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The story so far…


About a month ago, I found out that I wasn’t the guy I thought I was. My father was actually a fallen angel named Belial and he revealed to me that someone was trying to kill him.

He wanted to protect me and sent two vampires to keep an eye on me. Margot and Sariah were beautiful, tough and immediately became a part of my life. When my ex-wife, Trina, came back, I realized that she wasn’t who I thought she was, either, and was forced to kill her after she shifted into a succubus.

Belial was concerned that Margot and Sariah wouldn’t be enough and sent a new protector, the goddess Aurora. She didn’t like me and I wasn’t crazy about her, but that changed as she grew obsessed with me and tried every trick in the book to seduce me.

When Sariah’s crazy maker, Cyrus, came back to find her, I was forced to kill him, but not before Sariah drank Aurora’s blood and became ill. I met with Belial after the battle with Cyrus, and he told me that my mother wanted to meet me. I couldn’t wait and figured that nothing else could possibly go wrong.

Yeah, right…
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A fairy tale


Visitors to the Aran Islands, off the western coast of Ireland, often commented on the temperate weather, the hard people and the peaceful ebb and flow of daily life. The ancient land served as a refuge for the dispossessed and provided subsistence for the several hundred industrious individuals who called the islands home. It was also a magical place, a fact of which the locals were well aware, but the local parish priest, Father Batiste, was blissfully ignorant.

Born Francois Batiste to a Boulanger and a seamstress in the port town of Calais in the second decade of the twentieth century, Father Batiste was a humble and learned man. He spoke Latin, French, a bit of English, and was drawn to the rigors of the priesthood from an early age. He saw sins of the flesh as abhorrent and railed against the minor transgressions his fellow students at the boarding school he attended would often commit in his sight.

He completed seminary before the start of the second world war and his third assignment was Aran parish, located on the largest of the three islands, Inishmore. His new parishioners were fully prepared to fervently repent for their perceived indiscretions and Father Batiste revelled in his calling, preaching to the gentle fisherman, shepherds and craftsmen who inhabited the rocky, fiercely Catholic islands.

Father Batiste was a good man and patiently worked on saving the souls of the righteous and wicked alike. His sermons were well attended, and he was respected, even though he was an outsider, a fact he was reminded of frequently.

Weeks turned into months and months into years and he became an important fixture of the community, highly regarded as a man of learning and sophistication. The residents of the islands relied on him to settle their disputes, baptise their children, recite the wedding prayer for young couples in love and pray for the souls of the dearly departed. Every spring, he would bless the fisherman’s boats, asking God to grant them a bountiful harvest and safe return. In the fall, he would ask the Lord to favor the herds of sheep that roamed the rocky hills, that their fleece would grow thick and luxurious and provide wool for clothing to guard against the damp, chilly winters.

The womenfolk appreciated his calm demeanor, finding his abstemiousness a welcome contrast to their husbands, who gave in to the bottle when the fish eluded their nets or their plow broke against a buried rock in a virgin field.

One of Father Batiste's most dedicated parishioners was a young woman named Eleanor O’Brien. Her family had inhabited the islands since the Cromwellian conquests and her sharp blue eyes, porcelain skin, golden hair and ripe, voluptuous figure were the envy of every woman, and the forbidden fantasy of every hot-blooded man. Father Batiste found himself making excuses to be in her company, offering to tutor her in letters and doctrine. Across the flame of the candle, their eyes would often lock and he felt a stirring in his loins that he had never before experienced.

He prayed for the strength to resist her and recommitted his heart to God so that he would not give in to the temptation that was so conveniently laid before him. His attempts to curry favor with the Lord were unsuccessful, and six months later, Eleanor was heavy with child; cast out of her parents’ house for the unforgivable sin of lying with a man before marriage.

She refused to reveal the name of the wicked individual who had despoiled her, and Father Batiste, being the kind humanitarian that he was, offered her the use of the chapel for shelter. It was there that they continued their torrid affair in full view of the parish’s treasured holy relic of the true cross, which rested above the altar where the worst of their carnal sins were committed.

Although she was a strong and healthy young woman, Eleanor did not survive the trial of childbirth and Father Batiste shepherded her soul to God, the only woman he had ever loved, and took in her baby girl as an orphan.

The child was sickly and weak, and Father Batiste was entirely unprepared to care for it. Unable to find a home for the bastard girl, he hired one of the local washerwomen to serve as a wet nurse, caring for and feeding the sickly baby as the priest grew more and more attached, and could no longer fathom giving her away.

He was acutely aware of how cruelly orphans, especially bastards, were treated and would not subject his beloved daughter to that fate. She deserved a better life than the one that awaited her in an orphanage and although her health continued to decline over the weeks following her birth, her father was determined to keep her with him in the mortal realm. Sadly, this physical manifestation of his own moral weakness grew frailer by the day and he assumed God was displeased about the sin he had committed and that the innocent child was paying the price.

One thing you must understand, dear reader, is that the Aran Islands were an ancient, magical place, and the location of the last remaining portal to the Fae Realm of Narraan. The wicked creatures would regularly visit Inishmore, taking human children with them and leaving their own sickly fairy offspring in their place. The wet nurse repeatedly warned Father Batiste that this could happen and he laughed, calling her a silly, superstitious cow who should not believe in fairy tales.

Not a single islander was aware of the battle that raged across the portal for control of Narraan, or that a dark force was overwhelming the rightful rulers of the ancient kingdom. The king had a single precious daughter, one whom he would protect at any cost, and at significant risk to himself, he crossed through the portal, into the human realm, secretly exchanging this healthy child with Father Batiste’s sickly baby girl. The king sealed the last remaining threshold behind him, severing all contact between fae and human and ensuring that his daughter would remain safe in the care of the good Father.

Because of Father Batiste’s continued interest in the child, suspicions about her true paternity began to surface and Father Batiste's influence in the community gradually waned. It was at that point that he made the difficult decision to abandon the priesthood and leave his dream behind.

He resigned his position and reverted to the life of a layman so that he and his daughter, Ellen, could remain together. They moved to Chicago, where Father Batiste once again became Francois Batiste. He was a devoted father and adored the bright, willful child his beloved girl became. Such progeny was a gift from God himself and her health and vigor were signs that Francois had made the correct decision in leaving the priesthood.

As she grew, Ellen became more difficult, moody and extremely rebellious. Francois tried his best, sending her to schools he could barely afford and working himself into an early grave.

Of course, when he died, leaving Ellen an orphan at age twelve, he had no idea what her life would become, or where she would end up.
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Nothing works


“Rhys, I want you to meet your mom.”

It was like time slowed, crawling to a painful stop as she moved closer, rounding the edge of the bar, recognition clear in her eyes. This was a woman who, until a month ago, I didn’t know existed, but as I looked at her, it was like I’d known her my entire life. Her hands flew over her mouth as she stared at me and tears filled her eyes. I had so many questions, but threw my arms around her and squeezed, not wanting to let her go, not giving a shit that she had abandoned me. A vibration surged through me and I pushed it away, wanting to relish the moment without any of the other bullshit that came along with it.

Her body was shaking, and the front of my shirt was soaked with her tears. She was sobbing and I could feel myself about to lose it. I didn’t know what to do or say or how to act, so I just stood there and let it happen. I wanted to tell her everything — all the events of my life condensed into a rambling feed of incoherent gibberish — instead I just enjoyed the moment, relishing the sensation of being with this complete stranger who gave birth to me. Her body shook against mine and I kissed the top of her head, unable to believe that she was real.

“What a beautiful family reunion,” Belial said, blowing a smoke ring and looking on proudly as he motioned for the bartender to come over and ordered a bottle of champagne. “This kind of shit always makes me emotional.”

The bartender set a bucket of ice on the bar in front of us and pulled out a dusty bottle of something old. He skillfully popped the cork, not allowing a drop to go to waste as he poured the sparkling wine into three glasses, keeping his attention focused squarely on us as he did it.

“To family,” Belial said with a genuine smile as he raised his glass, not a hint of sarcasm anywhere and I realized he was actually enjoying himself.

“Could we have a few minutes?” I asked Belial, feeling guilty about the request, but concerned I wouldn't be able to speak freely to her with him listening. I couldn’t stop staring at her, inspecting every detail of her face, confirming that she was who Belial claimed. A part of me still didn’t believe any of it, couldn’t reconcile the fact that this was the woman who brought me into this world. Belial stayed planted firmly in front of me and I tried again. “Alone?”

“Sure, yeah, no problem.” He looked slightly hurt, and I felt bad, but I just needed a few minutes. “I’ve got to get her back soon. There are still some lingering issues so this visit’s gonna have to be quick, got it?”

I nodded and Belial moved to the other side of the bar, chatting with a guy seated at the end as I motioned for my mother to sit down. She smiled, and the familiarity of it was like a warm blanket on a cool day. I'd never realized how different I felt from my adoptive parents, but now I understood what it was like to truly connect with family.

“Mom, I…”

I’d actually practiced the speech I wanted to give when I finally met her in the mirror in my bathroom at home, but now none of it seemed relevant and I felt frozen, unable to put what I wanted to say into words. “It’s okay, I understand why you did it.”

She smiled, tears filling her eyes as she wrapped her arms around me again and sobbed, crying like I’d never seen anyone cry before, and my heart felt like it was going to explode. I let her get it all out and when she pulled away and stared at me, opening her mouth to finally tell me what happened, tell me why she gave me up, nothing came out.

“Sorry, uh, I couldn't hear you,” I said, thinking that maybe she was so upset that she was unable to put her feelings into words. She tried again, opening her mouth and moving her lips, but no sound came out. I saw the panic in her eyes, then she looked in Belial's direction and called his name.

“Dad, get over here!” I shouted. He turned to face us, and I motioned towards Mom. “She can't fucking talk!”

Belial got off his stool and joined us, grabbing her chin and looking in her mouth like he was checking out a horse he was about to buy. After a few seconds of poking and prodding and squeezing, he took a step back and shrugged.

“Huh. I think something’s wrong,” Belial said and scratched his head as he stared at her. She was trying to say something and grew increasingly agitated. Even though I couldn't hear her, I could tell she was pissed and so was I.

“Uh, well,” he said as he ran his fingers through his hair and she started silently yelling at him. “I told you there were issues with bringing people like her here. Maybe it has something to do with that.”

“Goddammit, why is everything so fucked up all the time? Can’t you people do anything right?” I was annoyed and immediately felt bad about taking it out on Belial. “I'm sorry. Thank you for doing this for me. It means a lot.”

The old bastard looked like he was going to tear up, then inhaled sharply and shook his head before turning to face my mom.

“It’s time to go,” he said. “I’ll talk to some people and try to figure out what’s going on, and maybe we can attempt this again in a few days.”

My mom hugged me again and gave me the most heartbreaking smile I’d ever seen. As she disappeared, she blew me a kiss, and I waved, hoping that Belial could get the situation ironed out sooner rather than later.

“I think I had one too many,” he said as he pushed his glass away and discreetly wiped his eyes. “Anyway — Rhys, there's something we need to talk about.” He looked nervous and as he lit a cigarette, my patience started wearing thin.

“Something else?” I really thought that the revelations thus far had been enough, but the way he was looking at me at that moment made me realize that the crazy train was nowhere near its final destination.

“Your mom isn’t exactly…human.”

“What?” Time stopped, and I felt like I'd been punched in the gut.

Belial took a step away, and my thoughts spiraled. I'd accepted the fact that I was half angel, but it was because I thought the other half was human. Not being human at all was a step over the line and I had to steady myself on one of the barstools as the full meaning of what he just told me wormed its way through my mind.

I looked human…she looked human, but so did my father and Aurora and, for the most part, Margot and Sariah.

“That was probably one reason I was drawn to her, well, besides the fact that she was the only woman on that corner who said condoms were optional.”

“Oh God, I didn’t need to hear that,” I said, resting my elbows on the bar as I hunched over and stared at the bottles lining the wall. I didn't know what to ask next, so I took a few deep breaths as my heart thumped in my ears and I tried to contain the feeling that I was drowning. “If she’s not human, what is she?”

“Well, that's part of the problem. We don't exactly know. Maybe some sort of a wight or a troll, who the fuck knows? The important thing is that you are not human and that should be a great asset with regards to our current situation.”

“A troll? Are you shitting me?” I loved trolls when I was a kid, couldn't get enough stories about them, but it didn’t mean that I wanted to be one.

“Remember what I told you about barely scratching the surface? Well, there you go. It’s probably why you’ve been able to absorb, you know, those powers. Whatever you are, it’s really fucking strong and that's a good thing, son.” I knew he was trying to make me feel better, but I wasn't sure how many more rug pulls I could take.

