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    Prologue: 
 
    1820: 
 
    Steam and fog mixed with the early humid winds as they swirled through the bustling morning streets of New Orleans. Humans humming and thrumming throughout their busy-work.  
 
    This was one of the most honest times of the day for the little species. Their most dedicated and faithful workers were up while the masters of the town nursed whatever spirit had bitten them in the parlors or the bars of the city. 
 
    While the light of dawn proved painful to my kind, I still forced myself to watch the bustling of the break of day. All the flow and the blood pumping and thrumming in time around me like my own personal feast.  
 
    Even as old and wise as my people are, we have basic predatorial instincts like every other apex predator in the wild. The main difference being we have chosen to learn how to live in obscurity and hide amidst the human pack. We don’t kill without justifiable cause and we don’t condone the waste of precious human life. We have extremely self-serving reasons for our stance. 
 
    “Mum, you’re going to ruin your sight if you keep at this.” 
 
    Abigale, my tender younger twin daughter told me. She was just shy of her sixteenth year. If we were humans this might mean she was already looking for her suitors, but mercy upon me, we are vampyr and we do not often search for our eternal bonds, they find us in their own time.  
 
    Being that we never age much beyond eighteen years, I have already been forced to pretend to the world that these are my little sisters and not my daughters.  
 
    “Abigale, go shutter your window and bed down for the night, my child.” 
 
    My voice was soft but stern. I was the matriarch of my line, and none except my own blood-born children dared to speak a cross thought against me.  
 
    “But tis morning, naught the night, mum.” 
 
    Abigale pointed out, and I turned and arched an imperial ginger brow in question at my youngest child. Mercy found harbor in my heart, for it had taken me over three-centuries to bare my daughters. I was gifted with Abigale who was just like me, ginger and completely spirited like a wild mare, and Alexia, named for her human father Alexander Smithfield. Alexia favored her father, they were twins, but not the kind who happened to look identical. Not that any mother born could ever see their children as duplicates. To me, their differences were vast and highly pronounced, even if most of the world at large would claim them to be similar in spirit and temperament.  
 
    “Tis night for all that lives by the darkness of night, my daughter.” 
 
    I told her, and Abigale snickered at me, and said, “That sounds a bit redundant and possibly conflictual to the laws Sir Newton presented us with.” 
 
    My clever and cheeky child quipped to me, and I felt my bloody vision flash red in a warning. It was an instinctive response as a seasoned apex-being. I am not one to tolerate challenge lightly, however, I am discovering parenthood has tempered my wild Irish disposition ever so slightly. 
 
    “Off with ye, Lass!” 
 
    I dismissed her, and she decided she had pushed her poor mum as far as she intended for the night. I was certain my child would rediscover her jolly spirits at my torment in on the marrow.  
 
    “You’re too stern with them.” 
 
    I heard Alex as he walked up. He was the girl’s father, and he knew now that I had lain with him sexually for four straight months, simply because it was finally my cycle of fertility. Outside that window, I have no need or desire for the company of men. I just needed his seed to give life to my womb.  
 
    “Alexander, remember your station here. I give you all, but never forget that I am the Lower Queen of the Vampyr of the Celtic people. Beholden to none, save fer her co-Ruling King of Britannia residing in London.” 
 
    I reminded Alexander, not that I flung my station in his face often. The young man was now thirty-eight. He had been about the age I appear when we met. Our girls desired their daddy, so I brought him into the vampyr tribe as a human confidant. However, such intimate knowledge of my sex seems to let slip the weight behind my every word and whim.  
 
    “Of course, forgive my loose tongue, Lower Queen Mavis Aubrey.” 
 
    He bowed to me, part of it tasted of mockery, but I decided not to call him on his subtility. Alexander desired to be what I was, this was not lost to me. However, the tribes rarely bring in humans and the process is potentially fatal to the vampyr themselves. As Lower Queen, I am not allowed to risk my life on such a flight of fancy.    
 
      “There have been growing numbers of malcontents outside the gates of the estates, My Queen.” 
 
    Alexander informed me, and I nodded to him and I looked out, past the yard, then the fields. Out beyond the cotton fields and the orchards. Beyond even the farthest grazing herds of my cattle. My eyes came upon a cluster of local farmers and other various seasoned men of their crafts. They were furious because a young woman ruled over these lands and managed them better by far than any other estate in New Orleans. Add to that the fact that we employed and protected freed slaves and refused to practice the unseemly cultural ways of mistreating dark-skinned humans.  
 
    (These humans clearly have not grown up next to Darken Fae, and just how diverse that lot gets! Which makes the skin color thing exceedingly illogical from my or any other vampyr’s point of view. Beyond all else, we find blood tastes better when it is not imbittered by misery and oppression.) 
 
    “Indeed, it appears they have themselves a rebel-rousing leader of some sorts. This happens on occasion; the menfolk get enough spirits in their bellies and they set their ire upon the wench ruling her own little fiefdom.” 
 
    I told Alexander, and he hesitantly nodded his understanding.  
 
    “My Queen, would it not be wise to try to keep them dispersed?” 
 
    Frowning at the suggestion given question, I shook my head. 
 
    “Nay, tis the lads being rowdy. If I go off in full keg blast every time, they were showing their public disdain for me, I’d never get any work done, nor would anyone on these lands. These folks have handled our presence here for over a hundred years now, so they will keep themselves on the other side of that fence.” 
 
    (The few who didn’t, ended up vanishing without a trace and not even a banshee could find them to wail for their deaths. Not that I shared this sorted bit of fact with anyone.) 
 
    Being born a Vampyr of high-birth had made me learn how to decern threat-levels. I could smell a truly violent thug before he managed to romp and fuss or do damage to me or mine. After all, if we simply killed everyone who disagreed with us, we’d be like the slave-driving lot of the southern plantation owners. Even my kind was far nicer to our prey. We learned a very long time ago not to kill the blood-font, simply to extract what was needed, which is about a chalice full a day.  
 
    Humans are a deep mystery to me, how they behave and how they perceive themselves. 
 
    “Alexander, I will keep my best men on the gates and the various points one might use to enter my lands. I never dismiss danger so close to our precious ones running about at night.”  
 
