and one of the world’s great conquerors was standing in front of me, ready to rip my throat out for stealing his woman.

“You belong to me,” Cyrus said in a low, even growl. Lemmy was in the painful looking process of shifting and one of his heads snapped menacingly. The man who stood before me was intensely pale, his skin paper thin and while Sariah still retained her humanity, this creature was clearly an example of what happened when vampires became isolated.

Sariah spoke again, this time in a language I didn't understand. Her gaze was fixed on him and the energy being released by their confrontation sizzled around me. I'd never felt anything like it and all of my senses were tuned in to the confrontation. Something was happening and power surged through me.

Cyrus responded to her by raising his hands and a bolt of lightning struck nearby.

“What the fuck!” I screamed, apparently the only one present who was affected by it. Cyrus and Sariah continued circling each other and Lemmy growled beside me, fully shifted into his Cerberus form.

I wanted to help her but had no idea what to do, so I waited and watched and looked for any opportunity to do something to get rid of this guy. He kept his gaze locked on her and Lemmy slowly approached, a low growl coming from his throat as Cyrus shifted his gaze to the vicious hellhound.

“I will destroy everything you love unless you come with me,” Cyrus snarled, his voice dripping with rage. “I’ve done it before and you know that I will do it again.”

Sariah responded and Cyrus laughed maniacally.

“I’d like to see you try. You are my eyes, my breath, my only reason to go on living. I will not stop until you are with me again.” His voice echoed through the dingy parking lot and Lemmy surged at him, biting his leg and Cyrus cried out, then kicked the massive hound away in an unbelievable show of strength.

Lemmy flew towards the shop and landed with a hard thud. I ran to him, watching as he morphed back into my tiny chihuahua. He let out a little whine, then stared at me.

“Are you ok, buddy?” I asked as I stroked his short fur and he stood up, then shook his body and I turned just in time to see Sariah slash her hand across Cyrus’ chest. He cried out, blood streaming from the wound, then shot into the air and disappeared.

“Is he alright?” Sariah asked as she rushed over, stroking Lemmy’s head as she looked at me.

“What the hell was that?” I already knew the answer, but I needed more information. We had gotten lucky, but something told me that wasn’t the last we’d be seeing of her ex and I needed to be prepared. “How did he find you?”

“We have a connection. I can't explain exactly what it is but it functions like a homing beacon. He's my maker and even though I try to block him, sometimes the draw is just too strong.”

“Will he be back?” I asked as I gently gathered Lemmy in my arms and checked to make sure he wasn't seriously injured. He let out a little growl when I brushed my fingers across his ribcage but seemed fine overall.

“Probably. I buried him in concrete a few years before Margot and I were killed and he must have escaped somehow. He won’t stop coming, but I’m not certain I would be able to kill him.”

“Jesus,” I mumbled as I put Lemmy in his carrier and climbed onto my bike. Sariah got on behind me and wrapped her arms around my waist. I had so many questions but didn't have a clue where to begin.

We pulled into my driveway twenty minutes later and Sariah bolted off just as I reached for the doorknob. Lemmy and I walked into the dark house and a pair of hands shoved me face first against the wall. I didn’t get a look at who it was, and assumed that it was Cyrus or Belial’s enemy or some other batshit insane supernatural entity who wanted to kill me, and that it was all over. I was going to die and the thing that pissed me off the most was that I was finally happy, and it was all about to be taken away from me.

This is it.

“Katie! Get off of him right now!” I heard Margot shout and I realized what was going on. I was still on edge from what just happened and not in the mood for Katie’s growing pains.

“I’m hungry,” Katie whined and released me, folding her arms as she hissed and stomped off. I switched on the light, causing the girls to cringe, then grabbed a beer from the fridge.

“That was a hell of a welcome home.” I mumbled.

“Where’s Sariah? She was supposed to take Katie hunting.” Margot asked, giving me a kiss before I sat down on one of the kitchen chairs.

“She was with me, but bolted off a few minutes ago,” I said, rubbing my neck. Katie might have been a new vampire, but she was strong and I was glad that Margot had been around to deal with her.

“Oh yeah, she was planning to set Tyler free tonight,” Margot said distractedly as she watched Katie out of the corner of her eye.

“You’re letting him go?” I asked as my heart rate returned to normal. I didn’t want them to kill him, but I also felt like he got off pretty easy after what he did to Katie. Margot pointed at a chair and ordered Katie to sit before returning her attention to me and a mischievous look colored her expression.

“I wouldn’t say we let him off easy. Sariah’s convinced him that every woman he’s sexually attracted to wants to kill him, so now whenever he finds a chick he likes, he’ll start crying.”

“You can do that?”

“Yeah, it takes some work, which is why she left Katie here, but he’s going to have a tough time even being near women without bursting into tears. It should keep most of them away from him.”

“How long does it last?” I asked.

“About a year, give or take, but we have every intention of following up,” Margot answered and Katie cackled maniacally.

“Nice,” I said, finally feeling like maybe there was some sort of justice in the world.

“Serves him right. Now, how about helping a girl out?” Katie said seductively as she licked her lips and took a step towards me. Margot immediately pulled her away. “Downstairs, now! You need to sleep, I'll come feed you in a minute.”

Katie stomped off and when she closed the door, I stared at Margot and shook my head. I wasn't sure if I should tell her what happened with Cyrus or wait until Sariah got back.

I decided to wait.

“She’s a handful,” I said as I filled Lemmy’s water bowl. “How much longer will she be like this?”