“So I’m half angel, half something not human?” I was spiraling, and I needed to let it go. The rest of the shit had been difficult, but this was a revelation that I wasn't sure I'd ever be able to accept.

“Looks like it,” he said as he inhaled, his eyes locked on an attractive blonde woman seated across the bar. He winked suggestively, and she smiled as I rolled my eyes. “What?”

“Really? You’re doing this right now?”

“You’re the only one who gets to enjoy himself? Don’t give me that sanctimonious bullshit.” He grabbed his pack of cigarettes and shoved them into his pocket. “I wouldn't worry too much about it. Whatever you are, it's close enough to human that you didn't even realize it. Anyway, I'll see about getting the issue with your mom fixed and we'll try again soon, okay?”

He was too distracted by the woman to finish the conversation and I realized it was time to go, anyway. I needed to get back home to check on Sariah and a wave of exhaustion overwhelmed me.

“Yeah, okay. Let me know.”

I watched as the woman stood and walked towards him and he wrapped his arm around her shoulder, whispering something into her ear that caused her to giggle, then they disappeared.
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It’s not your fault


My mind was racing, and I was exhausted and I’d never been so happy to be back home. Meeting my birth mother was incredible, even if it was a bit of a letdown, but Belial’s news about me not being even half human was a tough pill to swallow. That he couldn’t tell me what I was didn’t help the situation either, and the weight of it hit me like a wrecking ball to my gut as I walked down the hall and towards the kitchen.

As I turned the corner, I suddenly felt nauseous and grabbed the wall to steady myself, unsure what I was supposed to do next.

I’m not human.

What does being human feel like?

Is there something I’m missing?

I let those thoughts simmer for a few minutes before taking a deep breath and telling myself that it didn’t matter, none of it mattered and the real problem was still out there, stalking me and threatening everything I loved. It was too much to think about and too late and I was so fucking tired that I could scream, but I wanted to check on the girls.

Margot had assured me before I summoned Belial that Sariah would be fine, but I needed to see her, to know for certain that my stupid decision hadn’t killed her. I was surprised to see Margot standing in the kitchen, staring through the window over the sink. As I moved closer, she turned around and gave me a sad smile.

“How is she?” I asked.

“I wish I knew, but she’s not responding to anything I’ve tried. Honestly, I don't know what else to do for her.” Margot was clearly upset, and I pulled her into my arms, hugging her tightly as I inhaled her familiar scent.

“It's my fault. I shouldn't have gone without checking first, and taking Aurora was a terrible idea.”

“You couldn't have known, Rhys. The way we behave when we’re resting is unpredictable and almost impossible to explain to non-vampires. It’s the only time we’re not completely in control of ourselves — we act on instinct.” Margot wrapped her arms around me and pulled me closer. It was so nice and for a few seconds I could almost forget about the craziness surrounding me.

“Sariah warned me it could happen, and I didn't listen.” I leaned down, kissing Margot's cool lips. It was late, and she was obviously hungry and needed a break. “Go out and get some fresh air, I'll watch her.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yeah, uh…” I started. I needed to tell her about what happened with Aurora, but was terrified about how she would react. “There’s something else…I didn’t plan on it…I thought Aurora was dying and….” I let Margot into my mind, for once it was preferable to trying to explain. She rested her hand against my cheek as her eyes widened, then she smiled indulgently and kissed me.

“It’s fine, Rhys. Sariah and I aren’t possessive—just make sure there’s enough of you to go around, ok?” I laughed loudly. I wasn’t sure if it was the built up tension or everything else from the day finally working its way through my system, but it felt good and her coming into my life really was the best thing that had ever happened to me.

She kept her eyes locked on me and they widened slightly, then narrowed and she rested her hand against her mouth. I realized my thoughts were still open, and I shut my mind to her.

“Oh my God, you killed Cyrus?” I realized that my wandering thoughts were dangerous and Cyrus’ warning about Sariah was still fresh in my mind. Even though I didn’t really believe any of what he said, I couldn’t stand for Margot to know, and think that I had any doubts about them.

“Yes.” The memory of it came flooding back, and I felt nauseous as I remembered how his ancient body exploded all over the lawn. I was glad that he was gone, but I still felt guilty about being the one to do it. “He’s dead.”

The words felt hollow, and I shook my head, attempting to dislodge the memory of what had happened. I could still feel his blood coating my skin and remembered how it had swirled down the drain as I showered, trying to wash the remnants of him away. I wasn’t cut out for that type of shit and wished that someone else besides me could deal with it.

Maybe it was a sign that I was failing, that I wasn’t the powerful offspring Belial clearly thought I was. Maybe he should try for another kid, one that could deal with this better than the way I was. Every movie I’d seen or book I read made it look like killing became easier after the first one, that getting over that hump was key to successfully becoming a cold-blooded murderer, but that definitely wasn't the case, and I wasn’t sure it should get easier. Even though Cyrus and Trina were terrible, and had threatened me, I didn’t feel any better about what I had done and hated that it would probably happen again.

Silence filled the room as I forced myself to think about anything else — work, my mom, the shopping list for when I went to the grocery store later in the day. I took a few deep breaths, calming slightly and noticed that Margot looked concerned. She didn’t need my bullshit on top of what was going on with Sariah, so I grinned like a dumbass, acting like everything was fine and cupped her smooth, pale cheek in my hand as I tried to look normal.

“Go ahead. I can watch Sariah,” I offered. She was our primary concern right now, and I needed to help her, not freak out over things I couldn’t control.

“Thanks,” she breathed. “She should be fine for now, but if you could get her to eat something…”

“I'll try,” I said, resting my finger beneath her chin, then pulling her close for a kiss. I wanted more, but she needed to go and she called out for Katie, who emerged a second later in a flash and stared at me lustily as Margot pulled her towards the door. It closed behind them and I steeled myself.

As I descended the stairs into the basement, I thought about everything that had happened over the past twenty-four hours. Sariah attacked Aurora, who then tricked me into fucking her, which annoyed the hell out of me every time I thought about it. Then Cyrus showed up and I killed him — alone. I reached the bottom of the stairs and stared at the nest in the center of the room.

It wasn’t really a nest, more like a mattress with a bunch of blankets and pillows, but it was where the girls slept, and I spent little time there. Sariah’s eyes were closed and her head rested on a pillow.

Looking at her was physically painful. She was still as beautiful as ever, but dark circles ringed her eyes and her cheeks looked sunken. Her lids fluttered open as she whispered something in a language I couldn’t understand, and I wondered if she even knew where she was. My breath caught in my chest and I kneeled down next to her, stroking her hair and hating myself for causing this to happen.

I pulled her limp body into my arms, resting her head on my chest as I cradled her thin frame. She let out a soft moan, then fixed her eyes on me, a faint smile tugging at her lips. I didn’t know how to fix what was wrong with her, but I needed her close to me, to feel her body against mine. I got undressed, then worked off her clothes, pulling her close and wrapping the blanket tightly around us.

She was colder than I remembered and it almost felt like I was holding a corpse. I forced the thought out of my mind and slid the back of my hand across her frozen cheek. She moaned and shifted her position, wrapping her arms around me.

“Are you hungry?” I asked, adjusting her head and craning my neck towards her so she would have easy access. I'd go back to wearing a turtleneck if it meant she'd eat — I’d do anything she asked if it meant that she would get better. Her cool hand slid across my chest and stopped, resting on my shoulder as she settled against me.

“You smell so good,” she murmured, and I was happy that at least she was talking. Her voice was weak and seeing her like that was one of the worst things I’d ever experienced.

“I'm all yours,” I said, coaxing her. “Just a little taste, come on.”

Her lips brushed against my neck, and the sensation made me shiver with anticipation. She was Pavlov and I was her dog and the expected response was achieved, only this time, I had to tell myself to calm the fuck down.

“Eat something for me, okay?” I urged, pulling her head closer and a few seconds later, I felt her sharp teeth gently pierce my skin. Having her so close was intoxicating, and I realized how much I missed having her feed there. I stroked her hair as she drank, sad when she finished quickly and closed her eyes, falling asleep nestled against me.

She was still unaware of what happened to Cyrus, but it didn’t feel like this was the time to tell her. They may have hated each other, but their ancient bond was broken and it had to be disconcerting. Would she miss that connection even though she loathed him? Weeks ago I never would’ve been able to understand the bond they shared, but the longer I was with her and the closer we became, the realization that I wouldn’t be able to go on without her intensified.

Her body shivered softly against mine and I pulled her closer, wrapping the blankets around us like a cocoon. My mind wandered and time passed quickly and Margot returned an hour later, interrupting my thoughts as she sat down on the mattress next to us. The familiar sadness filled me as I realized I needed to go.

“Did she eat?” Margot asked.

“A little,” I said as I sat up, gently repositioning Sariah’s frail body so that her head was resting on one of the pillows. She groaned, then curled against her friend as Margot crawled next to her and Katie on the other side, snuggling beneath the blankets as they prepared to sleep for the day.

“It’s not your fault,” Margot’s words were meant to comfort me, but felt hollow, echoing in my thoughts as I turned to leave.
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Nice to meet you


Melodic humming drifted down the hallway and I rolled over in my bed, cracking open my eyes as Lemmy yawned right in my face. It smelled like something had crawled into his mouth and died and I groaned, loudly, letting my displeasure be known. The rancid stench reminded me it was time for some dental maintenance, but the hellhound buried inside his tiny body inevitably made an appearance whenever I got anywhere near him with his toothbrush.

“Can you not do that right here?” He narrowed his bulging eyes and jumped off the bed, shaking his little body before trotting towards the kitchen and I rolled onto my stomach.

There was only one other person who would be awake in my house right now and I wasn't ready to confront her. The last time I saw Aurora, she hurt Sariah, lied to me, then evaporated like it was no big deal. Just thinking about her pissed me off more than I could explain and part of me wished she would leave me the fuck alone.

Then I remembered what Belial told me about the fate that awaited her if I sent her back, and decided to just suck it up and deal with it.

I dragged myself out of the bed and went into the bathroom to take a leak. I wasn't in any hurry to see her and if a weird sense of propriety didn’t make me feel like a total prick about it, I would've headed straight to work. Unfortunately, she'd just show up there and we'd be forced to have this conversation in front of Cori, so I decided to get it over with.

I took one last look at myself in the mirror and exhaled slowly, then opened the door and went into the kitchen. Aurora was wearing a pair of white yoga pants that looked like they were painted on and a white sports bra, with ringlets of auburn curls falling down her bare back. She looked drop-dead sexy and as she turned around to give me a heart-stopping smile; I had to remind myself that I was upset with her.

“Good morning, Rhys,” she beamed and took a few tentative steps towards me, the events of the previous evening apparently forgotten. I glanced at the clock. It was early afternoon, so at least she let me get some much needed sleep.

That was a good first step.

“What are you doing here?” I asked, already fully aware of the answer to the question, but desperately hoping that an apology would come out with the explanation.

“You know why I’m here, silly.” She giggled, and the sound was disarming coming from a supremely powerful supernatural being. I didn’t like it and decided to just say what needed to be said — there was no reason to beat around the bush. What she did was unacceptable and until we talked about it, nothing would change.

“I’d like an apology for what you did last night.”

“What do you mean?” She widened her blue eyes innocently as frustration began creeping in.

“You lied to me, then tricked me. I can’t be with someone who does shit like that; I went through it once before and I’m not doing it again.” I kept my eyes locked onto hers, needing her to understand how serious the situation was. I wanted to help her, but the way she continued to behave was making that extremely difficult.

“You liked the sex, though, right?” She chewed on her lip and I felt like she wasn’t taking any of this seriously.

“The sex was fine,” I said, momentarily distracted by the way she squeezed her tits together before refocusing. She knew exactly what she was doing, and I wouldn’t let her get away with it. “But that’s beside the point. Do you understand why I’m upset?”

“Not really. We both got what we wanted and had a good time, so who cares about some stupid little lie?” She was being completely flippant about the whole thing and I wondered if she could ever comprehend why I was angry. Then the realization hit me that she was a creature who came from a totally different background, that in her world, deceit was a normal and acceptable behavior.

I needed a different approach to make her understand, and I didn’t want to have to threaten her to do it. Even though she annoyed the shit out of me, I was absolutely positive that Belial would toss her wherever the old gods went, and I couldn’t stand being the one responsible for that.

“This isn’t Olympus, Aurora. Most humans don’t like being lied to, it’s a really undesirable character trait.” Her expression softened, and I wondered if I was getting through to her. I decided to spell it out. “You can’t keep treating people like shit.”