    I told him, and he nodded stiffly and turned walking back into the house. He had plenty of reason to worry, considering his finite life-experience. He’d lived first as a wealthy farm owner’s son, and now as the father of the heirs of the entire Aubrey holdings. My name and wealth were not at all insubstantial. In fact, I am certain I possess more earthy treasures than I could possibly find a use for in any number of my lives. With all my wealth, came the burden of watching over every soul under my land and my banner--such as it was. I was born in a time where every house held a crest and the Aubrey name meant something in Ireland. We were ancient Celtic as sure as the mortal Celtic peoples. We lived in balance amongst the druids and the fair-folk most of the history of our lineage. 
 
    “You should have dismissed that human years ago, My Queen.” 
 
    The deep rocky tone of my old friend Olaf sounded. He had been the vampyr of the Viking lands, come to conquer with their raiding parties. Now, he was my most faithful servant and one of my only true friends. 
 
    “He’s the girl’s father. It is bully for me I required his manhood to make them, but even his insufferable prattling is worth the reward of their delightful countenances.” 
 
    Olaf grunted a masculine affirmation. He had one single soft spot in his entire persona, me and by extension, my daughters. To all else, he was a brute and a bit of a bully. 
 
    “It’s not wise for one so great to keep someone so self-involved, this close.” 
 
    Biting down on my lip lightly, my right fang protruded from my mouth.  
 
    “He’s hardly so troubling as to warrant this appraisal. Not to worry, I will keep him in line, and he will eventually even out with age. It is mainly youthful exuberance that bursts forth from him. Even now, he is a young man still even by human standards. Many of his age would only have wee-children with a blushing young bride barely past her first cycle.” 
 
    Olaf gave a loud snort at this, and he seemed to agree for the most part. 
 
    “I am off for a fortnight, My Queen. I will travel across the Mississippi to tend to our interests with the native folk. They promised us unhindered hunting paths, but only if we keep more white folk from bothering them.”  
 
    Olaf was still a bit of a stranger to my people, so he knew how to deal with sensitive matters like people as close to nature as the indigenous people of this dark wild continent. As far as I considered it, they had much more right to be angry with us than was being displayed. Sure, there were constant struggles and plenty of folks disappeared on both sides, but I’d not witnessed much unilateral warfare on their part.  
 
    My heart broke every conflict drove them further from their original homelands. Being here from the inception of this American continental experience, I have a far different memory than that which is being re-told as our history.  
 
    “Bring them offerings and give them every honor and dignity. I too will venture out to speak with their elders and chieftains when next we meet them. Continued kindness and honor may keep them from war.”  
 
    Olaf was no stranger to battle, yet he too found himself ill at ease with the thought of conflict with the neighbors. My interests backed up to their territories, what was left of them in this area. I hoped to keep this as a buffer between them and the rowdy youth, like the ones eyeing my free workers as they began their days.  
 
    “I’ll leave Jack for the guard of the estate, My Queen.” 
 
    Olaf told me, and I nodded in agreement. 
 
    “He has his father’s heart. I think he will prove to be a fine captain one day.” 
 
    Olaf grunted and said, “Here we don’t have knights or captain of knights anymore. We just have shape-changing Lycans and terribly angry Indians.” 
 
    He left me with that morbidly amusing final thought as he raced off to begin his journey. Olaf was ever a glutton for punishment and was known to travel by day, despite how brutally painful the sun and mid-day heat could be to our kind.  
 
    *** 
 
    Rest was turbulent and I felt almost as if I was amid a forming windstorm. The air was charged overly ripe like the most terrifying bolts from Zeus’ spear being loosed upon mankind. Ominous clouds loomed overhead, and the vanishing light seemed dreary. Nothing of the once bright and chipper morning remained.  
 
    Sounds of buzzing were dampened by an unearthly quiet. The chaos of the nearby bustle was muted out. No manner of beast seemed to desire to make itself known or heard.  
 
    I paced through the bedroom, and I snagged a proper black dress and changed from my nightclothes. I combed my hair enough to release the red glossiness and luster, then I was out the door. Both my teenage daughters were already up, their constitution tolerated the sun’s brutality far keener than mine. Children of vampyr and humans are still full-blood vampyr, but sometimes they seem to have exceptional solar tolerances thanks to their human parentage. 
 
    My species was once confined completely unto darkness until the ancient ones of our lines discovered breeding with mortals strengthened the blood. This also gave rise to a much more pro-human mentality in our ranks, revering all life and not simply slaughtering and storing their blood in cold dry places. My kin had once used the very snow and ice of the northlands to freeze and store their blood. My mother spoke of blood snow when I was a wee lass. It was one of the few stories I remember her telling me before her mysterious passing.  
 
    My father had been away traveling abroad, off during one of the Crusades. He was a stranger to me, yet mum spoke fondly of him, often telling me I came from the darkest of bloodlines. She spoke reverently of the kin of my father, yet I never did learn his name, nor did anyone seem to know of whom my mum had mated and conceived me. I took up my mum’s family line and her name for my own. I was Mavis Aubrey since the time of her death in a mortal riot in early Dublin. There was no evidence that being vampyr caused mum’s death. She was simply in the wrong place at the wrong moment in time. We are immortal, never aging beyond the look of our twentieth year. We can be killed via beheading, destruction of the mind, or destruction of the heart. Mum was impaled with a broadsword during the riot. Emotions in the city were heated after the assassination of James FitzGerald Eight Earl of Desmond. Nothing makes people as paranoid as a calculated murder. It reminds everyone that no one is ever truly safe. Unfortunately for a young vampyr princess, that included me. I was eight years old, barely able to properly sustain myself without my mum hunting and gathering blood for me. 
 
    “Mum, tell Alexia she can’t wear that dress!” 
 
    Abigale exclaimed, I massaged my temples, I had barely set foot one outside my threshold, and behold, the dramatic performance of my darling teen daughters had already begun for the evening! 
 
    I came into the dining room, the source of the disturbance. Abigale was pointing at Alexia who was wearing a bright red dress which would have accented better on Abigale, because of her red hair, but still complimented the older twin perfectly keen. Being their mother, I knew well that I had purchased the materials for this dress and custom hand-stitched it for Abigale, however, both twins were of very similar proportions even if they were not identical in appearance. 
 
    “Mind you blood Abigale, and let your sister have her turn with it. You often take a hand to her wardrobe.”  
 
    I said in a very neutral tone, trying hard not to sound as if I were coming down on Alexia's side. Then I turned and gave Alexia a stern look and placed a firm hand on my hip. 
 
    “Alexia, you will go ask your sister before you borrow one of her dresses next time. Both of you will communicate like proper twins and young ladies!” 
 