“It depends. Your personality in life tends to sway your abilities and how you behave once you become a vampire. Everything is intensified, especially at first when you have less self control. For about fifty years, I wanted to fuck everyone I met, but I eventually grew out of it. She’s lucky to have people around to help explain the urges she’s suddenly experiencing.”

“Fifty years…I hope Katie snaps out of it before then,” I said as Sariah walked through the front door. She came closer, her blue eyes shining as she gave me a kiss.

“Cyrus is back,” she said and Margot cursed.

“Why won’t he leave you alone? You’ve told him multiple times that you’re not interested. He’s fucking toxic.” Margot crossed her arms and leaned against the kitchen counter, chewing on her lip in frustration. I remembered what he had said about destroying what Sariah loved and wondered if he’d taken a shot at Margot.

“He can’t. He’s surviving on instinct at this point. I’m not sure if he even knows who he is anymore.” She looked exhausted and I could only imagine what she was going through. “I spent years running, but it needs to end. I can’t keep living my life like this.”

Her words were vague and I wanted to learn more but Katie cried out for Margot and the conversation was derailed completely as the evening wound down and more pressing issues took precedence.
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A very bad decision


“Are you dead?”

A warm hand stroked my head and I stretched beneath the sheets. I could tell it was still early and the voice was familiar. I groaned, stretching out, trying to get back into the good time I was having with Margot and Sariah, bright sunlight surrounding us as we splashed around in the warm blue waters of the Caribbean.

I'm dreaming…

“Ahhh!” I screamed when I opened my eyes and saw Aurora's intense gaze piercing into me.

“What?” She asked innocently, completely oblivious to my shock.

“You know that someone wants to kill me, right?” I groaned, then rubbed my eyes and sat up. “What time is it?”

“I don't know,” she said, an annoyed tone permeating her words as she chewed on one of her nails. She was wearing a long, gauzy white dress with a deep vee in the front and when she shifted her body, I got a flash of rosy nipple as the soft fabric parted from her breast. “I've been sitting here since dawn, bored out of my mind. I let the dog out then made some breakfast and have been waiting for you to wake up.”

“Wow, full service,” I said and she rolled her eyes.

“I made it for myself — I’m not your maid.” She stood, adjusting her flowing dress that was nearly transparent and at that moment, she looked exactly like the goddess that she was.

“It would be nice not to be the main course for once,” I mumbled and tossed the blanket aside as I threw my feet over the edge of the bed. I realized Lemmy wasn't around and immediately panicked. “Wait. You didn't leave him outside, did you?”

“Yeah. Why?”

“Shit! Fuck!” I jumped up, ran towards the back door and flung it open. Lemmy casually trotted back inside, shaking his head in frustration as he passed us and waltzed into the kitchen for a drink of water.

“What's the problem?” Aurora asked and I scoffed.

“The problem is that he could've been picked up by a hawk or eagle or a coyote or God knows what else and eaten or something.” I slammed the door, pissed at how wildly irresponsible she was. I still couldn’t believe that Belial actually sent her to keep an eye on me.

“You know who he is. I don't think some fucking bird is going to be able to pick up the guardian of hell and carry him off to her nest!” Her voice was raised and I had a flashback of my last few months with Trina — the fighting, the nagging, the constant sarcasm.

I didn't need this shit.

“Look, if you're going to act like this, I'd rather take my chances with whatever is out there,” I motioned towards the door and looked at the clock. “Jesus, it's only ten? I'm going back to sleep.”

I turned around and stormed down the hall, Lemmy right behind me and dove back into bed, pulling the blanket over my head as I fumed. I heard the floorboards squeak and realized that she was standing in the doorway.

“What?!”

I just wanted to sleep. Katie had started acting up again and I could tell that Margot was almost ready to throw her out. They argued for a while before Katie finally stormed back down into the basement. Margot took off to get some fresh air and Sariah tried to calm the young vampire down. I couldn’t sleep until they were all downstairs and by that point, it was almost dawn. I was exhausted from all the drama and needed to sleep and I didn't know how I’d be able to deal with this person who wanted my undivided attention.

“Can we talk for a few minutes?” Her voice was soft and enticing, but I didn't feel like talking, I wanted to sleep. Deep dark sleep that lasted an eternity and I wanted her to leave me the fuck alone.

“What?” I groaned, throwing off my blanket and staring at her. She was insanely hot, like as beautiful as Sariah and Margot, but she just seemed like a terrible person or goddess or whatever the hell she was and it didn't seem like the juice was worth the squeeze.

“I…I'm sorry.” The words sounded pained but I let her continue. “I haven't been around humans in a while and I’d forgotten how you are with the feelings and whatever…” She spun her hand around in a circular motion and rolled her eyes and the intense feelings of irritation intensified.

“Is that some sort of apology?”

“I guess, yeah.” Her eyes were moist with tears and I hated that I actually felt bad for her. “Please don't send me away. Okay? You've been less of an asshole than I expected and…”

“You're not doing yourself any favors here.” I interrupted and she held out her hands.

“Yes. Sorry, you're right. I apologize.” She wiped a tear away from her smooth cheek and crossed her arms as she continued to stare at me like she was expecting something.

“Thank you. Can I go back to sleep now?” She nodded and took a tentative step inside the room and stared at me.

“Can I join you?”

“I don't know,” I said, unsure about how Sariah and Margot would feel about it. We hadn’t exactly discussed what our relationship was, but they were living with me and I really did care about them and I didn’t want to screw up the good thing I had.