She stared at me icily and after a few ticks of the clock on the adjacent wall, her expression gradually softened, an apologetic smile twisting her lips as she looked down and clasped her hands meekly in front of her. I wasn’t certain if it was just an act or if something I said was actually getting through.

“I’m sorry, Rhys. Can we try again?” She took a step closer, then softly kissed my cheek with her warm lips and I shivered, the sensation intoxicating. “I want to make this work.”

It was like a completely different person stood in front of me, and I was immediately suspicious.

“So, tell me about you. I feel like everything is about me and that's not fair.” Her voice was low and flirtatious and I didn't want to fall for her stupid bullshit again. She was so hot, and so completely insane, and while I was honestly into that, with everything else going on, it was a complication I didn't need. I wanted to keep her around, but I wouldn’t put up with any more of her lies to do it.

She stared at me, unblinking, and I decided to give her another shot. She didn't hurt Sariah on purpose and she seemed to mostly grasp what I was telling her, but if she fucked up again, I’d send her back to Belial in a heartbeat.

“I, uh, got some news,” I started awkwardly and sat down in one of the kitchen chairs, trying to relax as she leaned against the counter and crossed her arms, a serious expression on her face as she listened. “I’m not who I thought I was. I’m not human.”

As soon as I said it, I felt like a weight had been lifted off my chest, like I could breathe again. It felt good to tell someone, to finally say it out loud.

“Oh…” she murmured hesitantly, wrinkling her nose and I worried that I already lost her. “What…what are you?”

“I don’t know. Belial wasn't sure either; maybe a troll or something.”

“You don’t look like a troll and trolls always look like trolls,” she said, crossing her arms as she studied me closely. “You look human, so that really limits it. Maybe an elf or a fairy or some sort of dhampir…” Her voice trailed off as she narrowed her eyes and stared and I couldn’t help but wonder if she liked me less now. Her thing was human men and if I wasn't human, maybe she wouldn't want me anymore.

“But I don’t have wings. Fairies fly, right?”

She stayed quiet as she turned and pulled some food out of the fridge and started making breakfast. It smelled good and my stomach growled and I let her continue. If nothing else, I’d get something to eat out of the whole thing.

“I’m not exactly an expert, I mean I’ve encountered most of these creatures before, but since you’re also half angel, your form could be distorted.”

“My mom…she looks normal, you know, like a human woman,” I said defensively. This was bothering me more than I had realized and now that I was finally talking about it, I could feel the frustration mounting inside of me.

“Well, whatever — you are what you are, I wouldn’t stress about it too much,” she said as she poured the eggs into the hot pan and a sizzling sound filled the kitchen. She turned to look at me, wiping her hands on a dish towel as she gave me a sexy smile. “By the way, I really enjoyed being with you yesterday. You know, it's been a while and you didn't disappoint.”

I felt like I hadn’t really gotten through to her, that she was going to turn around and start acting insane again, but I didn’t want her to be cast out and it would be easier if we just made our peace and moved on. She could help me and having her around wasn’t the worst thing in the world. A few minutes later, she placed a plate of food in front of me and as I shoved my fork into the steaming pile of eggs; I realized how ravenous I was.

“I’ll take Lemmy out, okay?” She offered and leaned down to kiss me, lingering for a second as her warm lips met mine. I hated that it felt good and the domesticity stuff was nice, but I suspected that nothing had been resolved. I watched her walk down the hall towards the back door, her hips swivelling with each long stride, and started eating. It tasted so fucking good that I almost forgot that they had gone out and I polished off the plate in no time.

I put the dishes in the sink, then turned on the water and let it run for a minute to heat up. As I glanced across the street, I noticed a white fox sitting at the edge of my yard, gazing at the house. It didn’t seem to notice my interest in it, and after a few minutes, the creature stood, then crept across the lawn, pausing right where Cyrus had exploded.

A heavy downpour overnight had washed away the worst of the gore, but the animal leaned over and sniffed the area, pointing its ears forward as it walked around the site, pawing at the remnants. I felt the familiar buzzing expand through my limbs and realized that whatever that creature was, it wasn’t a fox.

Lemmy bolted back into the kitchen, scratching the door and wagging his tail furiously as he let out a little growl. He was concerned, and I wondered if I should be, too.

“Something’s outside,” Aurora murmured and as I locked eyes with the animal, it studied me, then bounded towards the treeline across the street.

“Do you know what it is?” The question was directed at Lemmy, but Aurora answered.

“Looks like a fox,” she murmured as she kissed my earlobe and my eyes followed the animal’s movements. It froze when it saw me staring, then took a step back and ran off. That wasn’t a normal fox and as I watched it take a few more steps away, turning to take one last look at me before disappearing through the treeline, I shivered.

I decided to ignore it. The creature seemed harmless enough, and I had more important things to deal with, like the lying goddess standing next to me.

“I think you should get a shower,” she whispered, her hand drifting down my chest enticingly and I shivered. “I could join you…”

I wanted to, but I wasn't going to reward her bad behavior.

“No,” I said emphatically as I pulled her hand away. “Honestly, I still don’t trust you. Just because you’re being nice doesn’t mean that you’ve learned your lesson. I don’t feel like getting into another awful relationship just because you’re around and into me.” Aurora looked chastened, and I felt bad, but I didn’t need her particular brand of insanity in my life. She was there to do a job, and it wasn’t mine to let her off too easily.

“I really want to change, Rhys. I realize that what I did was fucked up and that I can’t keep screwing people over just to get what I want.” She actually looked sorry, and I wanted to believe her, but I needed more than some half-assed apology.

“Can we just give it some time? It’s not that I don’t want to, it’s just, you’re…kinda…” I could feel her gaze tearing through me like a buzz saw and I swallowed, trying to think of a more diplomatic way to say what needed to be said.

“Yes?” She crossed her arms and tapped her foot impatiently.

“Kind of, uh…” I ran my hand through my hair as the clock ticked away on the wall and I stared at Lemmy, hoping he could offer some sort of assistance with my current situation.

He didn’t.

“Insane.”

When I said it, I felt like I’d ripped off a bandage that had been sewn onto my skin, but it felt good to get that out there and she didn’t look as pissed as I thought she would.

“I know I can be slightly…possessive…” she said diplomatically, and I appreciated her not flying completely off the handle. Her eyes were wet, and I was worried that she was going to cry, but she held it back. “But I’ve had things I love ripped away from me before and I can’t bear for it to happen again.”

“Ok,” I relented, and she smiled, then wiped her eye with a sniffle. “Let’s try this again. I’m Rhys Olberman, nice to meet you.” I stuck out my hand, and she laughed, then sniffled again and took it into her warm grasp as she pumped it up and down.

“I’m Aurora, Goddess of Dawn, Bringer…”

“Let’s just stick with Aurora,” I said, and she giggled, rolling her eyes as she chewed on her full lip nervously.

“So does this mean you want to…” she slid her fingernail down my arm suggestively and even though it was so tempting, I stayed strong and stood by my original decision.

“Yes,” I responded and her eyes brightened. “But not right now. Let’s go on a date or something first.”

“A date?”

“You know, where a couple goes out to eat or see a movie and get to know each other.” It was weird that I had to explain what a date was, but she crossed her arms and nodded.

“That would be nice. Yes, we’ll go on a date.” She rewarded me with a brilliant smile, then her expression turned serious. “How is your friend? The one who bit me.”

“She’s not doing well,” I said, haunting memories from last night filling my mind as I recalled how frail Sariah felt as I held her. I knew what happened wasn’t Aurora’s fault, but I wanted to blame someone and she was the easiest target.

“I'm not surprised; what's flowing through my veins isn't blood.” That news came as a total shock and I wished she had mentioned that extremely important piece of information earlier.

“What is it?”

“Something similar — we bleed like you if we're injured, only it's poisonous. It’s a sort of protection, harming anything that attempts to attack.”

“Why didn't you tell me this yesterday? You knew she bit you.”

“I didn't think she got that much and I was entirely unaware of how those creatures would react to it. Wood sprites thrive on it, the nasty little creatures, but nothing else had ever, uh fed off of me before.”

“Do you know if there’s anything we can do to heal her? I’m worried that she’s going to die,” I said, suddenly feeling hopeless.

“It’s a possibility,” Aurora said nervously, then tried to soften what she said. “But she’ll probably be fine.” The words felt ominous, and I had to accept the fact that there might be nothing I could do to heal Sariah.
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Not a good guy


“Where’s Mikey?” I asked Cori as I walked into Good Ink an hour later and placed Lemmy down on the floor beside me. Aurora graced my receptionist with a stiff nod of her head, then made a beeline to my office. She had to stay with me, but not by my side at all times and I appreciated the breathing room that her apparent distaste for Cori afforded.

“He stepped out to get something to eat. A guy came in asking for you thirty minutes ago.”

“Did he leave his name?”

“No, but he said you two were old friends.”

“That's weird.” I mumbled, not thinking about it too hard. A lot of old clients would drop by when they started looking for some new art, I figured he’d come back if he was serious. “Anything else?”

“Nope.” Cori flashed me a neutral grin, then returned her attention to her phone, and I realized that the conversation was over. My first appointment wasn't until 4 p.m. so I grabbed the logbook and forced myself to get some bookkeeping done. I used to send a disorganized pile of receipts to my accountant, but after a particularly painful audit a few years earlier, I liked to make sure everything looked right first.

The logbook spanned about ten years and was running out of pages, but having all of that info in one place was comforting in the weirdest way possible. It was like a record of my life and I dropped it on my desk, then started fishing through my drawers for the stack of receipts I held onto like winning lottery tickets. Once everything was spread out on my desk, I glanced over at Aurora, who was staring at me like I’d lost what was left of my sanity.

“Want to help?” I asked, and she scoffed. It would be way too much for Belial to send me a tax expert, which was something I actually needed, and I realized that this was one battle I’d need to fight on my own. The sorting continued and after about twenty minutes, I heard the front door open and Mikey come in.

I wanted to ask about his schedule for the next few days and made a mental note of where I left off before walking outside and grabbing some water from the cooler. He was chatting with Cori and I motioned for him to join me in the back. He glanced into my office and raised his eyebrows when he saw Aurora, then turned his attention back to me.

“Where are you finding these women, man? I need to know your secret,” he said, and I chuckled as I thought about everything that had happened.

“You don't want to know,” I said, ready to change the direction of the conversation. “How’s your schedule looking this afternoon?”

“Not too busy, just a few small things. One of my buddies will be in later for a touch up.”

“Ok, cool. I’ll be in and out this week. Are you ok closing up?”

“Yeah, no problem,” he said with a grin. I needed to give him more responsibility and shutting everything down at night was a good place to start. I wasn’t exactly a control freak, but Mikey had never been overly eager to accept more duties and I wanted to take it slow. Good Ink was my baby, and I’d lose my mind if something happened to it because some shithead couldn’t get his act together.

“Great, I have some things that are taking up a lot of my attention at the moment and I’d really appreciate having someone around that I can count on.”

“I’m here for you. Don’t worry about it,” Mikey replied, and I exhaled with relief.

“Thanks,” I said appreciatively, and returned to the office, leaving the door ajar before sitting back down at the desk and the piles of paper scattered across it.

“I don’t like him,” Aurora said, her voice low and steady, as she folded her arms and stared at me.

“That’s not a bad thing,” I said with a laugh and she chucked one of the throw pillows in my direction.

I groaned, then scanned through the logbook entries, going over the list of customers for the past few weeks. As I checked each day, I realized Mikey hadn’t been working very much, then I noticed some records were missing. I clearly remembered him touching up a complicated chest plate last Wednesday that wasn’t listed and as I scanned the entries, there were multiple similar instances of jobs that hadn’t been logged. If what I was seeing was true, Mikey only had one or two clients per day and that definitely wasn’t right.

“Hey, Mikey, can you come in here for a sec?” Something was off and the closer I looked, the more annoyed I got.

“Yeah, what’s up?” Mikey opened the door, peeking inside with an absolutely terrified expression on his face. He had fucked up, and he knew it. I could almost see the wheels grinding in his head as he tried to come up with a way to explain what he knew he’d been doing.

“Could you sit down? There’s some weird stuff in here and I want to double check to see what’s going on.” He slowly walked in. “Close the door.”

“Yeah, uh,” he scratched his head, closing the door then sitting down in the chair across from me. Aurora’s face was locked in a smug expression and I knew she was enjoying this, but I really didn’t want an audience.