    I said, and they both shared a mildly sullen look at the mild chastisement. I was a fun-loving lass in me bones, yet I always seemed to be carrying the full weight of the world and all the vampyrs of my area upon my slender shoulders. At three-hundred-and-forty, I felt as if I might be more ancient than the tides and the sand. I may appear a year older than my own children in looks, however, that says nothing for the weight of responsibility and the many lives held in the balance with my every whim and passing fancy. Such is a terribly sobering realization.  
 
    “Yes, mum…” 
 
    Both girls parroted in one voice. They were extremely good at coordinating their actions and statements when they wished to. Like most siblings, I suppose they did find their truest friend in the world was the other, even if they did squabble terribly at times. Being a mother of vampyr young seemed very scantly different than human parents. I’ve come to observe just how similar the behavior and the emotional ship-ride are for both species. Lycans are also fairly similar even if they have different types of animal aspect instincts in their behavior, similar to the vampyr, but different species entirely.  
 
    “Finish your blood and we’re going to be working in the storehouses today. We need to update the inventory before winter rolls in this year. Abigale, I will lock you in your room if you go wondering after that carpenter boy again. And Alexia, don’t flirt with everyone who moves, for the love of all that is holy!” 
 
    I stated, my two girls seemed to treat this entire state territory as if it were their personal mate-finding court. I was hoping they would ride out these destructive urges and manage to reach maturity without being joined to the wrong being for all time. Many a young woman I knew in my age of youth and stupidity had become anchored to a dead-weight immortal mate. Some even thought it an exceptionally innovative idea to marry fae and then they were stuck with court drama for all time. I however learned early to manage my feelings and urges with my tactical little flings. Besides, it is much more difficult to arrange sexual liaisons when you only have taste for females outside your birth cycle. Many parents consider same-sex loving children as a curse or their sin to carry to the grave. I personally would welcome it in my girls, considering I will not have to worry half as much about the male aspects of their sudden interest in sexuality.  
 
    “Mum, when exactly do you plan to allow us to make up our own decisions as far as dating and courtship?”  
 
    Alexia asked, and I huffed and said, “Let’s just try to get you to your twenties without any major issues or bodies to bury and we will take things from there!” 
 
    I told her honestly, and both girls seemed to look to one another as if consorting against their horrid old wench of a mum. Some days I could honestly forget why I worked so hard to have them when they forever test every nerve and sense in my body! However, even a second look upon their perfect forms and their lovely and lively behavior and I am once more a happy mum.  
 
    “Where’s Olaf?” 
 
    Abigale asked, and I smirked and said, “Your Uncle Olaf has gone off to meet with the tribes again. Hopefully, we will be able to share peaceful hunting grounds with the tribes and avoid overhunting the same patches of woods as the other various groups of our own region.” 
 
    Alexia nodded and Abigale shot from her seat and she moved quickly towards the door in the living room, heading outside. We were running late to start our chores. The girls were going to spend the day helping in the kitchen, but I decided I wanted my twin shadows with me watching my work. I needed them to know how to perfectly do my jobs around here, in case I needed to travel for courtly matters. As the Lower Queen, I was often called to handle disputes in neighboring territories. 
 
    Come on, now it is ye who is keeping me waiting!” 
 
    Abigale stuck her tongue out playfully at me, and I felt a strange mixture of motherly pride, anger, and amusement all at the same moment. The next moment seemed to happen as if all at once. Time lost all sense of meaning as the door banged open, and many loud explosions rang out in a discordant ruckus of destruction as the windows and the woodwork of my walls shredded up. 
 
    Abigale’s shock barely registered on her dark-red bloody peppered body as she tumbled lifelessly to the autumn ground outside the door. My world felt as if it had become unhinged and the full weight of madness engulfed my mind. I felt nothing and everything. I witnessed every moment of my nearly sixteen years with Abigale unfold before my eyes.  
 
    Alexia screamed in horror and grief and I shot off disappearing before the sight of all who could witness my violence. I am QUEEN and I am POWER! 
 
    My rage was manifest as my claws elongated from the normal human nails and I rushed the contingent of humans with musket rifles. They gaped as they realized belatedly, they had assassinated the wrong target. I was the one who was supposed to be leaving the house right now. This was a cowardly ambush and one planned with some careful deliberation. 
 
    “What the hell is that?!” 
 
    The young man asked fearfully, as my bloody glowing eyes set upon him, and he could see my form materialize as I stopped amid the humans. 
 
    “You will all spoil on this ground!” 
 
    I snarled, and I slashed out his and the closest man to his left’s throats with both my sweeping claws. Screams rang out as flesh and bone sundered apart. I felt the multitude of eyes bearing down upon me.  
 
    “You will all die!” 
 
    I heard myself wailing in grief, as tears ran down my bloody gaze and I swept my swift claws over chests and slashed throats. There was no contest with a fully mad vampyr queen who has lost all temperament or persona of humanity.  
 
    “Dear God, someone has to stop this! She’s going to get the entire town turned against us!” 
 
    I heard one of the nobels exclaim, and I heard a surprising voice behind him.  
 
    “No, you will not hurt her! She deserves to have her way with them!” 
 
    Alexia snarled, and someone snapped back, “Girl, your mother is unhinged! There may not be any saving what is left inside that body! She is more powerful than any one of us by a great measure! We will never survive her full fury!” 
 
    Alexia sighed and said, “Fine, I shall risk my own flesh and bone to peacefully spot her rampage before New Orleans is any the wiser. If you dare challenge my command as her eldest daughter, I will kill you where you stand!”  
 
    Alexia roared and her fifteen-year-old teen voice suddenly became icy as a Queen in her own right. She seemed to have mirrored my own behavior. Little of my memory remains beyond this point, as I recall a small but powerful little vampyr holding on to me for dear life. 
 
    It was not easy to work out that I was being forcefully sealed away in an enchanted coffin and sealed beneath the family mausoleum. All that was left to company me was my own madness and grief waging war for my attention. My heart was sundered, and my life was over, as was my reign. My own child had seen fit to depose me to save our entire region from exposure.  
 
     
 
     
 
            
 
     
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    One: 
 
    2021: 
 
    Delusions piled atop one another; the darkness of the crypt only seemed to hold my body inside the tomb ever so slightly now. Beyond all logical explanation, I had worn down the runes and magiks confining me. Restlessness tore away at my fragile psyche. Time was an endless expanse without a single divide in my suffering.  
 