“I didn't ask if I could fuck you, I just want to lay in bed with you. It's been a while since I slept with a human male.”

“Fine,” I groaned, too tired to think straight. “But I really do want to sleep, ok?”

“Of course,” she murmured as she pulled her dress over her head and I got the briefest glimpse of her full hips and soft tits before she slid into bed next to me and pulled the blanket over us.

“Put this on,” I mumbled as I grabbed a dirty t-shirt from the chair beside the bed and tossed it to her. I could feel her move around as she tugged it over her naked body and even though I knew it was absolutely impossible for Margot and Sariah to walk in on us, guilt started to creep in.

I told myself that nothing bad was happening and I curled into a ball on my side with Lemmy pressed against my stomach and closed my eyes, trying to forget the way that her long legs ended in the most perfectly round ass I'd ever seen, or how her dusky pink nipples were sharpened into tight little peaks that capped off her soft tits. I could feel myself getting hard against my will and this entire situation was very, very wrong.

“I'm going to sleep on the sofa,” I announced as I threw the covers off and grabbed Lemmy, then stomped down the hallway, pulled the curtains in the living room shut and grabbed a throw blanket. There was almost no way I was going to get any sleep, but I dove onto the sofa, Lemmy grumbling as he curled into a tiny ball against me, and took a few deep breaths before closing my eyes.

When I came to, she was staring at me again. I blinked a few times and tried not to be pissed off, but she was honestly one of the most obnoxious people I’d ever met.

“It’s almost noon, are you awake?”

“I am now.” I rolled onto my back, stretching as Lemmy jumped off the sofa and yawned, then walked into the kitchen for a drink. The lapping sounds echoed through the house and I tried not to look at Aurora’s perfectly tanned thighs poking out from beneath my t-shirt or think about where they ended as she rested on her knees in front of me.

Fuck. What the hell is wrong with me?

“Yes, I’m up. What do you want?”

“We need to talk.” She paused, then stared at me intensely. “I think I’m falling in love with you. I’ve been trying to keep some emotional distance between us since I have a problem with falling too hard for mortal men, but it’s not working and I’m extremely frustrated.” Her eyes widened as she said that and I couldn’t help but feel a tiny bit flattered, but also tremendously concerned. From what I remembered, she had a habit of abducting men and fucking them into submission, and while it wasn’t the worst thing that could happen in the grand scheme of things, I really didn’t want that happening right now.

“Thanks,” I mumbled and sat up, resting my forehead in my hands as I tried to figure out what to tell her. I rubbed the heels of my palms against my eyes and groaned loudly. When I looked up, she was only a few centimeters away from my face and her dewey scent wrapped around us, relaxing me as she waited for a response. “Maybe we could discuss this later. I’m already kinda seeing someone, well two someones, and I don’t know how they would feel about this.”

“Oh,” she said and her cheeks flushed. She looked like she actually felt bad and I couldn’t believe it. Was that all I needed to say to get her off my back? “Maybe I could meet them and we could work out some sort of arrangement.”

“I don’t know, they don’t really come out during the day.”

“Why not?” she asked innocently and it did seem like a perfectly reasonable question that deserved an answer.

“Belial didn’t fill you in on the situation?” I wasn’t surprised, but it would’ve been nice if maybe he had told her more about what was going on here.

“No, he just told me to watch you during the day.” She leaned back on her heels, looking annoyed and I completely empathized with her frustration. I explained everything that had happened so far and her eyes widened as the story progressed. I felt like maybe I’d left out some important details, but she seemed to get the gist of it.

“And one of them was a priestess of Eos?” she asked as her eyes brightened.

“Yes, until she was captured and sold into slavery,” I said and her brow furrowed in frustration.

“I should’ve protected her. She worshiped me and I let her down.” Aurora ran her fingers through her thick, auburn hair and I felt genuinely bad for her.

“Maybe it happened at night,” I offered, but she shook her head.

“I entrusted my sister, Nyx, with the care of my acolytes — they were under my protection and I failed them,” Aurora said, staring at me with an intensity I’d never seen before. “I must meet her. She deserves an apology.”

“What? Really?” I found it hard to believe that she actually felt responsible. “I don’t know if I can take you down there or not. They’re in some sort of hibernation and I’m not sure how they’d react to being awakened unexpectedly.”

“Please! I must tell her how sorry I am,” Aurora whined as she grabbed my hand and squeezed. I figured it couldn’t hurt, so I unlocked the basement door and took a step onto one of the stairs. It was completely black and I didn’t want to turn on the lights, but I was worried that I’d fall and break my neck, so I pulled out my phone and turned on the flashlight, then motioned for Aurora to follow me.

The staircase was steep and narrow and had a rickety handrail that didn’t provide much support as I crept down. I remembered what Sariah had told me about their hibernation state and hoped that they wouldn’t attack. As I reached the final step, I looked back at Aurora and put my finger over my lips.

The space was completely silent and I aimed the light from my phone in the direction of their bed. Sariah and Margot lay on the edges with Katie in the middle and I realized that she was staring directly at me. The sight was disturbing and I finally understood why Sariah wanted to sleep separately. I motioned for Aurora to stay put and tiptoed across the concrete floor and cleared my throat when I got close.

I felt guilty about waking them up, but it was only another hour until sunset, so it didn’t seem like that big of a deal. Less than a second later, I heard a hiss and felt a hand around my throat as I was shoved against one of the concrete walls.