“Could you wait outside for a few minutes? I need to talk to Mikey alone,” I said to her and her expression shifted to disbelief that I’d deny her the opportunity to watch me chew him out, then annoyance when she realized I meant it. She stood up, then stomped out, slamming the door behind her. Once I was sure she was gone, I returned my attention to Mikey.

“Is there anything you want to tell me?” I hated this shit. I hated being the boss, loathed being the bad guy, but looking at the numbers for one week led me to believe that I was losing a lot of money that I absolutely couldn’t afford.

“Maybe I forgot to write down a few clients,” he said nervously, and I exhaled, leaning back in my chair as I stared at him, willing him to just tell me that he’d been skimming off the top and that he was sorry and that he wouldn’t do it again. “You know, sometimes it gets busy and I just forget to write it down.”

I could feel my blood pressure rising. The thumping in my ears was distracting me and I took a deep breath, trying not to let it get to me, hoping that maybe it was just an innocent misunderstanding, that he’d needed the cash and he’d pay back every penny and never do it again.

As I stared at him, I realized that wasn’t going to happen. Mikey was a shithead and had always been a shithead and I was the dumbass for thinking he was going to change. I remembered a conversation I’d had with Jack when he handed over the keys.

“You’re a good guy, Rhys,” he’d said. “Don’t give people the opportunity to take advantage of you.”

I thought he’d been referring to Trina, but now I realized he knew this would probably happen. The clock behind me was ticking impatiently, and I needed to do something. Mikey wouldn’t admit what he did and if I just let him continue, he’d never respect me.

“I think you should take a few days off to think about this and come up with a way to pay me back.”

“I…”

“The only thing I want to hear is how sorry you are and how you're going to make this right.” I paused, waiting for him to say something, and as the clocked ticked away, I got more and more agitated. This little fuckwad had been stealing from me and didn’t even have the balls to admit it and apologize. “Well?”

“Go fuck yourself, Rhys,” Mikey said as he stood up and glared at me. “You’ve always been a bitch and working here fucking sucks. If you tell anyone about this, it's not going to end well.”

The tattoo community was tight-knit in our area and if word got out about what happened, it would be impossible for Mikey to find another job. I stood, resting my hands on the desk as I leaned over it and gathered all the rage that had been building up inside of me.

“Is that a threat? Get the fuck out of here you piece of shit.” I stayed calm, not wanting to cause a scene as we stared at each other. He wanted to say something, but didn’t, and the stare down went on for more than a few seconds as my heart raced in my chest.

This wouldn’t have happened a month ago. I would’ve just let it go and kept an eye on him, but I was starting to understand that I had to look out for my own best interests. He was nothing to me and I couldn’t allow him to drag me down to his level.

Mikey blinked first, then turned and left, slamming the door behind him and I couldn’t believe what just happened. I thought we had a pretty good working relationship. I’d tried to be a good boss, but figured that was where I went wrong. I was too nice, and he took advantage of that, just like Trina and I hated that I could already feel myself hardening. I didn’t want to be an asshole, but everything that happened lately made me feel like that was the only way I’d be able to make it through life.

I spent the rest of the evening annoyed and every time I thought about Mikey, I got more agitated. Things were slow, and I shut down before midnight, leaving a note on the door about a family emergency before locking up and leaving.

The ride home was rough. I wanted to get a beer and fall asleep in front of the TV, but there was too much other stuff going on and I realized I wouldn't be able to get any rest until I checked on Sariah.

“Hey! You're home early,” Katie said when I turned the corner. We hadn’t really spoken one-on-one since she was turned and I hadn’t had the chance to apologize for what happened. She’d settled down a lot over the past week, which was surprising, considering what Margot had told me, but I was glad that she was getting somewhat back to normal.

“Issues with work,” I started. I was hesitant to get into the details about what was going on with Mikey. The two of them had been close, but I was certain that she would’ve told me if she had known anything was amiss. She also wasn’t exactly in the best state of mind and I didn’t want to upset her.

She followed me into the kitchen. I hated that she still made me nervous and glanced at the sword in the corner, it glowed, almost as if it knew what I was thinking and I pushed her clumsy attempt to probe my mind away as I settled on the sofa and she sat down beside me.

Lemmy jumped in between us, then looked at me before baring his teeth at Katie in warning. I felt bad about that, but understood. She had been so erratic and even though I wanted to be friends with her, the fear of her draining all of my blood and leaving me to die wasn’t as far-fetched as I’d like it to be. We sat in silence for a few seconds as I stroked Lemmy and tried to think of something to say.

“So…how are you?”

God, that was fucking awkward.

“I mean, how’s the, uh…” My voice trailed off, and I swallowed, suddenly extremely thirsty. “Transition going?”

“Weird,” she replied. I didn’t know what response I’d expected, I mean, she was going through a change that I couldn’t even imagine, but something besides a simple ‘weird’ would’ve been nice.

“Do you feel different?” I finally asked, realizing that I was making the same mistake I’d made with Margot, and not asking the right questions. She thought for a bit, then looked at me again, her expression softening as she ran her fingers through her dark hair.

“I was really unhappy when I woke up and realized what happened, you know. It was like I had been ripped apart and sewn back together,” she paused, grimacing. “I had memories of my former life, but then I would get flashes of other people’s lives and I questioned who I was. Thank God for Margot,” she said with a smile, her red lips curling and her dark eyes locking squarely on me.

I got the feeling that she was only interested in one thing, but even though I felt guilty about what happened to her, there was no way I was going to let her feed on me without Margot around. She was still unpredictable and even though my life felt like it was going to shit; I wasn't ready to die yet.

“I’m really sorry. It seemed like it was the best decision at the time,” I said, happy to finally have it out and glad that she didn’t seem to hate me too much.

“I was pissed off at first, who wouldn’t be, right?” She let out a laugh, and I followed her lead, even though her eyes were cold and distant. Everything about her was so familiar, but it was like there was another person in there and Katie was struggling to contain her. “How’s everything at work? I actually miss going in.”

“Not great. I had to fire Mikey.” It felt good to be able to talk to someone about it.

“I never liked him,” she said as she crinkled her nose, then held her hand out to Lemmy. He sniffed it, then settled down, satisfied that she wasn’t going to kill me at that moment.

“Really? I thought the two of you were friends.” I was genuinely surprised by her revelation.

“He would always hit on me when you weren’t around, even though I told him I wasn’t interested. He was a fucking creep, you’re probably better off without him. Guys like that make women nervous.”

“Why didn’t you tell me? If I’d known he made you uncomfortable, I would’ve fired him sooner.” She shrugged and looked down at her hands.

“You two seemed to get along and I didn’t want to cause any more issues than I already was. I knew I was always on the verge of being let go and if I told you about him, I thought he’d try to get me fired. I really needed the job and I enjoyed working with you.” Her voice faded to almost a whisper and as she stared at me with those deep hazel eyes, I remembered how fucked up her life was.

“I would’ve taken your side, no questions asked,” I told her, wishing that I had known. If she felt creeped out, I was positive the female clients weren’t getting better vibes from him. I knew he liked to flirt, but if he was crossing the line, it was unacceptable.

“It doesn't matter now,” she said with a sigh and we turned our attention to the door as Margot entered, staring at me to make sure I was alright. Katie and I weren’t supposed to be alone, and I understood completely why it made Margot nervous. Even though she was a young vampire, Katie was still extremely powerful.

“How's Sariah?”

“No change,” Margot said with a sigh and I felt like everything around me was spiraling out of control. I was tired and upset and there was only one person I could think of who might be able to help me.

“Should we contact Cyrus? I know Belial got a message from him, maybe he would know something.” I didn’t mention that the message was a threat, or that Cyrus was currently suffering in one of the less cushy corners of hell.

“Possibly, but I don’t know if I want to risk it. He’s obsessed with her — he could lie, tell us something that would kill her so they could be together again,” Margot said as she rubbed her temples and leaned against the living room entrance, deep in thought for a few seconds. “Another option is to contact the Society, but I really don’t want to do that. They’re not exactly altruistic.”

“What’s the Society?” I asked, even though I wasn’t sure I wanted the answer.

“The vampire leadership,” she laughed at the idea. “I know, I was surprised that they could get their shit together enough to form an organized group, but it exists.”

“Would it be possible get in touch with them?”

“I don’t know — we've always stayed as far away from them as we could. They tend to be domineering and want absolute obedience. Membership is not for everyone.”

Sariah’s life was at stake and I’d do anything to help her.

“Would you be able to track them down? It’s a lot to ask, but Sariah is not doing well and that might be our only hope.” I knew Margot loved her as much as I did, and I couldn’t figure out why she was hesitating to do the one thing that could help.

“I think I can, but…” she paused, running her fingers through her hair as she stared at me with something like fear filling her eyes. “They’re not nice people, Rhys. They will want something in exchange for any information they offer. Sariah refused to deal with them and they made her life hell.”

“We need to do whatever it takes save her, Margot.”

“I know; you’re right.” Her voice was weak, and she curled up in a ball on the sofa next to me, resting her head on my shoulder as the sky lightened.
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Smite him


“You don’t look great, son. What’s going on?”

“Work shit,” I said and motioned for the bartender to pour me one of whatever Belial was having.

The longer I thought about what happened with Mikey, the more pissed off I got. The icing on the cake was the threat and even though I knew I should just let it go and hire someone else, the entire thing weighed on me way more than I was comfortable with. Belial seemed like the right person to talk to about it, and I summoned him for a chat. He was happy to see me and I was glad I had someone I could talk to about it, someone who I felt would understand.

“Tell your old dad about it. Maybe I can give you some advice — that’s what fathers are for, right?” I couldn’t argue with that, but the situation felt pretty cut and dry. The bartender slid my drink across the counter and I thanked him, then took a sip, relishing the sensation of the alcohol drifting across my tongue, then burning down my throat.

“I had this guy working for me. He’s been around for a while and did an alright job — not great or anything, just alright,” I prefaced. I felt that bit of information was important since if he was a real talent, I’d have been more likely to give him a slap on the wrist and move on. “I was doing the books last night and realized that he’s been stealing from me.”

Belial looked straight ahead, thinking for a few beats before he exhaled dramatically and turned to face me, his face betraying his belief that he had the solution to my problem.

“Well, you’re gonna have to smite him. You can’t just let shit like that go. The next thing you know, he’s stealing your ass, your woman and your hut. It’s a slippery slope.” I looked for any sign that he was bullshitting me, but there was none to be found.

“Jesus fucking Christ, what the hell is wrong with you?”

“I’m just kidding,” he said with a stiff laugh, that revealed he was, in fact, not kidding. “Sometimes I wonder if you’re even my son, you can’t even take a goddamn joke,” he chuckled nervously and took a long drink.

“I’m not smiting anyone, but I’m really upset about how the whole thing went down.” I exhaled and realized that I was just rambling. We’d been friends, at least that’s what I thought, and that part bothered me the most.

“Let me tell you a story,” Belial started, holding up his hand when I opened my mouth to interrupt him. “I swear it’s relevant to this situation as well as the ongoing problem that both of us are currently experiencing.” He motioned for a refill and when he looked at me, I nodded for him to continue.

“A few dozen millennia ago there was this guy who didn’t like me. He was highly placed, had his lips to the big guy’s ear, was a respected figure in the community — you get the idea.”

“Yeah, sure,” I said, watching as the bartender slid the drink across the counter, turning as Belial continued talking, but instead of moving away, he stayed put, wiping down the counter.

“He didn’t like me….”

“Wait, is this the guy? The one who’s trying to kill me?”

“Don’t interrupt, son, I’m in the middle of a story,” he said as I held up my hands defensively and he lit a cigarette. “Yes, it’s him. Anyway, a few thousand years before the big rebellion you know about, a couple of us malcontents staged a significantly smaller uprising, just to test the waters.”

I nodded, trying to stay interested, even though I already had a lot on my mind and I still wasn’t sure what this had to do with my situation.

“There weren’t many of us and the whole thing was put down fairly quickly. We should’ve known that would happen, but we were angry and full of that rebellious spirit that comes with youth. Our superiors were lenient, I mean, it was the first time something like that had happened and leadership was willing to give us another chance.”

“They probably shouldn’t have done that,” I said absentmindedly as I traced the grain of wood on the bar and he continued.

“You’re right, it was a mistake, but when you’re not used to dealing with dissent, it’s difficult to understand how to handle it. Anyway, a few of us kept stirring up shit, you know, agitating for another rebellion, stuff like that. Eventually, the big guy had enough of it and demanded to know who was behind the sudden uptick in dissatisfaction.”

“Understandable.”