    Torment had scarcely been invented which could measure to endless and measureless darkness and hunger. My throat burned for blood and my stomach rumbled for sustenance. I had never thought to gander how one confined to a coffin might experience the passage of time. No one who had immerged from a sentence of involuntary sleep had never been the same as before the coffin.  
 
    The only saving grace of my delusional state was how many times I had been forced to relive my precious Abigale’s murder. The dry taste of her killer’s blood was still upon the back of my throat even until now. Whilst I could recognize why Alexia had been forced to lock me away like common prison rubbish, my experience was hardly befitting one who dedicated her entire existence to the service of her people. 
 
    My mother was a highly placed lady of reputation in the Irish Clan. Our Vampyr line predated even the mortal Celtic druids. We and the fair-folk inhabited the Iles of Britannia for as long as humanoid-beings have walked this earth. The humbling blow of being imprisoned for your lunacy, when you have such a highly revered line, there are no words to describe this experience. No logic and no prowess of mental fortitude could wrest me from the endless nightmare of my accursed existence.  
 
    Beyond all hope, beyond all reason, I lay shackled in torment to the very thing which should have killed me. Madness and irrational fear dominate my body and mind as if they were childish trinkets to be dangled about frivolously. Void of absolute unending quiet which seemed to stifle out all hope of life. No smell, no taste, nor any other sensation teased. Everything that existed, was all manifest in my mind. At first, I lost myself in the delusions. In many, I saw Abigale married and I held her young as they cried for their first blood-milk. My heart ached and splintered anew every time she was shot full of musket balls before my mind’s eye. Eventually, the delusions always ended in Abigale’s death. 
 
    Perhaps, it was the body’s defense mechanism to keep me from falling completely inside one of the fantasies. While dearest Abigale was still seemingly living and breathing, I was still free to delude myself into the many endless possibilities life once could have unfolded before me. Alexia was as much my heart as Abigale, but that did not seem to tether me to reality any better. It would seem my mind was caught between the one I couldn’t save and the one who imprisoned me for my own good. There was little fortune left for me. All I could gaze upon in the real world was the brutality and the malice which held me to my chains.  
 
    BOOM! 
 
    My world echoed and my ears ached. My teeth rattled as the deep drum roiled through my body painfully. Beyond the stunning confusion, there was something visceral to this pain. Something which fantasy couldn’t create. Nor had fantasy ever managed to manifest anything I had never experienced in my own life. Even the visions of my Abigale were of her as I remembered her, even when I saw her as a mother. There could be nothing in this universe that did not already order itself in my original reality.  
 
    BOOM BOOM… BOOM BOOM BOOM BOOM! 
 
    Riotous and blisteringly hot it was so loud, I couldn’t begin to make out the how, but the what became clearer as I heard an orchestra of strange stringed ringing sounds, not a viola or a violin, but something comprised off that concept. I had heard lyre which came a hair closer in sound, but this was deeper, richer, and crisper. There was something almost like the crashing of thunder upon my ears. 
 
    The noise was blissful and welcome destroying all trace of the former silence which had stifled my existence for ages beyond all measure. My fingers moved as if of their own volition. The sound was antagonizing me towards action. 
 
    Reminding myself of what I once was, the Lower Queen of the Vampyrs of Britannia. I was the daughter of the proud and noble line which traces its origin back to the first of my species.  
 
    I did not require all my power at my grasp, only a single flash of it like sunlight in the earliest hour of dawn. Beyond all grief and all heartache, I pushed my fingers on my right hand up, and I resisted the urge to remain inside this unnatural state of grief and delusion. If one daughter kept me in here, it was the other which helped foster the strength inside me to shatter the remaining runes on the coffin lid. 
 
    The stone of the cover flew out, and I heard screams and the scent of strange ales reached my nostrils.  
 
    Light so blinding it threatened my new vision. I felt like I was bleeding from my sockets it was so agonizing. My eyes had not beheld so much as a trace of starlight in ages beyond counting!  
 
    “What the hell is she?!” 
 
    One of the humans exclaimed as I caught the delectable odor of young blood. They were youthful, ripe and in their sexual prime or so my nose told me. I could almost put them at my daughter’s age, if not for the fact that they smelled slightly more mature. That suggested the age of humans might have shifted slightly since last I experienced the world. They perhaps lived slightly longer now. I could not explain the information, only that my species takes in exorbitant amounts of knowledge and worldly understanding. 
 
    “Jeeze, we totally woke the dead!” 
 
    Another softer voice sounded. She was not startled like her friends, she moved closer to me, not exactly the best decision for her right now. Not if she wishes to keep her beautiful neck intact.  
 
    “B…back, girl, I can smell your blood. I do not wish to maul the first human I have witnessed in ages.” 
 
    I said, hoarsely as I struggled not only to resolve the information crashing against my senses but also to fight back the primal urge to rip into her throat and feast. Vampyrs might not require more than a chalice a day to survive, but you try being starved as long as I have, and then we can talk about my restraint issues. 
 
    “Her teeth, OMG, is this a joke? What, she’s a flippin’ vampire! I mean, rawr, you guys totally got me!” 
 
    The girl said, her tone bespoke amusement and a deep-seated belief in fantasy. I did not need to understand most of her exact words to decipher the syntax of her comprehension. Not to mention, I had been re-learning human language for over three-centuries before this damn box happened to me.  
 
    “Anne, we had nothing to do with this!” 
 
    I heard one of the young men say, and I forced my eyes open again. Through the blurry fog of tears, I saw the slightly distorted image of a perfectly lovely and stunning creature with raven hair and the most curious bright-blue strips, as if she had used clothing dye to recolor her locks anew. There was an amazingly loud and rebellious air to her look of dark leather and coarse black fabric trousers and her metal spiked belt. Either this was a very strange new world, or this young woman was acting out in a very loud and very deliberate fashion. 
 
    “My God, her eyes!” 
 
    The one they referred to as Anne, said, suddenly surprised. The other girl, I noticed was close to the crypt door now cowering in true fear. Fortunately for her, her biter fears actually made for a pitiful taste to my species. We preferred our blood freely given as a gift or in the throes of passion. Nothing accentuates sex better than blood for us.  
 
    “I am vampyr, please move back you sassy little lass.” 
 
    I told her, and her eyes seemed to widen.  
 