“Margot, it’s me!” I shouted as she stared at me blankly and slowly focused. A few seconds later she blinked and recognition filled her eyes. Sariah had Aurora pinned against the far wall with her teeth embedded in the other woman’s neck. “Fuck! Tell her to stop!”

There was a scream and I saw that Katie was balled up in a corner with her hands over her face as though she was shielding herself and I realized that this had been a terrible idea. Sariah suddenly cried out in pain, rushing across the room with Margot right behind her.

“You need to go,” she screamed out as I knelt next to Aurora on the floor, inspecting the puncture wounds in her neck. They were shallow and there wasn’t much blood, but as I glanced towards Margot and Sariah, I began to worry.

“Will she be alright?” I asked.

“Yes, just leave us for now, ok?” Margot gave me a weak smile and I felt absolutely terrible. The entire situation was my fault and I had no idea what would happen next. I shook Aurora, noticing that the puncture wounds on her neck were already beginning to heal, but her eyes lolled back in her head as she groaned.

“What the fuck?” I mumbled and stared at Margot. Sariah’s gaze was fixed on Aurora, chanting in a language that I didn’t understand, and her eyes closed before her body went completely limp. Margot moaned as her eyes filled with tears and she pulled Sariah into her arms.

“Who…who is she?”

“She’s…I thought Sariah would want to meet her…” I said, my eyes drifting back to Aurora’s prone body on the floor. Suddenly, Sariah shrieked violently, blue veins forming around her mouth. Her body began to spasm uncontrollably. “What’s happening?” I asked Margot, who looked terrified.

“I don’t know,” she said as she leaned down next to the other woman and grabbed her hand. Sariah’s body appeared possessed as she writhed on the floor and Margot bit her wrist and pressed it against Sariah’s lips. “There must have been something in that thing’s blood. What is it?”

“She’s Eos,” I said as intense guilt rushed through me. Sariah latched onto Margot’s wrist, sucking as her body stilled and Margot stroked her blonde hair.

“I need to try to figure out what happened. Are you ok?” Margot asked and I nodded, my gaze drifting to Aurora. She looked fine, just unconscious and I felt terrible for causing whatever it was that was happening to Sariah.

“Yes. I should’ve asked first. I had no idea that this... I’m so sorry.” The veins disappeared from Sariah’s face, but she was still unconscious and Margot picked her up like she weighed nothing, then carried her to the pile of blankets.

“I think Sariah will be ok, she just needs time to heal. There was something in her blood that’s causing this reaction. I have no clue what it could be, but I’ll stay with her. She’s been through worse, I’m sure she’ll pull through.” I nodded, then picked up Aurora. The bite marks had already healed and she moaned, resting her head against me as I walked up the narrow stairs, kicking the door closed as I carried her into the living room and gently placed her onto the sofa.
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A pound of cure


“You have to fuck me, Rhys,” Aurora murmured breathlessly as her head lolled and her eyes partially opened. “I could die if you don’t.”

“What?” I took a step back, staring incredulously as she writhed on the sofa, pitiful sounds escaping her lips. “Really?”

I was familiar with her deceptions and the fact that she regularly seduced and discarded human men but I wasn’t sure if she would be willing to lie about something as serious as dying just to fuck me.

Nevermind. She absolutely would.

The voice in my head sounded more certain than I felt and I couldn’t deny the fact that she looked bad. Her skin was pasty white and cool and I wondered if whatever was injected into my body when Margot and Sariah bit me was having a harmful effect on her.

“The poison from her bite is seeping into my blood,” she said, her blue eyes wide with concern and I didn’t want her to die, but I wasn’t exactly sure how fucking her would keep her alive. Her hands gripped the sofa and her body convulsed as she moaned in apparent pain.

“And…”

“I need your, uh, seed to…help ward off the infection.” She looked serious, but I couldn’t tell. As her body relaxed, her eyes closed and her head rolled dramatically to the side.

“Goddamn it!” She was undeniably gorgeous and any guy in his right mind would kill to be in my position, but I felt guilty even thinking about it, and there she was, dying, and I needed to make a decision whether or not to save her. “What do I do?”

“You don't know what to do?” She asked, opening one eye, her voice layered in sarcasm and I shook my head in frustration.

“I…I know what to do, I just don't know if there's a, uh, particular way I need to do it.”

“You stick your penis inside my vagina and move it around until some white stuff comes out.”

“Aaaargh!” I was so fucking annoyed with her but I didn't want her to die or whatever happened to gods when they passed, so I reached into my sweatpants and started stroking myself, trying and failing to get hard. The urgency of the situation was making it difficult and the judgemental way she was staring at me didn't make it any easier.

“Having a hard time?” She asked with a weak cough, her voice dripping with innuendo and I was really starting to doubt her claim that she was on the verge of death.

“Are you lying to me about needing me to fuck you?” I finally asked. I felt like a mouse that was being batted around by a cat and I didn't like it. Instead of answering, she pushed me onto my back and straddled my hips, leaning over to kiss me as she slowly rocked on top of me.

“You won’t know for sure unless you don’t do it,” she murmured. “Are you willing to take that risk?” I hated that I was falling for whatever shit she was pulling. “And it’s been so long.” Her voice was like silk and as her warm hand gripped me, everything inside of me told me to stop, that this was wrong and that she was fine and that she was a lying…

“Jesus,” I moaned as she began stroking faster.