“Yeah, I guess. I mean, if you’re a leader in a position like that, you can only tolerate so much defiance. Anyway, none of us wanted to take the blame, which was understandable, since the fallout would’ve been incomprehensible." I tried to imagine what he was talking about; a massive battle between powerful forces, but the entire thing was way over my head.

“So what did you do?” I was actually curious, even though I knew what eventually happened.

“We let someone else take the blame. He was expelled and we realized that we’d need to do a better job the next time.”

“What?” That was absolutely not what I expected to hear and I couldn’t believe that Belial let someone else take the fall for something he did.

Actually, I could.

“Yeah, well, none of us liked him — he was a real prick — so no one stepped up to defend him and, you know, he…uh, got cast out, like you do,” Belial raised his eyebrows as he said that and shrugged.

“So you just let some guy, who had no connection to what happened, take the blame for something you did?”

“Yes, well, I was against it, of course,” he added, but didn’t look me in the eye as he said it. I wanted to believe that he wasn’t capable of doing something like that, it was wrong in every way, but a nagging voice in the back of my head wouldn’t stop reminding me that I knew exactly who he was.

“And you don’t feel bad about it?” Not only did this story have nothing to do with my issue, but it felt more like a confession than an attempt to help me and I didn’t know how to handle it. Did Belial feel guilty about it? Did he want some sort of absolution?

“No,” he started, then held out it hand, tilting it slightly and balling it into a fist as his gaze drifted and I wondered if he did have some sort of regret after all. When his lips curled into a smile, I knew he had zero remorse about what he’d done and he’d do it again if he had to. “I mean, I was upset that the plot was discovered, but it gave us some valuable info for our next attempt.”

“Wow,” I blew a raspberry. “I’d be pissed too if I was him, I mean that’s pretty fucking bad. What happened to the guy?”

“Who the fuck knows? It doesn’t matter. He disappeared, but now he’s back and that’s why we’ve got a problem.”

I ran my hand through my hair and shook my head. At least I finally knew what was going on. It felt bad, but I was certain that Belial had done way worse shit and none of those people seemed to care. I didn’t have time for it and realized that I needed to wrap up our conversation.

“I’m not sure I see the parallel. I’m having an issue with an employee stealing and you just told me a story about blaming another guy for something you did, then letting him take the fall. Where’s the connection?”

“The connection,” Belial started, annoyed that he’d been called out on his bullshit. “Is that people are assholes and you need to treat them accordingly.”

“Yeah, but in your case, you were the asshole. In mine, Mikey is the asshole. If the other guy was telling me the story, then maybe I could find the comparison, but…”

“Fine, you got me, but there’s an important lesson in there somewhere and that’s what fathers are supposed to do, right? Impart wisdom upon their offspring.” He paused and finished his drink, then slammed it down, causing the smattering of other patrons to stare. “You’re welcome.”

“Ok, whatever,” I said as I rolled my eyes and stood up. “Any update on the issue with Mom?”

“Not yet. We’re working on it and I promise you I’ll let Lemmy know as soon as we get our shit together. You’re right, this shouldn’t be so difficult.” Belial gave me his trademark shit-eating grin and wiped something off his collar before standing up and giving me a half hug. “Give my regards to the vamps and Aurora.”

“Yeah, uh, about them. Sariah bit Aurora and now she's basically unconscious. We're not sure what to do.”

“Really? But Aurora's blood is poisonous — everyone knows that.”

“I didn’t know that! Sariah definitely didn’t know that!” I was immediately annoyed, but realized that getting sarcastic wasn’t going to help. “Fine, do you know of anything that could heal her?”

“Honestly, it’s usually fatal. I’m surprised she’s held on as long as she has.”

“Jesus,” I moaned and massaged my temples as Belial thought.

“I could get in touch with that ex of hers. He might know something and be willing to talk if I offer him an upgrade.”

I didn’t want to ask but I couldn’t help it.

“An upgrade? Is there like a first class cabin in hell?”

“Yeah, well, something like that,” Belial muttered, and I waited for him to continue. “Cyrus is currently between the rapists and the murderers. As you can probably imagine, it’s not a great place. I could maybe pull a few strings and get him put in with the adulterers if he’s willing to talk.”

Don’t ask. Don’t do it.

“Is it…better there?” I needed to learn to just go along with it, to stop asking questions, but I couldn’t get myself to shut up.

“Oh yeah, it’s a real good time. That’s usually where I go when I need some time away from my managerial duties. It’s a significant improvement to where he’s at.”

“That would be great,” I said, actually feeling some semblance of hope.

“Of course, there’s no guarantee that he knows anything, but he might be able tell us who would know and that could be a big help.” Belial grinned and looked satisfied with himself for offering to assist me.

“I really appreciate it, she’s not doing well and I’d…”

“I know, son, I’ve been in love too.” Belial squeezed my arm, then ruffled my hair, which honestly felt ridiculous, but I’d put up with it if he could help us out. He took a step back and looked at his bare wrist. “Anyway, I’ve got something I need to do. I’ll let you know if Cyrus gives me anything we can work with.”

He walked away with a wave, disappearing like he’d never existed, and I actually felt like maybe things were going right for the first time in a while.
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Clarification


The week dragged by, with Sariah not improving and no word from Belial. I didn’t want to get Margot’s hopes up, so I didn’t tell her about his offer to contact Cyrus, but seeing her so upset was killing me and I stared at Lemmy, willing him to give me some sign that Belial had news.

Instead, he licked his balls, then let out an exaggerated yawn.

It was almost 1 a.m. and I tried to stop myself, but ended up yawning, too and decided I needed some coffee to keep myself going for another hour. Cori had already left, and I’d finished my last client for the evening, but some inventory needed to be done and I was the only guy who could take care of it.

I also really needed some time to myself.

I turned on the espresso machine, measured out the grounds and twisted everything into place as the steam built and I waited to hear the sound of the stream of coffee being released. The cabinets were mostly full; I’d gone on a buying spree last year and had plenty of ink and tips and the only thing I was running low on was sterilizing wipes. I made a note and grabbed the tiny cup of coffee, taking a sip as I ran my hand over the fine leather of my chair.

I didn’t have any regrets about the choices I’d made, but wondered how different things would be if I’d never learned about Belial. If I’d stayed the guy I thought I was and never knew that I was the spawn of an angel and some random supernatural being, would I have lived my life in ignorance, floating along blissfully until I died at ninety years old? Just thinking about it sent a chill through me and I felt dizzy as I tried again to figure out if any of what had happened meant anything or if I was making too much out of it.

Maybe everyone was something else, and they just didn’t know it.

That thought gave me a strange feeling of comfort and I opened up a drawer in the supply closet to do a quick count of tips and cartridges. After a few minutes, I felt a familiar buzz emanate from deep inside my core and knew that someone was staring at me. I froze, planted in place, my heart beating like a tribal drum as I set down the small cup I held in my hand.

I slowly turned around, hoping for the best, and when I realized who it was, I immediately relaxed and shook my head.

“You scared the shit out of me, man,” I let out a laugh and extended my hand, taking a few steps towards Enoch as he gave me a shake and unbuttoned his jacket.

“Sorry about that,” he replied as he looked around and nodded approvingly. “Nice place, by the way. When Belial told me what you did, I prepared myself for the worst, but this isn’t bad.”

“Thanks, I guess. Do you want something to drink?” I wasn’t sure why he was there, but I didn’t want to be rude and motioned for him to sit down on the sofa as I locked the door and turned the sign to closed. He shook his head and crossed his arms as he stared at me.

“No, I’m fine; this won’t take long. I need to have a chat with you about your dad and what’s really going on with the guy who’s after you.” Enoch shook his head and exhaled, putting his hat down on the reception desk, then leaning against it.

“Belial finally gave me more details the last time I saw him,” I said, hoping there wasn’t more, and unsure why he couldn’t say whatever it was he needed to get out around my father. “Is something else going on?”

“Possibly. I’m concerned that your dad doesn’t understand the severity of the situation.” Enoch shifted his stance, his dark head shining in the dim light as he weighed his words before continuing. “The guy your father pinned it on was cast out, sent to another realm, banished from the sight of God, which is the worst fate imaginable for an angel.” I thought about what Enoch said, what that sort of punishment would be like for someone in his position.

“Another realm, what does that mean?” I was having issues with all of this anyway, but what Enoch was describing felt way above my pay grade.

“Heaven and hell are realms, those are the ones I’m familiar with, but from what I've been told, there are an infinite number, most filled with supernatural creatures, sort of like sandboxes where the gods can play.” My brain started hurting as I thought about it and I shook my head.

“So, is Aurora the same type of god as ‘capital g’ God? Does she also have a realm?”

“No, she’s more like an angel. If you want to get technical, she’s a demigod. Her parents were gods, but they moved on and left their children here. It was terribly cruel.”

“And that’s why she was with Belial in hell?”

“They don’t mind taking in the strays, especially if they’re useful,” he said, his voice trailing off as he spread his fingers apart. “Look, it’s difficult for me to fully comprehend and I’ve been around this shit for a while now. Let’s just stick to the places you know, it’ll be easier. All you need to understand is that this guy was sent to a realm outside of heaven or hell, a sort of void, and he was alone and had lots of time to scheme.”

“And now he wants revenge?”

“Yes, but he wants more than revenge, he wants to make everyone suffer the way he did.”

“Everyone who?” I asked, narrowing my eyes.

“Everyone in this realm. Everyone in heaven and every single soul in hell.”

That sounded bad — really, really bad.

What do you even say after a revelation like that?

“Did Belial do it? Place the blame on the other guy?” Enoch’s answer would change how I felt about my father. If he pinned this on an innocent person, I wasn’t sure how I could live with that. Regardless of what had happened, I still felt like there had to be some sort of universal morality and letting someone take the fall for your mistakes was beyond the pale.

“Honestly, I don’t know. I arrived much later and am not at the same level as them, I’m more like an under angel, I guess. They’re the ones who created all of this, but lately, there’s been significantly less interest in what’s happening down here. The architects are no longer concerned about humanity.” Enoch motioned around him and a chill rushed through me. Talking about it was giving me goosebumps and even though I knew Belial was an asshole, he actually didn’t seem like the worst of the problem.

“So why are you working with him to help us? The whole things seems pretty messed up.”

“You’re right. This guy wants to tear down everything, wants to take on Belial and make him suffer by killing you. Your father isn't the angel he once was. I’ve heard stories and the Belial you’re seeing now is nothing like he was before. He’s gotten soft and I can only attribute it to his age.”

“Is that normal? Do angels die?”

“I think his issue is more existential. You can't live as long as he has without beginning to question everything. Doubts emerge and you wonder if any of what you’ve struggled for is worth it.” Enoch turned away and buttoned his jacket before clearing his throat and I caught a hint of hesitation radiating off of him.

“Is that common?” All of this was over my head, but I wanted to know more. It directly affected me and if I was only being given half of the story, I wouldn’t be much help.

“Maybe. I don't know. We're in a strange position. We have awareness, access, but none of the actual power that goes along with it. It wears on you after so long, seeing things that need to be changed, but being absolutely powerless to do anything about it. Part of the reason that Belial and I get along so well is that there are things both of us want to do, but can’t. Even though we’re on opposite sides of the field, we have that in common.”

“So how did you meet if he wasn’t allowed to visit your neck of the woods?” I asked and Enoch scoffed, then shook his head.

“Belial used to run a baccarat game in London that I dropped in on from time to time. There aren’t too many opportunities for that sort of activity in heaven and even though I was warned repeatedly not to get involved with him, we became friendly.”

“Really? When was this?” I asked. All of this felt like a peek behind the curtain. Belial had shrugged off most of my direct questions and it felt good to finally get some sort of explanation.

“Uhhh…” Enoch squinted his eyes, trying to remember. “Not that long ago, maybe around the early eighteenth century. He’d get all sorts there, angels, demons, witches, vampires, noblemen, whatever, it was a hell of a scene. We’d stay out all night, having a good time, shoot the shit and I realized we weren’t that different — he’d just made some bad choices. I think that’s why he’s so invested in you, there’s a sense of trying to get it right one last time.”

I remembered what Cyrus told me about being his last chance and wondered if any of the rest of what he said had any truth to it. There was something else that was bothering me, especially since Enoch was standing right there in front of me, in my tattoo shop, something Belial had said would be difficult to do.

“Belial mentioned it was more difficult to visit here than it used to be. What happened?”

“I think it has less to do with ability than desire. He knows the guy is after him and if he emerges into the mortal realm, he becomes an immediate target. He’s safe where he is and wants to stay that way.”