    “Jesus, she’s like either really a horribly thorough practical joke or else…” 
 
    Anne’s eyes turned behind me, and she moved closer, ignoring my warnings.  
 
    “What the hell are those it’s not Nordic Runes, but they are similar?” 
 
    She asked, and I croaked out, “Fair glyphs and runes. They keep us in hibernation once we are placed into a coffin.” 
 
    I explained, despite the usual urge to hide what I was being my first instinct. These strange young mortals had already witnessed me rising from a grave, what the blood devil could I possibly spoil for them now? 
 
    “So, vampires and elves are a thing.” 
 
    She commented and I detected a slight note of incredulousness.  
 
    “Stop moving closer unless you wish to find out just how real we are, you proper little minx, you.”  
 
    I said, not entirely sure why I was being so crude with the girl. Other than the fact that she was bound and determined to get herself eviscerated. 
 
    “If you’re a vampire, then how the hell has your kind hidden amongst humans for this long. I mean, one trip to the dentist would make you a dead give-away! Am I right, you guys?!” 
 
    She asked, and I frowned, not at all sure what a dentist would possibly be doing near my pristine teeth. I recall the barbaric practice of human dentistry. It was about as much a medical practice as mucking out the stalls and just as messy often. Barbers with sharp and oftentimes bloody utensils.  
 
    “We simply don’t show them to you, except when we are falling out of coffins after, what year is it?” 
 
    I asked, breaking out of my speech mid-thought, and Anne looked truly shocked.  
 
    “Anne, please, move back. They are freakin’ glowing! Red, glowing, and not human!” 
 
    The other girl mewed out in a miserably terrified tone. Part of me was amazed she had not taken off as a field mouse yet. I suppose she feared I might become a lady hawk and pounce upon her mid-stride.  
 
    “It’s twenty-twenty-one. What, you serious? I mean, the old Amish look is pretty convincing and all!” 
 
    Anne said and I scoffed and said, “This silken dress was hand-tailored for me by the King of England’s own bloody tailor!” 
 
    My tone roared as I recalled my final stay in London. I had a liaison with a princess who was engaged to be wed. She was not entirely convinced of her proclivities for her husband-to-be. As was often the way back in those days, women simply endured the process. She sent me off with a beautiful black silk dress so I might never forget our time together. I did not exactly love her, but I certainly made a lot of love to her. 
 
    “King of England…” 
 
    Anne trailed off, and I frowned in confusion.  
 
    “Two-hundred-and-one, years!” 
 
    I exclaimed in shock. We had never kept someone more than half this duration in stasis! Part of me wanted to smack my daughter, but then the realization that she was out here somewhere, hopefully, alive and well, was enough to sate my need for strong words or confrontation.  
 
    Anne seemed to finally grow curious and potentially shocked. 
 
    “Wait, you’re for real?” 
 
    She asked, and I said, “Everything about me is real, of course! Your strange use of the English language is bloody perverse, child!” 
 
    She snorted at me, and leaned in closer, licking her lips subtly.  
 
    “There ain’t nothin’ childish on my body, lass.” 
 
    She threw the word back at me, obviously queer to her usual vocabulary. There was something erotic in her lack of fear towards me. It was ill-advised, but still very much thrilling. 
 
    “Not to sound ungrateful for your waking me and all, but if you do not assist me in safely procuring blood, I might not be able to hold my thirst at bay forever. Perhaps a tiny spot of soup or something nutritious as well?” 
 
    I inquired of them, and Anne seemed to finally begin to realize this was no joke. She was still not truly afraid like her friend, but I felt the chills crawling across her skin. Her obvious shock was palpable to my heightened senses. Keen as I was, I felt the pull towards her neck growing stronger. I also felt the venom dripping from my fangs which were prepped and ready to dose a human and then feast.  
 
    “Please, slowly back out of this crypt and shut the door firmly behind you. I do not wish to cause you lot any harm.” 
 
    I told them, and the first two were already out the door by the time my plea was launched. The second male was more reluctant, but Anne stood firm and sucked up her fear.  
 
    “How about we just get you to a hospital. I mean, if you’re not obvious about it, you could sneak into the blood-bank and swipe a few bags of blood in their storage.” 
 
    She told me, and I blinked at her. 
 
    “Since when do triage centers store the blood? What is a blood bank?” 
 
    I asked, and Anne’s eyes widened fractionally. 
 
    “Right, because, if you are being honest, which you appear to be, then you have not seen the world in two-hundred-years. Oh boy, this should be exciting for both of us!” 
 
    She murmured in a very sarcastic tone, and I felt my gut threatening to cannibalize itself for food. 
 
    “Can you eat animals? Because blood from a butcher is a lot easier to come by.” 
 
    She inquired, and I shook my head wildly. 
 
    “Not right now. I’ve been too long without food of any kind. If I had to guess, I would say I might last the hour without murdering you or anyone else. I would genuinely like not to add to my lengthy list of regrets.” 
 
    I told her, and I felt the hot-cold mix of remembering Abigale once more. I didn’t have time to allow myself to grief any longer, nor could I simply cease functioning. Beyond all understanding, I could not fathom how I was still in control of my faculties. In my lifetime, I have witnessed many a vampyr lose themselves to their primal urges if starved to the point of danger. The wards and runes inside the coffin had spelled me so as not to desiccate from my lack of blood intake. In fact, I have never heard of a single vampire releasing themselves from forced sleep. Right now, I did not possess the free time or energy to give that a proper think. All I could think about was food.  
 
    “I can eat human food, but I need blood most of all right now. Food can wait for later.” 
 
    I told Anne, and I was not able to explain why I felt I could trust her and ask her for help. The alternative at this point was taking what I needed from her by force. Nothing about that was appealing to me. No one deserved to have their very life-essence stolen away. Blood is sacred to my kind.  
 
    “So, off to the blood bank, and then I will introduce you to the Burger King.”  
 
    I frowned at that, and said, “Dear Lord, do the Colonies have a monarch now?” 
 
    Anne looked at me with a startled look and she snorted loudly and shook her head widely.  
 
    “No, no, Burger King is a food place that sells incredibly good stuff, even if it is greasy and will add to your ass weight, but that’s a whole other point altogether.” 
 
    Nodding as if any of that made more sense than a simple comprehension of a food vendor, I tried to pretend I was more in tune with my young friend. Everything she said seemed to have implied meanings that were all queer to my ears.  
 
    “Follow me, and we’re going to have to get you out of that dress before long. Or else someone is going to get the wrong idea about you and try to lock you into a psych ward.”  
 