“You know,” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear as she slid her tongue across my earlobe, and I felt myself melting into a pool of goo. “I wanted this from the second I saw you. I just felt a connection to you, like nothing I’ve ever experienced before.”

Her voice was soft and coaxing and she was so sexy and even though I knew it was wrong, I wanted to believe her, that we had some sort of connection and that I was the only thing she’d ever wanted. She sat up, peeling my shirt off and staring at me as I drank her in. Her body was lithe and lean, her breasts high and firm, with deliciously puffy nipples that were the same dusky rose as her lips. She grabbed my hand, molding it around one as her hips continued their slow rhythm and I squeezed the soft flesh, sliding my finger over her nipple before pinching it and a gasp escaped her throat.

I wasn’t sure if she was warmer than human women or if I had gotten used to Margot and Sariah’s cool bodies, but she felt incredible and as she pulled my cock out of my sweatpants and casually took me into her hot mouth, my thoughts scattered and the only thing I wanted was to fuck her as hard as I could.

Her tongue twisted around me, sliding up my shaft and across the tip, flicking it lightly before pressing her lips against the sensitive skin and wrapping her mouth around me, taking me deeper than I thought possible as her blue eyes locked onto me. I tangled my fingers in her silky hair, her condition totally forgotten as she sucked me like a vacuum and my mind turned to mush.

She pulled away with a pop, then crawled back on top of me, lowering her lips to mine before easing onto me, twisting her hips as she took me deeper. Little gasps escaped her throat as her eyes rolled back into her head and her mouth formed into an O.

“You’re a perfect fit,” she murmured. “But just barely, I had no clue you’d be so big.”

I wanted to laugh at how ridiculous that sounded but my mind wasn’t functioning correctly and I wrapped my hands around her waist as she rode me, twisting her hips as I tried to hold back, forcing myself to think of anything else except the way she looked and felt. She leaned down to kiss me again and I rolled her onto her back, desperate to slow things down. If I was going to ruin my life for her, I was going to enjoy it.

“Come on, Rhys, fuck me the way you want to. I can take it.” Her words egged me on and I pulled her onto her knees, then slapped her ass, the tight sound sending chills through me as she gasped, then arched her back, her hands outstretched as she stared at me, then winked. Something about that drove me insane and I wrapped my hands around her hips and pounded into her like a man possessed. Her body quivered and clenched around me and she let out a loud cry and I unloaded inside of her, shooting what felt like gallons of cum into her wet pussy as I tried to calm myself down.

She pulled away, rolling onto her back, her breaths fast and hard as she stared at me, a satisfied smile affixed to her full lips. The clock in the kitchen ticked away and I realized that the sun was setting. I thought about Sariah for a second, hoping that she was alright, then returned my attention to Aurora.

“How are you feeling?” She looked suspiciously fine, but I felt like I should ask.

“Fine. I just wanted to fuck you,” she said, bursting into a fit of giggles, and agitation began worming its way through me. She’d lied to me and even though I knew it, I was so pissed off that I wanted to scream. I could deal with a lot of things, but lying, especially about something like that, was beyond the pale.

“I knew it. Fuck this shit!” I was furious. Not only had she lied about what happened, but she was gloating about it and I’d never been so annoyed in my life. “Goddammit, get the hell out of here.” I shouted and she evaporated into a fine mist just as the sun set and I needed to have a chat with Belial about this situation sooner rather than later.

I threw a pillow across the room, swearing that I’d never talk to her again, then realized that was probably a lie since the sex was absolutely mind blowing and as far as I knew, she wasn’t going anywhere. As my brain was doing all sorts of mental gymnastics about why what happened wasn’t necessarily a bad thing, Lemmy came trotting in and it really looked like he was smirking.

“What?” I shouted, then immediately felt bad about it. “I’m sorry, today has just been really frustrating. You understand, right?” I gave him an apologetic scratch on the head. “Do you know how I can summon Belial? I really need to talk to him.”

Lemmy sighed and shook his entire body, then walked towards the bathroom. I followed him, watching as he scratched the door, then sat down beside it and looked up at me.

“Just like that?” I asked and he stared at me again. “Want to come?” He answered by trotting into the living room and jumping onto the sofa and I figured that was fair. This wasn’t his problem and he didn’t feel like dealing with it. I took a deep breath and walked through the door.

“Rhys,” Belial’s booming voice rang out and for some reason, I was surprised to see him, even though I was the one who’d summoned him. His hair was slicked back and he was wearing a perfectly tailored Italian suit with an expensive looking tie and glanced at his watch.

“Are you in a hurry? We can talk later if you want.”

“I’ve always got a few minutes for my favorite son,” he said, then ordered a tonic water and I realized that he must be in the middle of something important. The gray in his hair was mostly gone and he looked younger, more vibrant. I suspected that his appearance shifted based on his mood, but like everything else about him, it was only a hunch.

“I’ll keep this quick,” I said, waiving away the bartender as he came to take my order. “What the fuck is up with Aurora?”

“You like her? I knew you would.” He smirked and I narrowed my eyes in annoyance. He was treating this whole thing like some sort of sick game, but it was my life and I was tired of it. Whatever was going on with him and his enemies had nothing to do with me and I was annoyed about being stuck in the middle of it.

“No. She’s insane.” Belial offered me a cigarette and I took it, waited for him to offer me a light, lit it up and inhaled. The smoke hit my lungs like a boulder and I coughed, then ashed it out and coughed a few more times to clear out what felt like a wildfire in my lungs. “Jesus Christ, what is that?”