“Is he weaker here?”

“Yes, but he’s also concerned that if he’s gone, then there’s nothing stopping the guy from destroying everything. Like I said, the others have checked out, they don’t really care anymore. Most of the higher ups don’t give a shit about humanity — they consider it a failed experiment.” Enoch was getting more frustrated with each word and I felt bad for him. He actually seemed normal, like someone I’d want to get to know.

“I do care, my progeny still walks among you — I want them to survive, and if this goes the way the guy wants, I’m not sure that any of you will. Belial feels the same, even if he doesn’t act like it.” Enoch picked up his fedora and placed it on his head, pausing for a few seconds before turning back to me.

“Listen, I have no proof to back up what I'm about to tell you, so take it with a grain of salt, ok? Your father’s known for millennia that this guy had it in for him. That’s a lot of time to plan and part of me thinks that you weren’t just the byproduct of a one night stand with some random hooker. My theory is that he was looking for a woman more powerful than him to create a child who could help protect him.”

What?

“But…but he said he didn't know about me.”

Could he have been lying?

Absolutely.

“Look, it's just a theory, but his other offspring are less than desirable and most won't have anything to do with him. If I was going to break that cycle, I’d make every attempt to ensure my legacy was preserved and he knew the best way to do that was to keep you as far away from him as possible. I like him, but he’s a prick and it rubs off on you the longer you’re around him.”

Goddammit. I hated that that made sense. I hated that my father wouldn’t just tell me the truth, and I hated that I was being forced into a situation that I wasn’t prepared to handle.

“Like I said, I don't have any proof, as you know, Belial isn't exactly an open book, I've known him for a while and he's been extremely concerned about what was coming, so I can’t see him stepping back from it now.”

“Why are you telling me this?”

“Because I consider Belial a friend; maybe his only friend, and I want to see him make it out alive. None of his other co-conspirators can say the same.”

I let Enoch’s words sink in. Belial’s own children didn’t like him and he’d been basically abandoned. Did they all know something I didn’t? Would I be better off just moving on and refusing to participate in his insanity?

“My advice to you is to protect yourself. None of us know what the guy has planned, and there’s a possibility that if he gets his hands on your father he’ll be satisfied and move on. I like Belial, but I’m absolutely not willing to die for him.”

Enoch held out his hand, and I shook it, then watched as he turned and disappeared.
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Just a taste


Enoch’s warning stayed with me as I drove home. I took my time, parsing what he said as the dark scenery rolled past and I tried to calm down. Every movement out of the corner of my eye made me nervous, and I was worried that whatever was coming for me would get to Margot, Katie and Sariah first. I sped up, wanting to get back to them and by the time I pulled into my short driveway, I had worked myself into a panic.

I let Lemmy do his business then hurried inside. Everything seemed normal and when I turned on the lights, I noticed that Margot was sitting alone at the kitchen table. She looked tired, and I was worried that all of this was too much for her.

Even though Sariah was the one that was hurt, Margot was paying the price.

“How’s Sariah?” I asked as she picked up Lemmy and kissed the top of his head, then flipped him over and rubbed his belly the way he loved. His little leg shook and the beginning of a smile pulled at Margot’s red lips before it disappeared.

“She’s asleep, but no improvement.”

“It was Aurora’s blood,” I confessed. “She told me this morning that it was poison, but she doesn’t know if there's a cure.” I leaned down to kiss Margot, her cool lips brushing against mine and I hated that all of this craziness was happening, that we couldn’t just live a normal life.

Well, as normal as it could be.

There was nothing I could do to fix what was happening, and I felt guilty and helpless and hopeless and all of it sank into my gut. I closed off my thoughts, not wanting Margot to know about the frustration I was experiencing and add to her already heavy burden.

“I’ll watch Sariah. Take a break.”

“Thanks,” she murmured, and I wished there was something else I could do to comfort her. “I contacted the Society. There’s no guarantee that they’ll respond, but I’m glad I did it. I don’t think I can stand losing her.”

“I know,” I whispered as Margot turned and left in a flash, leaving her words hanging in the room as she left me alone. I opened the door to the basement, walking down the stairs to see if I could get Sariah to eat.

“Hungry?” I asked as I stroked her blonde hair. She shook her head and closed her eyes again and I stood, regret filling me. I felt terrible — physically and mentally, and even though I’d stayed alive so far, it felt like I was on the precipice of something truly awful.

After arranging the blankets around Sariah and kissing her head, I made my way back up to the kitchen, lost in my own thoughts as the weight of everything that had happened pressed down on me. I stood for a few minutes in the dim space before realizing that Katie was in the far corner, her eyes locked onto me.

“I’m hungry,” she purred, and a shiver went through me. Even though she had calmed down, I was hesitant to let her feed on me, especially with Margot out of the house. A tiny voice in the darkest recesses of my mind told me I should give her a chance, I mean, it was my fault that she was in the situation she was in and I couldn’t keep pushing her away.

“Do you think you could control yourself?” I asked, swallowing as nagging fear washed over me. The thought of being completely drained was terrifying, but she was doing better now and I owed her.

Don’t let her do it, dumbass.

“Absolutely,” she said and her eyes glowed softly. I wanted to, part of me had always been attracted to her, but had held back because I was married and she was my employee. Neither of those objections were valid anymore, and there really wasn’t anything stopping me.

My gaze drifted over her body — the way her tits squeezed together as she crossed her arms and her full hips flared into the curve of soft thighs that I could imagine wrapped around me as I drilled into her tight, wet pussy. Everything about her was absolutely intoxicating, but was I willing to risk my life for it?

Why the fuck not? What difference does it make?

“Yeah, sure,” I murmured as she moved closer, her soft steps silent in the dimly lit kitchen. Her scent was incredible — floral, sweet and absolutely intoxicating in every way. I leaned down to kiss her, my lips lingering on hers as I wrapped my hands around her waist and pulled her closer. Her kiss was hesitant and cool and grew needier with each passing second as her hand drifted down my chest and into my waistband.

“You know, I always wanted to do this,” she whispered and my skin prickled pleasantly. It felt good to hear that from her, that she was interested as me and that this was a totally normal act between two completely sane and rational adults.

“What’s going on here?” Margot’s voice rang out as Katie was ripped off of me by her hair and Margot hissed. I shook my head, suddenly realizing what had almost happened.

“What the hell? He agreed to let me have a taste,” Katie said as she struggled against the older vampire.

“Is that true?” Margot asked, and I nodded, suddenly realizing that I definitely hadn’t thought the whole thing through. “Young vampires emit a hormone that lightly intoxicates their victims. It makes hunting easier until they’ve refined their other skills.”

“Really?” I hadn’t heard about that one, but realized that I never would’ve agreed to be alone with Katie under normal circumstances. I focused my attention back on my former employee. “Is that true?”

“Yes, but I was starving and I just wanted to try him,” Katie whined and Margot wrapped her arms around the younger woman, stroking her hair as Katie leaned against her. “Everyone else gets to. Why can’t I?”

“Because we care about him and you know you’ve had some issues,” Margot cooed, pulling Katie closer and I didn’t ask her to elaborate on what those issues were. I didn’t want to know. “If Rhys agrees, I can stay here and make sure nothing goes wrong.”

Margot stared, and me and shook her head slightly, obviously wanting me to say no, but being the idiot that I was, I paid zero attention to her very good advice.

“That’s fine.”

Margot rolled her eyes as Katie stared at me then clapped her hands in excitement. Her hazel eyes glowed softly and in one swift move, she pulled away from her maker and pushed me onto the sofa, her hands gripping my wrists and her lips pressed against my neck.

“Not his neck,” Margot said and Katie let out a frustrated groan.

“Why not? That’s where we always feed.”

“Because Rhys has to go to work and he doesn’t want people staring at bloody bite marks on his neck while he’s tattooing them.”

“But Sariah gets to feed on his neck,” Katie whined and I was glad that Margot was there to help; the entire situation was incredibly awkward.

“Sariah is sick, sweetie,” Margot said, brushing a few strands of hair away from Katie’s face and tucking them behind her ear. “I told you before that you can feed anywhere and the neck is the most dangerous if you’re not in control of yourself.”

“Okay, where?” Katie asked as she stared at me, her eyes wide as her fangs slid out. She ran her pink tongue over one of the sharp points and anticipation ripped through me.

After a few seconds, I exhaled, unzipping my jeans as my skin tingled. It was almost as though my body and my mind were involved in a no holds barred death match and my body was beating the absolute shit out of my mind. I wanted it as badly as Katie and even though I knew there were risks; I was willing to chance it. Margot was there and could step in if Katie couldn’t control herself.

I didn’t want to admit, even to myself, that I was drawn to the risk. I wanted to feel something and as all the worst-case scenarios filled my mind; I wriggled out of my jeans. Katie stared at me, licking her lips as Margot sat down beside me.

“Are you sure you want to do this?” she whispered into my ear and I swallowed, considering all the possibilities. My heart thumped in my chest and I felt invigorated. I felt alive, and I needed this if I was going to get through all the other bullshit.

“Yeah, it’s fine,” I mumbled. “Go ahead.”

Katie smiled and got on her knees in front of me, her teeth extending as she stroked the sensitive skin on my thigh, looking for the right spot. Her eyes glowed and I could feel the pheromone that Margot talked about as my defences weakened and anticipation filled me.

“Just enough to break the skin, okay?” Margot reminded her, and I wondered what had prompted that warning. I tried not to think about it, and as I felt the familiar pinch, I leaned into the cushions, staring at Margot as the enzyme started working its magic.

My senses were heightened, and I pulled Margot closer, needing to touch her soft skin as my hand rested on Katie’s head. Margot’s lips were familiar and cool and as Katie drank, I felt myself harden against my will.

“Oh God,” Katie moaned as she pulled away after a few intense minutes, her full red lips glistening with my blood as she licked them clean. “He tastes so fucking good.”

Margot giggled as she leaned back and stared at the other woman. “Because he’s half angel,” she said and Katie’s eyes widened. I suddenly realized that no one had told her what was really going on and I couldn’t help but laugh. She’d had her own shit to deal with and my problems definitely weren’t hers.

“What? When did this happen?” Katie asked, and I laughed, euphoria filling me as I let Margot fill her in on the details.

“I’m actually not human at all,” I said and Katie’s eyes grew wider.

“What are you then?” she asked, and I shrugged.

“Who knows…” My voice trailed off as Margot moved onto the floor next to Katie and stroked her hair.

“You did a good job.” Margot’s praise made Katie smile, and I realized how close they had become when Margot leaned towards her and kissed her, licking away the excess blood on her lips before she stared at me, pointing at my other leg. “Do you mind?”

“No, go ahead,” I said, completely relaxed as Margot softly kissed my thigh and my skin crawled with excitement. Katie caught my gaze and smiled distracting me from the prick of Margot’s teeth as she bit into me. The other woman gracefully crawled onto the sofa beside me, and when she pressed her tits against my arm, then brushed her cool lips against mine, I decided that I’d give her whatever she wanted.

Her kiss was hesitant and soft and I thought of all the times I’d fantasized about being with her, what she looked like naked and what she’d be like in bed. I wasn’t being pervy, just idly fantasizing, but now that it was actually happening, I was unsure about what to do. Katie had been with a lot of guys and it would take more than a mediocre fuck to impress her.

“Jesus, Rhys, just get on with it.” Margot’s sultry voice pulled me out of my trance and I realized that I’d let her into my mind, but that she was right. Katie wanted it, I wanted it and there was no reason not to go for it. Margot’s fingers traced my thigh as Katie peeled off her tank top and I finally got a look at her incredible tits. They didn’t disappoint, and I was shocked that they were more perfect than my dirtiest fantasies.

“What do you think?” Katie asked. I cupped one of her full breasts in my hand, my thumb tracing her dark areola before squeezing her thick brown nipple and she let out a squeal. “Mmmmm, it feels so much better than before.”

I leaned down, taking the puckered nub between my lips and sucking as Margot pulled me out of my boxers and started stroking my stiff cock. Katie gasped as she pulled me closer and I felt Margot’s lips wrap around my shaft.

“Was he always that big?” Katie asked Margot absently as I moved my attention to her other breast and I hardened in Margot’s mouth.

“No,” Margot giggled and slid her tongue across the head as she cupped my balls and stroked me. “It was a gift from his father.”

“What?” Katie gasped as I tugged off her pants and pulled her onto my lap. I was so fucking horny and didn’t feel like talking about it; I was only in the mood for one thing and it wasn’t conversation. Katie’s body was ripe and ready and I slid my hand between her thighs, tickling her clit as she rolled her eyes back into her head and let out a moan.