    That I did understand, since sanitariums were common enough even in the times, I lived in. Hell, there were even a few such institutes that dealt with vampyrs with troubled minds. 
 
    “Not to be confusing, but where was all that very loud and chaotic music being played?” 
 
    I asked, and I could see Anne being forced to think backward in her head.  
 
    “Oh, the music, that’s on this.” 
 
    She held out a glowing contraption with vivid color and pictures of some form of modern artwork. She then moved through a long list of words that held no meaning to me in context. I recognized the words themselves and names, but none meant anything to me.  
 
    She soon pressed a triangle on the picture itself, and suddenly, the deep sound of fast-beating started once more. The drum sounded a lot like a massive native drum beaten during their many dances, ceremonies, and rituals. The mad-sounding violin or other stringed instruments played equally as ferocious and the voice came in with deep growling animal sounds suddenly. 
 
    “That most certainly could wake the dead, it’s rather ghastly, and yet I am in love with this chaos if, for no other reason, it helped me force myself out of my slumber.”  
 
    I confessed to Anne, and she nodded and pressed a pair of horizontal lines and the loud chaos stopped.  
 
    “That contraption, what is it?” 
 
    I asked her, and she shrugged and said, “My phone, it is a personal communication device. Imagine being able to press a combination of numbers on this device and it will send a signal to the corresponding person at the other end of that code number's connection. You can literally talk to anyone anywhere, so long as you have their phone number.” 
 
    My eyes widened and I swallowed as the enormity of this world’s changes were already beginning to seep into me. 
 
    “So, I could use that and talk to a person in London or Ireland if I knew the number code of their portable device?” 
 
    Anne nodded, and I whistled as she opened the door leading out into the pitch-black of a lovely and noisy evening. The New Orleans graveyard was weathered, older, but still very much the same as it was in my day. However, just outside the gate was an entirely alien world rushing into my every sense at a rapid pace. MY pulse was beating harder, and my eyes were constantly being burned by the many bright lights around the streets. 
 
    Glowing signs were advertising what I could only guess were wares and other goods. The air smelt and tasted odd. What caught my focus most was the massive metal carriages rolling around without horses. 
 
    “Heavenly Father, I don’t even know what to make of that!” 
 
    I exclaimed, and Anne smiled in amusement.  
 
    “Well, you’re going to have to try, because we’re going to be driving in my car.” 
 
    She pressed a smaller object, and I heard a strange sound and one of the red carriages nearby lit up and glowed yellow twice.  
 
    “That one is mine, please come over and climb in. I promise it won’t eat ya.” 
 
    I managed a very weak grin that did not expose teeth. Being a vampyr, I have learned to hide my horrifying grin away from mortals. They see our fangs and there is usually no reasoning with them that we are mature beings capable of restraint and dignity. Anne seemed to be one of the very few exceptions to this. She appeared to know what I was, yet she did not believe I was real. That made little sense to me right now. Unless humans believed us completely extinct. That fear sent another wave of panic through me, as I thought about my elder twin, Alexia.  
 
    While I hardly felt inclined to show up at her door right now. I knew I needed to see her with my own eyes and soon.  
 
    “Just pull the door handle up gently and the door will open.” 
 
    Anne instructed me, and I nodded at her and allowed her to believe my pause was in fact confusion as to how the door opened. She was nice enough, but I was hardly ready to bear my soul to a perfect stranger.  
 
    “My most sincere of thanks for all of this trouble you have put yourself to on my behalf.” 
 
    She blinked at me and said, “You know, a simple thank you, would have sufficed, just keep it simple. We don’t often use that many words to convey a simple thanks anymore, keep that in mind when you talk to more people.” 
 
    She told me, and I nodded, as I pulled up on the door gently and it popped open. I did not need to be instructed that this was a seat, because carriages had seats in them.  
 
    She climbed into the other side which had a small wheel-like one on the helm of a ship. I guessed the application was of some similar concept. She turned a key into the side of the wheel, and something thundered at the front of the carriage. I might have felt perturbed by this, had I not just heard many other thundering carriages in my extremely short but educational jaunt from the grave I had been hibernating inside.  
 
    This was not my world; it had changed so completely. I was ill-prepared for this reality.  
 
    Not one of my delusions could ever have conjured any of this! 
 
    My musings turned morose, as I reaffirmed to myself that this world was so terribly queer that it could only be real. I was not such an endlessly imaginative person to conjure all of this substance from nothingness. 
 
    The carriage rocked forth and shot out with a squeak of the large black wheels. Anne grinned as her foot pressed down on something at her foot’s reach. I realized soon that it was a control of sorts. 
 
    “That thing you are tapping with your toe, it controls the pace of this carriage?” 
 
    I asked, and she gave me a wide-eyed look once again like my words were bazaar to her.  
 
    “Um, the pedal gives it gas.” 
 
    She said, and I blinked at that. I guessed the pedal was the thing she tapped, and gas meant speed or something similar. 
 
    “Gas means it goes; I assume?” 
 
    I confirmed, and she chortled and said, “Oh, you are a quick study!” 
 
    I smiled at her, exposing my canines.  
 
    “We are known to be intelligent beings. We spend countless years constantly adapting to the ever-expanding mortal world around us. If we were savages, I do believe one or both of our peoples would have been extinct by this period.” 
 
    Anne gave a nod of agreement and said, “Yeah, I mean, you’ve not had a drop to drink in two-centuries, and yet my throat is fine. That tells me a lot about your nature, even if those are some very nasty looking bad-girls in your mouth.”  
 
    I blinked in confusion and she said, “Those teeth are scary, we can broach modern expression later, or better yet, I can just sit you down on google for a few days and let you work it all out for yourself.” 
 
    She told me, and I blinked, not missing her offer of hospitality.  
 
    “I am not sure what to make of your kindness, aside from the obvious curiosity I detect.” 
 
    She grinned wider now and said, “Curiosity and sympathy that you seem to have no place to call your own right now.” 
 
    She said honestly. 
 
    “Everyone deserves to have at least one person in their corner.” 
 
    She said, as the carriage rolled faster towards this large triage center, she was determined to take us both to.   
 
     
 
    

  

 
   
    Two: 
 
    Part of me didn’t know what to expect when we arrived at the massive building. Just in this one area flowed more traffic of activity and human life, than an entire segment of London four-hundred-years-ago. To imagine multi-million populaces in many metropolises across a vast network of nations would have been inconceivable for people of that era.  
 