Belial looked at the cigarette between his fingers and shrugged. “Sorry, guess I’m just used to the local blend. Try this.” He offered me another and I waved it away, swearing off smoking for good. “I need to quit too, but it’s hard, you know how addictions can be.” He inhaled, then stared at me. “So, what? You don’t like her? I thought the two of you would get along just fine.”

“She lies constantly and she won’t leave me alone. I can’t stand it.”

“They’re all like that, you know, the ‘deities’," he said as he put airquotes around deities and rolled his eyes.

“Like what? Liars?”

“Yeah, more or less. Come on, you only read about the Christian lineup? At least I didn’t send you someone from northern Europe, those fuckers are insane. Freya’s a good time and all, but get on her bad side and she’s...” He whistled, then widened his eyes and scoffed before checking his watch again. “If you’re really that unhappy, I’ll recall her.”

“What happens if you do?” I was curious. She had said something about a favor, but didn’t elaborate and I wasn’t sure if she was also trying to avoid some sort of punishment.

“Things are getting crowded and we’re trying to clean house to make some space. I like her, but if you’re not happy, I could just pull the plug on the whole thing — no harm, no foul.”

“Pull the plug. What do you mean?”

Belial finished his drink, then stared at me before shoving his pack of cigarettes into his pocket and standing up and resting his elbow on the bar. He inhaled, collecting his thoughts before trying to explain.

“We’re not the only game in town, but right now, the power is split between us and a few variants on the same theme, you know? Getting rid of some of the older faces isn’t really a problem, but I personally like her and wanted to give her a second chance,” he looked at his watch again, before motioning towards the door. “I really hate to do this, but I gotta go, just let me know how you want me to handle it.”

“Wait, so you all actually coexist — like that stupid fucking hippie bumper sticker you always see on yoga teacher’s cars?”

“Yes. That’s what the meeting you interrupted is about. We’re trying to set some criteria so we can make room for new arrivals.”

“Goddammit,” I swore and motioned for the bartender to come over. I didn’t want to be responsible for whatever happened to her and groaned as I massaged my temples. “I guess I’ll keep her around. Can I hang out here for a few more minutes? I’m not ready to go back home yet.”

“Of course, the place is all yours,” he said as he squeezed my shoulder and stared at the bartender. “Whatever he orders is on my tab, alright?” The bartender nodded, then turned his attention to me as Belial waved before disappearing into a fine mist.

“What do you want?”

I’d never exchanged more than a few words with the bartender, and as he wiped his hands, staring at me intently, my mind went blank.

“Uh, what do you recommend?”

“A Shirley Temple,” he mumbled in his deep voice, finishing with a sharp laugh and I groaned.

“I need something with alcohol. Something strong, please.” He went to work, pouring and shaking and stirring then slid something across the finely milled bartop. It was blue, which I wasn’t happy about and there was a bunch of greenery sticking out of the top. “What is it?”

“The house special,” he said with a painful looking smile and I pulled it closer, then leaned over to take a sip through the straw. It was excellent and even though I was annoyed by how much I liked it, I nodded and I wondered how it was possible to be both unsurprised and surprised at the same time.

“Ok, it’s good. Who are you anyway?”

“No one,” he mumbled and walked away. He obviously needed to work on his listening skills, but that wasn’t my problem. My problem was that one of the women I loved almost killed me and I wasn’t sure if I’d be able to keep going on like this. I wanted to be with Margot and Sariah more than anything else, but they were ultimately creatures that I’d never be able to understand and I wasn’t sure if I’d ever really belong in their world.
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Kill them all


When I walked back into the house, an eerie silence surrounded me. The sky was purple and I sent a message to Mikey letting him know that I’d be coming in late. I wanted to check on the girls, but was worried that I would screw up things more than I already had. Ultimately, Sariah had warned me that they were territorial and could attack and I didn’t listen to her.

I conceitedly thought that they would never hurt me, and the realization that they could was more painful than I wanted to admit.

An electric jolt sizzled through me and I froze. It was intense and familiar and in the back of my mind, I knew exactly who it was. My gaze drifted to the sword in the corner of the room and the text on its blade disappeared, a new inscription etching itself into the cold steel.

A loud hum filled the room. I hadn’t touched the weapon since the incident with Trina and had planned on tossing it in the back of my closet at some point, but I was suddenly drawn to it. It was summoning me and I stood, taking a few steps closer as the prickling sensation intensified.

It spread through my core and into my extremities and soon my entire body was humming and I felt a strange power surge through me. I needed to touch the sword, it was calling to me and as I gripped my hand around the leather bound handle, I was surprised by the warmth emanating from it. The material shifted and molded to my grip as I picked up the heavy object, reading the freshly etched inscription on the blade.

Caedite eos. Novit enim Dominus qui sunt eius.

What the everloving fuck?

I was so focused on the sword that I didn’t hear Lemmy growl or notice when another head popped out of his shoulder. The energy from the weapon was overwhelming and as I gripped it more tightly, I felt as though it connected with me, like it was now an extension of my body. A random thought that I wished it was a gun raced through my mind, and a painful jolt ripped through me.

“Ow!” I screamed. “Ok, sorry, you’re fine.” I couldn’t believe I was talking to a goddamn sword and shook my head.

“What have you done to her?” I was suddenly jolted back to reality when a voice from outside echoed through the silence.

It was Cyrus, and he looked even more pissed than before.