Margot pulled herself onto the sofa next to me, then leaned over to suck on one of Katie’s nipples, driving the other woman insane as her body quivered and a loud moan escaped her lips. Her hips were already moving, and I lifted her body, repositioning her onto my cock as she took me slowly, her eyes flying open when I was completely inside.

“Fuuuuck,” she moaned as I filled her and felt her squeeze tightly before slowly twisting her hips. “Why does it feel so much better now?”

Her question was directed at Margot and the other woman giggled, shrugging as she watched Katie move, enjoying it as much as I was.

“I don’t know,” Margot finally replied, her voice soft and ethereal as she stroked Katie’s long brunette hair. “I was never with a man until after I was turned, so I don’t really have anything to compare it to.”

I remembered what she told me about being a nun and felt like maybe we had such a close connection because she understood what I was going through. Her life changed drastically in a short amount of time, like mine, and she was also forced to adapt. I didn’t have time to dwell on the thought as Katie moved faster, her moans filling the room as she arched her back, resting her hands on my knees and Margot stroked her clit and Katie quivered.

“It’s like I can feel every single nerve in my body all at the same time,” Katie said and Margot got undressed, then moved onto her knees in front of me as I turned Katie around. “I don’t want it to end.”

I couldn’t help but laugh and Margot shot me a dirty look, then licked Katie’s clit as I twisted her sharpened nipples between my fingers. She was right, sex was way better now than it was before I met them, but I wasn’t sure if it was because they were so into it or if something else had changed. Most of the women I’d been with before were ready for the sex to be over before it began, but Margot and Sariah couldn’t get enough.

“Goddammit,” Katie screamed as her body shook and she clenched around me. I held off as she squeezed and Margot laughed. “What?” Katie mumbled as she leaned back against me, twisting her head to give me a kiss before crawling off and lounging on the sofa next to me.

“It’s just strange,” I said as Margot crawled on top of me, ready for her turn. My legs were going numb, but I was enjoying myself too much to stop and my body felt molded to the sofa. We were having fun and for the first time in a while, I let all the other bullshit drift away.

Margot kissed me, her tight little nipples brushing against my chest as she rested her arms on my shoulders. Her pale skin was luminescent in the dim light and her dark eyes held mine as she worked herself onto my dick. Her movements were slow and seductive, and she had no problem taking her time as her hips twisted and her lips locked with mine.

I wrapped my hands around her waist, guiding her as Katie watched, mesmerized and even though the sky was getting lighter, I wasn’t in any rush. I needed them as much as they needed me and I was happy to keep going as long as they wanted.

I was so preoccupied with Margot, that I didn’t notice Katie had unsheathed her teeth and was gazing at me. Margot’s cries filled the room, and she clenched around me as I let myself go, exploding inside of her. My heart was racing, and it took a few seconds for me to register the strange and intensely painful sensation of the skin on my neck being ripped away from the muscle beneath.

“Shit!” Margot screamed as she jumped off of me and pulled Katie away by her hair. Blood poured down my chest as Margot pinned Katie on the floor, her hand wrapped firmly around the other woman’s neck. Katie’s eyes were wide, her pupils completely dilated and her lips parted as Margot stared at her, having a conversation without words as I watched.

“What the fuck happened?” I screamed as I rushed to the kitchen and grabbed a towel, holding it against my neck as I tried to stop the bleeding. I was feeling lightheaded and grabbed the doorframe, leaving a bloody handprint on the white paint.

“Blood lust,” Margot murmured. “I knew it was too soon — she still can’t control herself.”

Katie was stunned and unresponsive and Margot stared at me apologetically, still naked, her pale skin a stark contrast to Katie’s natural tan as she maintained her hold on the other woman.

“I’ll take her downstairs, then come back up and give you some of my blood,” Margot said, slowly standing as she pulled the other woman into her arms and the full realization of what happened hit me like a Mack truck. I held the towel against the wound, staring at my red hand in disbelief. “You’ll be ok.” Margot said with a weak smile. “Just no more alone time with Katie, ok?”

“Yeah, I got it,” I murmured as I watched them leave and wondered if I should even stay in my own house.
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All is forgiven


The sun peeked through the crack in the curtains, and I groaned. I wasn’t feeling great. My body was sore and weak and the thought of pulling myself out of bed was almost more than I could handle. I felt broken, and I was worried that I’d never be able to repair what was really wrong.

Margot didn’t have much time to help me after she subdued Katie, but gave me some of her blood to help the wound heal faster. I touched the spot where I had been bitten. It was healed, but sensitive and I grimaced as I pressed against the new skin. I realized how crazy I had been to allow that to happen, but I was ultimately fine. I was always just fine. That thought unsettled me and I tried not to dwell on it.

“Are you awake?” Aurora’s voice rang out from the kitchen and I heard something sizzle in the frying pan as Lemmy jumped off the bed and hauled ass towards the food. He didn’t like Aurora, but he was a major fan of her cooking.

“Yeah,” I shouted.

I should have felt amazing. Everything was perfect. I was surrounded by beautiful women who loved me, and except for Sariah’s lingering illness, my life was more ideal that I had any right to expect.

But I knew it could all end at any point, and it was impossible to forget that key fact.

I groaned, then sat up and kicked away the sheets that were wrapped around my legs. It was a beautiful day. The sun was high in the sky and as I walked into the kitchen, Aurora gave me a brilliant smile. She was wearing a loose white sweater that fell off her shoulder and a pair of jeans that hugged her round ass perfectly. Her auburn hair fell in loose ringlets over her shoulders and the rays of sun coming in through the kitchen window caused her skin to glow.

That this woman was standing in my kitchen, cooking me breakfast should’ve been enough to make me forget about everything that had happened, but I couldn’t. My life felt hopeless and pointless and none of it mattered if I was going to die anyway because my father did something really fucked up a few thousand years ago and the victim of his deceit was going to track me down and kill me in the most brutal way possible.

“How do you want your eggs?” she asked as she put a few dishes on the kitchen table and poured me a cup of coffee. She was the picture of domesticity, but it all felt like an illusion.

“Scrambled,” I said as she leaned down to kiss me and made a face. “What?”

“Go brush your teeth,” she ordered, and I got up as she cracked the eggs into the mixing bowl and stirred them.

I stared into the bathroom mirror for a few seconds, making a face, then brushing my teeth. Work was going to be hell for the next few weeks and I was faced with the daunting task of finding a replacement. There wasn’t a glut of skilled tattoo artists in the area and I’d really hoped that Mikey would come around, that he would come back begging for a second chance, but that wasn’t going to happen and I needed to move on.

“It’s ready!” Aurora called out, and I took one last look at myself, running my hand through my hair to smooth it out before returning to the kitchen. Aurora slid a plate in front of me, then leaned down to kiss me again. “Much better.”

“This looks delicious,” I said and dug in.

“When are you going to work today?” she asked, and I shrugged.

“Soon. Mikey’s not around to cover the afternoon shift, so I’ll have to go in.” Thinking about that made me grimace and reminded me yet again that I needed to find a replacement sooner rather than later.

“Too bad,” she said, pointing at an ornate wicker basket on the far counter. “It’s such a beautiful day, I thought we could go for a picnic. I’ve already packed it, maybe you could give me an hour of your valuable time.”

As she said that, she took a few steps towards me, then perched on my lap and draped her arms around my neck. She smelled like sunlight and dew and roses and even though I told myself to hold off; I leaned closer and kissed her warm lips. The kiss intensified, and I tilted my head as she pushed her tongue into my mouth. A chill ran through me and I had to force myself to stop.

“A picnic?” My voice was higher than usual and I was trying to control the raging hard-on that was threatening my resolution to not fuck her until I was ready; I needed to slow this down. I wasn’t ready to be with her yet, but that was where things were headed and she knew it.

“You said you wanted to go on a date…” Her voice trailed off as she pushed her fingers through my hair and cupped my cheek. I had a million things to do, but the idea actually sounded nice.

“It’s cold,” I murmured.

“I don’t get cold. You can wear a coat. I want to go on a date,” she teased as she bit her lip and waited for my answer. She really seemed to be trying and I could get away for an hour. I didn’t have any clients scheduled until early evening and spending time in nature always relaxed me.

“Okay, an hour,” I relented, and she clapped her hands excitedly as she hopped up and threw a few more things into the basket. I took a quick shower and looked around the closet for Lemmy’s jacket. He gave me the dirtiest look I’d ever seen as I wrapped it around his tiny body, but he didn’t have a lot of natural defences against cold weather and I didn’t want him to freeze while Aurora and I were enjoying ourselves.

“Ready?” I asked as I grabbed the basket and Lemmy trotted through the door before defiling the mailbox post in retaliation. Even though it was cool, it was a gorgeous day, and I secured Lemmy, then balanced the basket on the tank in front of me as Aurora climbed behind me and I eased out of the driveway.

There was a spot by the river that I loved and it wasn’t too far, so I pointed my bike in that direction and merged onto the main road. The wind whistled by and I was grateful to Aurora for suggesting the outing.

Her arms were wrapped tightly around me and she rested her head against my back as we turned off the main street and onto the small gravel service road that led to a pastoral clearing. When we arrived, I let her off first, then handed her the basket and grabbed Lemmy, putting him onto the ground as I took the basket again and led the way.

“I used to come here all the time when I needed some space,” I said absently.

“It’s beautiful,” Aurora breathed as I set the basket a few feet away from the rushing river and looked around. I’d been so busy since the crazy paranormal stuff had started happening that I hadn’t even thought about going there, but I breathed in the clean, crisp air and felt my pulse immediately slow. It was magical and Aurora spread out a blanket, then sat down on it as she produced containers of olives and cheese from the basket.

I had no clue where she was getting all this food, but didn't want to ruin the moment by asking. I joined her, laying on my back and soaking up the early afternoon sun. Water flowed past, the river swollen from the recent downpour and I tried to let all the drama go and just enjoy myself without questioning why it was happening.

Aurora's glow expanded, and her warmth surrounded me as she rested her head on my chest, tracing small circles as the sounds of nature permeated my consciousness. I was happy and the exhaustion from earlier dissipated as I felt myself recharge like an empty battery that was finally being plugged in.

She leaned down to kiss me; I let her, revelling in her radiance. Her tongue probed my mouth as her warmth invaded me and I felt alive and vital, needing her desperately, even though I’d sworn to myself that I would keep things neutral.

“That was nice,” she murmured as she sat up and brushed her fingertips across her lips. The sun broke through the thin clouds and it felt like a blessing, like I was meant to be with her. When she rested her hand on my chest, searching for my heartbeat, I felt a connection to her I’d never experienced before. “You know, I had a son. He was taken from me.”

She looked shaken, and I pulled her down next to me, her head resting on my chest as I stroked her hair. I didn’t know what to say, so I let her talk.

“Nothing was ever easy, and the only thing I ever really wanted was a normal life. I would see these women who had husbands and children, peasants, living happily with their goats and little gardens and chickens and I wanted that too.” Her voice was soft and dreamy and sad and I felt bad for her. She had so much power, but wanted a normal life. “I took those men because they told me they loved me, that they wanted to be with me, but what they really wanted was my power. It hurt…” Her voice trailed off, and I remembered all the tragedies that she experienced, and those were the stories that survived.

“I know what I did was wrong…” she started as she slid her finger down my cheek and I was surprised, but let her continue. “I’ve always had to take what I wanted and I need to realize that’s no longer the case. I promise I won’t lie to you again.”

“Is that a lie?” I asked teasingly, and she laughed, the sound like a thousand bells and she leaned down to kiss me again, this time with more intensity and I gave in. I didn’t want to be a pushover, but I was sick of talking about it and honestly just wanted to move on. That was what she wanted too and as she mounted me, pulling off her thin sweater, I realized it was a solid decision.

A cool breeze blew past and dead leaves rustled on the ground around us, but her warmth surrounded me and her soft tanned body glowed as she grabbed my hands and pulled them towards her breasts, wrapping them around the soft mounds. Her hips shifted slowly, and I was so hard that it hurt.

I’d never fucked outdoors before, but the mid-afternoon sun felt good on my skin as I wriggled out of my t-shirt, then rolled her over, fumbling with the buttons on her jeans as she laughed.

“I hate modern clothes,” she breathed as I finally got her naked and stared at her luscious naked body. “We always wore dresses with nothing underneath, so there wasn’t an issue with fucking whenever you wanted.”