    What was also inconceivable at the time of my entombment was this bright light that seemed to illuminate every square inch of the darkness/ Earth was now a terribly bright place and humans appeared to have conquered the night. All this unimaginable advancement gave rise to a host of questions, like how my tribe was maintaining its blood supply. 
 
    Some iron bird thundered overhead and I jumped and turned to study it. 
 
    “What the devil is that!?” 
 
    I asked looking upward to the sky, and several of the nearby humans turned to gaze upon me like a nutter. There was something remarkably reminiscent of the sketches of the human Leonardo Da Vinci’s work centuries prior, in the flying metal construct. In fact, many objects and ideas around this city seemed to be inspired by seemingly mad geniuses from centuries ago. Back when they dreamed of the world with more laws and fewer limitations than previously imagined, everyone called them heretics, and many suffered for their art and innovation. 
 
    Beyond all hope of personal recognition, it appeared these self-same madmen were now immortalized in their life’s work now integrally integrated into the human experience of life. Something almost beautiful in the injustice mixed with vindication nearly summoned tears to the eye. As a being of such lengthy existence, I could appreciate the duality of the nature of men and women. That which stands out is hammered down, yet that which stands apart is what inspires the most galvanizing change in the future course of mankind. 
 
    “That’s just a plane, basically a flying tin-can. No biggie, you’ll eventually learn to love them like the rest of us or you’ll learn to take a pill before you board and sleep through the flight.” 
 
    Anne remarked, and I frowned. 
 
    “What the devil is a pill? If that is some sort of tonic for the nerves, I never require such bloody appeasements like some sort of dainty lady.” 
 
    I said, and the sudden influx of distaste in my tone spoke to my potent feelings against just such stereotypes. More’s the pity that vampyr men are still as much guilty of these generalities as humans, that I could hardly contain my darker impulses when they would insult my strength or assume me weak or adverse to wade in the thickest carnage to defend what was mine. Truth was, while many of the courtly gentlemen of my kingdom and those surrounding my former home of Dublin, were playing with the twats of their mistresses, I was fighting back fae threats and human usurpers who would have claimed our little fiefdom for themselves.  
 
    “One can certainly see why there are not more fae folk here in the dark new world.”  
 
    I commented and something in my descriptor of the Americas seemed to surprise and confound my beautiful young new friend. 
 
    “I thought Africa was the Dark Continent?” 
 
    Anne asked, and I smiled and bobbed my head in confirmation. 
 
    “Aye, it was called such, but the Americas were also the dark savage new world as well. We landed faced with shifters and all manners of indigenous dangers lurking about.” 
 
    She seemed to nod with her mouth slightly ajar.  
 
    “Fairies are real?” 
 
    She asked me, and I grinned at her forgetting myself in the fog of my thirst. Most of the time, I was like a stone monument in flesh and blood. I could stand implacable even under the fiercest scrutiny.  
 
    “They are regrettably as real as you or I. They may not feast upon your very blood, but they do in fact feed upon human life-force in many ways. In that, we immortals are all vampyr in some manner or another.” 
 
    I told her, and she seemed to handle this information in stride. Anne seemed to be a very capable young woman, able to put everything into perspective and face down even death incarnate. Beyond every hope I could have had, she was kind, and she was willing to blindly aid a being who has more than once warned her off for fear of danger.  
 
    “So, should I start laying out mushroom circles to trap fae? Or, perhaps untying all my shoes and spreading them out along the entrance to my yard?”  
 
    She inquired and I snorted slightly, as it was far from the first time, I had heard this wives’ tale about fairies. They were not wee-people like the stories suggest, in fact, elves on average are nearer to seven-foot-tall. Only the pixies and a few other fae species are small like the mythology of humans would suggest. Pixies alone are also the most harmless individually. Most humans only know minor mischiefs such as their likes. Pukas and other larger shape-changers cause mortal danger to those fool-enough to cross their paths. The fae on average is melancholy to the lives of mortals than vampyr. We relish and revere the continued growth of our blood supply and the slow changes and adaptations of the species we have been like an older sibling to, helping with invisible guidance in critical times.  
 
    Make no mistake, there are full clans of vampyr whose blood hoarders and blood revelers are made. They would snuff out the life of the mortals around them on a whim and drink them dry. There is extraordinarily little which separates the lunatic pan-species. 
 
    “So, fairies really don’t like metal? That rumor is true?” 
 
    Anne asked, and I bobbed my head in confirmation.               
 
    “Just iron, but correct. To touch iron for a fae is like being scorched by the heat of a truly bright flame.” 
 
    She seemed to think about this new information.  
 
    “So, yeah, that was a plane and we’re going to walk into this hospital now before someone decides to toss us both in the funny farm.” 
 
    She said, and I gave her a cross look and she shrugged and gently nudged me on towards the door. Her lack of fear and seeming trust in my continued restraint amazed me. There was no way for me to know if she was remarkably brave or remarkably stupid to be in such proximity to a ravenous vampyr. Especially one of my considerable prowess. She could not begin to imagine the power I once held over the civilized world. I was she who was two of the most powerful beings in all of Britannia and by extension, all of the Americas later.  
 
    The lycanthropes tried to kill me, force me out, and even sent assassins for my heart, all failed. Ironically, it was my very own flesh and blood who locked me in my prison in the end. Once more, a pulse of anxiety shot through me as my nerves were like razor blades across the skin wondering what had become of my daughter Alexia.  
 
    “By the by, you wouldn’t happen to know of Alexia Aubrey, would you?” 
 
    I asked, and Anne’s eyes bulged in her head. 
 
    “The most beautiful and influential young woman in all of New Orleans? Head of her family corporation built up since the very foundation of New Orleans?! Everyone knows of her, why?” 
 
    She asked, and I looked away, and I considered her very honest-sounding assessment of what was known of my child to the mortal world. 
 
    “Let’s just say she is my closest family remaining since she appears to be breathing.” 
 
    I told Anne honest enough, skipping the slight details of how she was my baby, and I was older than the dust coating the surface-world. 
 
    “Don’t tell me, vampire, like you?” 
 
    She asked, and several people gawked at us in passing as they heard the V-word in passing. 
 
    “Keep your bloody lips sealed on that topic woman! DO ye want a fecking lynching mob at our every beck and call?!” 
 
    I exclaimed softly but ardently to her.  
 