The sun had set and I could use Sariah’s help, but I didn’t want to risk it. Katie was in no condition to get involved and Margot was busy tending to her friend. I would need to deal with Cyrus myself. I glanced down at Lemmy, who was now a full fledged hellhound, complete with three vicious pitbull shaped heads, razor sharp teeth that were fully bared and rabid amounts of viscous foam seeping out of his mouths.

“Ready?” I asked, hoping Lemmy would just say no and I could use that as an excuse to stay safely inside. A threatening growl was his answer and it sounded like he was ready to go for it, which I wasn’t exactly thrilled about. I took a few hesitant steps towards the door, looking through the window.

Cyrus was standing on my front lawn, his eyes glowing as his hands stretched into the sky. Thunder cracked overhead and I wondered how he was able to do that. As far as I knew, he was only a vampire, but as the smell of rain permeated the thick evening air, I realized that he had somehow become much, much more. I took a deep breath and walked outside, ready to face him and whatever happened next.

“She told you to leave her alone, Cyrus.” I said as a flash of lightning streaked across the sky above us. “You need to move on.” The words felt insufficient, but sounded reasonable and part of me hoped that he would admit his mistake and decide to just get on with his life without her.

Unfortunately, I was way too optimistic.

“That cunt tried to kill me and left me to rot for centuries. She deserves to die, but I'm willing to take her back.”

“She doesn't want you, Cyrus.” A gust of wind emerged from nowhere and I saw my neighbor out of the corner of my eye. He slowly dragged his garbage bin down the driveway to the curb and waved when he looked in my direction.

“Evening, Rhys. Don't forget that next week's pickup is on Monday.”

“Ok got it. Thanks Don, have a good one!” I waved back and watched as he walked towards his house, completely oblivious to what was happening. Once I was sure he was inside, I returned my attention to Cyrus, who was still glaring at me intensely. I realized that he needed to die and I was the only thing standing between him and the woman I loved.

“She is mine. We are destined for each other.”

“She was your slave. You bought her, owned her, she never had a choice. Why won’t you let her live the life she wants?”

“I gave her immortality.” Thunder cracked overhead again as the sky opened and rain poured down. The sword hummed impatiently, urging me to use it, to kill Cyrus and absorb his power, whatever that was. I shielded my thoughts, pushing him away as he attempted to learn more about me, my weaknesses, and use them against me.

Lemmy growled and lunged, but Cyrus wasn't Trina. His movements were quick and graceful and he lashed out, his sharp fingernails grazing one of Lemmy's heads. The large hound yelped, then backed away, growling as one of the other heads licked the wound on the injured one. The sight of blood infuriated me and as the sharp gusts of wind whipped around my body, I knew that I was the one that needed to end this. Sariah deserved to be free and I wanted to give that to her.

The sword hummed and vibrated in my hand and I took a step towards the ancient vampire. He was inhumanly fast, but an idea wormed its way into my mind. Margot and Sariah would often cringe under artificial light if it was too bright and I remembered the motion light I installed last year when there had been a few break-ins in the neighborhood.

It wouldn't hurt him, but the shock could stun him enough to give me a brief advantage. I looked down at Lemmy to make sure he was alright, then slowly made a sidestep towards the edge of my yard, my eyes locked onto my opponent. I needed to make sure he was looking in my direction as soon as the light triggered.

“If you go away, I won’t have to hurt you,” I goaded and he laughed.

“You? Hurt me? Boy, I was fighting battles when your ancestors were living in caves. I’ve seen more, done more, experienced more than you could ever imagine…” Just a few more steps. Keep him talking. “You can have the other one, but Sariah is too good for you. We belong together.”

I stared at his pale, crepey skin and couldn’t imagine Sariah wanting to spend another moment with him.

“You’re disgusting, Cyrus. Have you looked at yourself lately?” I laughed, taunting him, creeping towards the edge of my lawn as the sword hummed pleasantly in my hand. “She doesn’t want you. She wants someone who can give her what she needs.”

His eyes locked onto the sword and widened.

“Where did you get that?” he hissed.

“It was a gift.”

“A sword like that belongs with someone who knows how to wield it, not a small man like you. I know who, and what, you are.”

It was working and he inched towards me, his eyes locked on mine. If I could just get him a few more feet without him attacking me, I could make my plan work.

“What do you mean?” I could tell he was trying to distract me, but I couldn't fall for it. I needed to stay focused.

“All of his children are like cockroaches. They yield none of his power and are working to out him. You are his last chance.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?” I needed to ignore him, to stay focused on what I was trying to do, but doubt started eating away.

“And Sariah, she will discard you once you've outlived your usefulness. She's a survivor, she's…aaahhhh.”

“That’s for kicking Lemmy,” I yelled as I sliced downward, severing his leg right above his knee. He let out a scream and I could see the tissue in his severed leg starting to rebuild itself almost immediately. I needed to finish this quickly. He grabbed my leg with his left hand and I fell flat on my back, the breath knocked out of me as the sword landed a few inches out of my reach.

Lemmy grabbed his other arm, distracting him long enough to reach the few extra inches to grab the handle. I swung it awkwardly, missing him and realized that his leg had almost completely grown back.

“Fuck,” I shouted then frantically swung again, missing him for a second time. I remembered Sariah telling me that beheading was one of the ways to kill a vampire for good, but I wasn’t in the right position. I was losing my advantage and I needed to get a clear shot at his neck, but I was too close. My mind was racing as I tried to get away, but his grip was too strong and I could see that his leg was almost healed.