“The suspense is nice,” I argued as I kissed the soft skin of her neck and slid towards her breasts. I thought briefly about what had happened the night before and grimaced, then refocused on what was in front of me. Aurora was light and happiness and warmth and I needed that to push away the lethargy that was threatening to consume my life.

I parted her thighs, staring at the glistening rosy skin between them. When we fucked before, it was much more hurried and I wanted to take my time and enjoy what was about to happen. Work, issues with my parents and the possible end of the world were all abstract concepts as I leaned over and slid my tongue through her pussy, relishing the taste and her obvious pleasure from the act.

“Mmmmm,” she murmured as I tasted her, the scent of her juices wrapping around me and making me lightheaded with anticipation. I was hot and tugged off the rest of my clothes, wanting to rut like an animal right there on the grass. Lemmy had curled up in a discreet ball a few dozen feet away and I appreciated the fact that he was giving me some space as I kissed Aurora’s thighs, then spread her apart with my fingers, pushing them inside as she quivered beneath me.

My lips found hers again and she pulled me towards her, wrapping her warm, soft thighs around me as she forced me inside. This time, I was more than willing to go for it and I felt like I was being pulled deeper with each inch and her light gasps told me to keep going.

When I was fully sheathed, I swore, and she laughed, the sound turning into a throaty moan as I thrust deeper and harder, going faster as she arched her back against the frozen ground. Everything else slipped away, and I focused on how good I felt and how fucking her was the only thing that mattered at that moment.

She forced me onto my back, the dead grass pricking at me through the thin blanket and mounted me, pulling my hands to her breasts as her hips shifted and my heartbeat slowed. A sharp wind blew past us, rustling the dead leaves on the trees, but I was warm inside of her and she whispered something as she leaned over to kiss me.

“What?” I asked as her lips brushed against mine and her nipples teased my chest.

“It’s a blessing,” she murmured. “We would often say it for warriors going off into battle. I figured you needed something to keep you safe.”

It was sweet, and I appreciated the thought as I gripped her hips and thrust, needing to let go of everything as her body clenched around me and I exploded, filling her with my cum and relaxing as she rested on top of me. Her body was molded to mine and as the trees moved around us, the wind picking up; I was warm and safe and never wanted to move from this spot.

Suddenly, I heard Lemmy let out a bone chilling growl and realized that we weren’t alone.
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The long, dark night


I stood up, awkwardly getting dressed as I stared down the rough looking individual standing in front of me. He was at least seven feet tall and his skin was covered in odd, glowing tattoos that looked like runes. Muscles bulged beneath his rolled-up sleeves and he ground his teeth together as he waited patiently for me to tug on my t-shirt. His clothes were finely tailored and completely out of place in this frozen, empty lot next to a raging river.

“Who the fuck are you?” I asked as I held out my hand, motioning for everyone to stay calm. I hoped it was just some bruiser looking for a fight, but the steady electric hum in my core told me otherwise.

“You know exactly who I am,” he said with a smirk, his voice rumbling from deep inside his chest. “I only want you. Tell the other two creatures to stand back and we can settle this peacefully.”

This was a man who wanted to tear down the world. Even if Enoch hadn’t told me that, I could see it in his eyes — an absolute disdain for me and the complete and total desire to make everyone suffer for what he had endured. His expression changed, and he smiled menacingly. I realized that he could read my thoughts and was aware that I knew who he was.

“You’re right. You will suffer, greatly, and so will your father. I’ve been planning my revenge for so long and thought that he would be my only victim. It’s nice to have an amuse bouche to get the palette ready,” he said dryly, and I rolled my eyes.

“Can you cut down on the quips and get on with it already?” He clenched his fists, a low growl coming from somewhere inside his barrel chest as I kept my eyes locked on him. “What’s your name? I want to know who’s about to murder me.”

“My name is Lesander — seneschal of the Lord, architect of man and bringer of light.”

Aurora scoffed behind me and I could tell that she wasn’t happy with his assumption of her title. I paused, thinking for a few beats, trying to remember if I’d ever heard that name before. Most of the heavenly host was documented, well as much as it could be, and I was fairly certain he hadn’t made the list.

“Huh, that’s weird. I’ve never heard of you,” I said and his face contorted, twisting into a furious scowl.

“AHHHHHHH,” he let out a primal scream that pierced the sky and shook the ground. “Do you know me now?”

His body contorted, and the bartender stood before me, his ugly mug familiar and my blood went cold. He’d been monitoring us the entire time, knew exactly who I was and what was planned and I couldn’t believe he’d gotten away with it.

I have to tell Belial.

“Okay, okay, sorry,” I paused, looking at Aurora, then returning my attention to the crazed angel in front of me. The sun was setting, and I wasn't sure how much longer she'd be around. I needed to get home to retrieve the sword, but I couldn't see a way out. Lesander shifted in front of me again, returning to his behemoth form and taking a step towards me.

As soon as I opened my mouth to threaten him, warmth engulfed me and the dim glow that normally surrounded Aurora intensified.

“You have no power here,” she said, her voice echoing as she kept her eyes locked on him. “You are now in my realm and I will not allow you to harm this man.”

He was frozen, his large, muscular body frozen by Aurora's light. I knew she was powerful, but was shocked as she held him in place, nearly paralyzed, and he struggled desperately against the force field surrounding him.

“Get out of here, I'll hold him as long as I can.”

“I can't leave you,” I said, my gaze shifting between her and the giant that she easily dominated. Even though it looked like she had the situation under control, it felt wrong to leave her there, alone with him.

“This is why I’m here, Rhys, but you need to go now. You only have twenty minutes before I revert,” Aurora said, the strain of what she was doing beginning to show. “Go home and get the sword!”

Teleporting was an option, but my house was too far away and I hadn’t practiced since the fight with Cyrus. There was also Lemmy, who was snarling angrily next to me. He had started to shift and was in that awkward stage where he was still a chihuahua, but had two heads.

“Come on boy, we've got to go.” One of his heads stared in my direction and barked, then glanced at Aurora for a status update.

“I’ve got him, just get Rhys the hell out of here,” she said to the hellhound as he reverted so I could shove him in his basket. She blew me a kiss, and I glanced at Lesander one last time to make sure he was still secure. “I had so much fun today. See you in the morning?”

“Of course,” her brilliant smile was effortless, and she winked as I tossed Lemmy into his basket and climbed onto the bike, revving as I peeled out of the lot and down the gravel road. I needed to go back home, but I didn’t want to lead him to the girls, who were still asleep in the basement. If something happened to them because of me, I’d never be able to forgive myself.

I was going way too fast, but I knew I didn't have much time and kept looking in my mirrors, hoping that there were no cops around. There was no way I’d be able to explain what was happening, and every second mattered.

The sun had almost set as I pulled into the driveway. I let Lemmy out, then raced inside, locating the sword and looked at the inscription on the blade as the script slowly etched across the metal.

Morituri te salutant

“Could you at least give me something inspirational, for fuck’s sake?” I mumbled as I grasped the enormous weapon in my hand. The familiar buzzing raced through my body as it adjusted itself to my grip and I got used to its reassuring heft. I felt invincible — hell, I’d already killed two creatures with that thing, what was one more?

Confidence surged through me and I couldn’t tell if it was from the sword, but it felt good and I took a few practice swings as Lemmy paced by the door nervously. The girls would be awake soon and I couldn’t risk them getting hurt, so I walked outside, waiting for Lesander to arrive.

The neighborhood was quiet and déjà vu ripped through me. This kept happening, but maybe I could end it, maybe I was strong enough to defeat him and Belial would congratulate me and my purpose in life would be fulfilled.

I’d be the chosen one.

My thoughts were interrupted by a loud laugh and I saw Lesander emerge from the treeline across the street. His gait was heavy and his immense body jerked as he moved. I wondered if this was his true form or if he assumed it in order to fight me.

“Chosen one? That’s a crock of shit. Your father is hated and reviled, scorned by every being in heaven and hell. You’re lucky that you lasted this long.”

I ignored what he said, realising that he was trying to get me to do something stupid. He lumbered closer, and I made a decision as Lemmy shifted into Cerberus. There was no way I could beat him in a fair fight, so I took off, running as fast as I could across my lawn and into the trees across the street. He was slow and awkward and if I could lure him away, I would keep him from finding Margot and Sariah.

The branches hit my face as my heart pounded in my chest, and I ran. Lemmy kept pace next to me and I remembered the granite quarry that was about a mile away from my house. I used to run out there every day when we first moved to the area and the memory of my route propelled me ahead. It felt like a good place to face him and I turned abruptly, heading in that direction. I could hear him behind me, so close that each step sounded like a crash.

The sword wanted me to fight, but this guy was way more powerful than Cyrus or Trina and I knew I would lose. My only thought was that I had to lure him away from the girls. He wanted me and if it meant that I could keep them alive, he could have me — I just needed to make sure they had a chance to get away.

Lemmy was by my side, barreling along next to me as we fled. I could feel him judging me, but I didn’t care. This wasn’t a fight I could win and the best I could do was keep Lesander away from everyone else.

My chest felt like it was going to explode and as we broke through the treeline, I looked to my right and saw the white fox in the distance. The creature was resting on its haunches, but when it saw me, it stood, its eyes glowing as it took a few tentative steps in my direction. I was momentarily distracted and wondered again what the hell it could be, but I had to put my curiosity aside as I heard a loud crashing in the woods behind me.

The fox ran off, but I could feel it staring at me as it moved. I lost track of its location as I turned my attention to Lesander and realized that the edge of the quarry was closer than I expected. There was a hundred foot drop off and even if the fall didn’t kill Lesander, it should incapacitate him for long enough to get a few good blows in with the sword.

I didn’t know if it was possible to kill an angel, and unfortunately in all the conversations about this, no one bothered to tell me how it was done. Frustration overtook my fear, and I thought about how half-assed all of this felt. It was like they knew there was an issue and refused to do more than the bare minimum to help me out.

“I’m going to kill you!” he cried out behind me. “But first I’ll take you captive, then make sure Belial is around to watch his favorite son be ripped apart. Then I’ll destroy everything he’s ever cared about.”

“Thanks for telling me,” I shouted between heavy breaths. “I’ll let him know.”

I had no clue what to do next. It seemed like the edge was the most logical place to go, but now that I thought about it, I had no clue how to trick him into going over without killing myself in the process, then I remembered my teleportation ability and immediately freaked out.

“It worked before, why wouldn’t it work again?” I mumbled to myself, but moving myself to the other side of Cyrus was significantly less terrifying than teleporting across a huge crevasse in the earth. I looked back, then down at Lemmy, then dropped the sword. “I’m going over the edge. You stay here, ok?”

One of his heads looked at me and I had no clue if he understood or not, but I hoped that if nothing else, his instinct for self preservation would kick in and he wouldn’t join Lesander. I stared straight ahead for a second, took a few shallow breaths, stared at a visible ledge across the ravine, then closed my eyes and imagined myself there.

The pain was as intense as last time and when I opened my eyes; I was perched precariously on the edge of the rock I’d focused on. I then shifted my attention to Lesander as he went over the edge, screaming as he crashed towards the bottom of the ravine, then disappeared.

“Fuck!” It had seemed like a good plan, but I should’ve known he wouldn’t fall for it. Lemmy stood on the other side, pacing as he walked back and forth, looking for me as he whined. When one of his heads finally located me, he barked, slimy drool seeping out of his mouths as he sat down, whining and waiting patiently.

The carved out pillar of rock I was standing on was barely big enough for one person and I was about a hundred feet off the ground and I had no clue what to do next. I looked down, realizing that I’d need to teleport again, but before I could psych myself up to do it, Lesander materialized behind me.

“If you want something done right,” his voice rumbled in his chest as he grinned, a wicked gleam in his eyes as I turned to face him, irrationally concerned about his precarious footing on the small outcrop of rock behind me. “Do it yourself.”

He shoved me roughly, and I lost my footing and fell off the edge — the ground rushing towards me seconds before everything went black.

***
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The Favor

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DFJF5WXJ

When I met Rico Stone, I had no idea what he did for a living. He was just a guy who liked to climb and didn't mind spending a ton of money to do it.


Now he's invited me to visit him in LA and I reluctantly agree to go and see how he lives. On arrival, I'm immediately thrust into the center of the adult film universe and a lifestyle I could only imagine. Then Rico introduces me to two incredible women and I have no idea that my life is about to change forever.


Brooklyn is the hottest woman I've ever met and when she finally lets down the barrier she's put up, I realize that she needs a connection as much as me. Emily is sweet and smart and exactly who I've been looking for all these years.


Maybe it's time for a change. Maybe I've found a new life?
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