I closed my eyes, imagining that I was out of his grasp, that I was standing a foot away, staring down at him and I cried out in pain as my body twisted and contorted, turning in on itself and just when I thought I couldn’t take any more, I realized that I had done it.

I had teleported.

“Holy shit!” I screamed, unable to take the time to appreciate what just happened as I hoisted the sword over my head and swung down as hard as I could.

“This is for Sariah!” I cried out as the rain poured down and the sword crashed into his neck. “Say hi to my dad, you fucking cocksucker.” It was like the entire scene was in slow motion and as his head rolled off and across the lawn, his body exploded into a pile of blood and guts, completely unrecognizable as having belonged to a human being.

“Did you see that?” I asked Lemmy as I wiped blood off my face and smeared it on my shirt. He shook his entire body, then kicked the ground like he’d just taken a shit and walked back towards the house. Cyrus’ blood seeped into the lawn and I stayed outside staring at it, the cold rain like a baptism as I looked up and screamed, then collapsed onto my knees and heaved my lunch onto the wet grass.
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Mother’s day


“I don’t know how much more of this I can take,” I said to Belial as we sat at the bar. The fight had been rough and Sariah was still unconscious from biting Aurora. Margot said that she thought the other woman would survive, but it would be a while before she knew anything for sure. There was nothing I could do to help, so I summoned my dad.

“She’s fine, Rhys. Those girls have been through some shit and come out the other side stronger than when they started.” He was trying to comfort me and I appreciated that, but it wasn’t exactly what I wanted to hear at that point.

“I just want a normal life, you know? I’m not a monster fighting kind of guy,” I exhaled and took a sip of the drink that the bartender slid in front of me.

“You handled it well though. He did some pretty fucked up shit during his time on Earth and was assigned to one of the lower levels. He's pissed and keeps sending me threats, but there's really nothing he can do at this point.” Belial sounded proud of me and I smiled despite myself. “You know that sword is the one I used when…well, you know. I want you to keep it…it would mean a lot to me.” He leaned onto the bar and lit up a cigarette.

“Really? Wow…thanks.” I wasn’t sure how to properly thank him, but it seemed like a big deal and I was surprised that he trusted me enough to give me such an important link to his past.

“It’ll be good for when the other guy shows up and Lemmy told me you somehow figured out the teleportation thing, so congrats on that.”

“I don’t know what happened,” I confessed. The entire thing still felt like a nightmare, the sudden jolt, the explosion, the feeling of Cyrus’ blood covering me from head to toe. Thinking about it made me want to puke again but I managed to hold it back.

“My other kids are shitheads. You’re the only one I trust to do the right thing,” he said with a smirk and I remembered what Cyrus had told me, wondering if any of it was true or if it was simply an attempt to distract me. “I know how crazy that sounds coming from someone like me, but I wasn’t always like this.” His voice trailed off and he shook his head. I almost felt bad for him, living an eternity with regrets like that must be brutal. “I made my bed, though, and I’ve slept really well in it.”

“I’m not that good of a guy,” I said. “I cheat on my taxes, I occasionally park in a handicapped spot if I’m in a hurry, I should probably tip more...”

He laughed and it felt good to just sit there and shoot the shit with him. All of the other stuff felt so far away and distracting and even though I knew that there were important things to discuss, this was exactly what I needed.

“Is there any chance you could leave? You know, come visit me on the outside?” He’d done it before, I mean that was why I existed, but he shook his head, exhaling slowly and standing up. I hoped he wasn’t leaving already, but I knew he was busy and didn’t want to keep him away from work.

“I’d love to, but things aren’t the same as they used to be. People have changed and we’re losing our ability to bend them to our will.” I was hesitant to tell him that was probably a good thing and let him continue.

“But, I do have a little bit of good news,” he said as he finished his drink. I saw the door open on the other side of the bar and an attractive middle aged woman with brown hair and dark eyes walked in. She was wearing a heavy beige sweater and a pair of high cut jeans and was a few inches shorter than me. Something about her was intensely familiar and I kept my eyes locked onto her as she looked around the bar. When she saw Belial, she smiled and approached and my heart started to race. “Rhys, I want you to meet your mom.”

For more, visit tate-bull.com
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The Farm Life: The Complete Series

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DDY9H8WW

When I moved back to my family farm, I thought I'd stay for a few months, sell the land and move on with my life. Things have a way of working out differently than what we plan.


Kate, the gorgeous veterinarian who looks after my cows, actually agreed to go on a date with me and I was shocked. I mean, she's perfect in every way and I'm, well, I'm definitely not. Our date was going great until a jerk started acting up and his girlfriend got involved. That's how I met Chloe and my life changed forever.


When my best friend got dragged into the mess I started, I felt like it was my fault. The only good thing to come out of the tragedy was reconnecting with Marisol, his sister and a woman I've had a crush on since high school.


For once in my life, everything is falling into place. Now, I just need to make sure it stays that way.

***
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Reborn

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F13ZD3W9


As the sole occupant of Neptune Orbital Station 55792, I have served as its caretaker for nearly a century. I live and work alone, monitoring incoming traffic to the Sol System and making daily reports to my superiors.


An emergency docking request from an alien vessel throws the life I knew into chaos when I discover the creature's human cargo. They reveal the devastating truth about the universe around me and everything I thought I knew is called into question.


The man I was no longer exists.


I am reborn.
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