    “Sure, like anyone is going to care about the VAMPIRES!” 
 
    Annie shouted, and I growled and prepared to pounce at her, but beyond a few skeptical looks half-drossy and barely gawking up from the small devices they were staring upon, no one seemed to notice or care about us. Annie had literally just shouted vampire in the street leading up to a hospital building. 
 
    “You should see the look on your face right now! It’s priceless!” 
 
    She said in a giggling fit of amusement as she opened and held the door for me. 
 
    I nodded slightly in thanks as I walked in and brushed past her. Something about her type of vulgarity seemed to amuse and intrigue me, despite my fears about being discovered. 
 
    “What about yer friends? Will they tell the tale of the wench in the coffin?” 
 
    I asked, and she laughed again and shook her head widely and said, “No, people will just think we’re high as kites! No way in hell they will risk that!” 
 
    My frown deepened as I took in this information. Anne seemed to believe there was more to lose by talking of vampires than in keeping them safely hidden. This told me humans still did not know of us, and that they no longer seemed to be nearly as prone to the traditions and superstitions of my bygone era. 
 
    “This sounds like a very pleasant time to be a vampyr. No lynching mobs or torch-carrying mortals to chase us out of town.” 
 
    Anne seemed to be skeptical about this comment, but she arched a quizzical brow.  
 
    “You cannot be serious?” 
 
    She asked, and I shrugged and said, “They used to drown young women and call them witches, despite there being no such thing.” 
 
    This captured her attention, and she snapped her fingers and said, “Dammit, I was all about the Wicca when I was younger.” 
 
    I hissed and exclaimed, “Darken Fae rituals!” 
 
    Her eyes bulged wider and she said, “So, witchcraft is what, dark fae?” 
 
    I looked off and considered the question but kept walking. How would I explain power and magiks to a human? Magiks are ageless and primal, abilities that transcend the physical laws of nature. They tap into the celestial laws, which humans have yet to even discover are in existence, even now. Vampyr and Fae have lived by the celestial laws that govern all existence since the dawn of our two species. The Lycanthropes came along later, a cursed manifestation of the darken fae magiks, but evidence of the fallout of universal laws run rampant. However, that was all story for another time. 
 
    “Never you mind that, for now, let us locate your bagged blood source so we can retreat from this abysmally smelling place. It is as artificial as it is unnatural.” 
 
    I commented, the odors of harsh chemicals or alchemical properties were ripe in the air. There were a plethora of masked humans, as if fearful of the very air they breathed. The fear permeated this entire structure like a super-charged magiks of its own kind. Emotions powerful enough caused magiks hot spots. If the fae were around, the darken ones would certainly love to feast upon this misery and terror. The night-folk would suck them dry of their powerful negative emotions, just for the light folk to suck out the joy and love which remained, leaving humans empty husks. As previously stated, we are all vampyr of some form or another. Mine is simply the thirst for their blood, not to drive them mad whilst removing critical life-essence.  
 
    As with everything, there is fae who live in balance and only feed upon what is needed on all sides in all courts, but there are also many who would have humans dried to dust for their amusement. In this, no species appears to be superior, not really. No evil absolute, and not truly just only various shades of all these things combined on heaven, earth, and hell all. 
 
    The expansive reception area held nearly one hundred freshly ailing patience of all manners of infirmities. I could smell blood-sicknesses in some, others with fresh physical trauma, and even more with contagious injections. Blood and flesh told their stories to me as if they were open books to me without bothering to even look upon the various bodies. My blood-sense was extremely developed. By the time I was a child of twelve, I could track even the most powerful prey over hundreds of miles off the scent of a single speck of blood or sweet.  
 
    “This probably isn’t a very good place to bring a starving vampire, on second thought. But, since we’re here, how about you just put on your big-vamp panties and follow me. I think I remember where the hematology department is located.” 
 
    Anne informed me, and she pulled me along as if to snap me from my blood-addled trance. Some sanity hard-won over the two-centuries of the prison had managed to hone my razor-sharp control into an even more finely tuned edge. No vampire I have ever seen released from their sentence has ever lasted more than a second without killing the closest mortal in their vicinity. We often took men sentenced for execution off the local magistrate’s hands for this very reason. They fed the revived and the town was spared dealing with another horrible criminal. Reason in thirst was beyond normal. Usually, in thirst, there is only depravity and mayhem. Yet, here I was, sane, starving, but fully under my own power. Anne’s thrumming pulse was deeply appealing, but I managed to retain the same sanity I’d usually expect had I been feeding every day as was my usual.  
 
    “I assure you, I have myself restrained, though I am not certain how.” 
 
    I confessed and assured Anne at the same time. She seemed to give this a moment’s thought before she searched around for something that did not appear obvious to me right now.  
 
    “Ah, there we go!” 
 
    She exclaimed, and trot over holding my hand, pulling me along like a horse dragging its weary passenger from behind. 
 
    “What the devil is that?!” 
 
    I asked, and she flicked an amusing look at me and asked, “Why is the vampire constantly asking about the devil. You’d expect a little less puritan out of a creature of the night.” 
 
    Standing there blinking at her choice of descriptors for my behavior and wording was enlightening in many ways. It seemed to indicate a deviation in the culture of America, the departure from the ways of their forefathers. Not that I believed the Puritans had been all that interesting in the first place. Salem was a monumental waste of youth and beauty, and I had heard from friends how xenophobic and paranoid the bitterness and bile of the blood-font had become surrounding the far too uptight condemning ways of the radical Puritans. We have witnessed this in every major social structuring and religious body throughout time. Blaming the unusual or the outsider and charging them with crimes of fiction simply to assert authority.  
 
    “Oh, how young and naïve it is to not realize that the devil is with us all, always. The devil is inside us all, each one capable of profoundly ghastly deeds disguised with the veneer of civility.”  
 
    I told her, as we approached a curious construct which I soon recognized as a map of sorts. I saw “Hematology” written on the fifth floor, and it appeared to be on the eastern side of the building at the rear corner. 
 
    “Am I to assume, we go to the fifth floor to the eastern rear corner?” 
 
    I inquired, and Anne gave me a slightly surprised look, and I smirked at her without exposing my teeth to the well-lit hospital full of various ill mortals.  
 
    “Yeah, just amazed you worked that out so quick.” 
 
    She confessed, and I gave her a bemused look. 
 
    “I am a fast study, milady. Now, if you would be so kind, please show me to the stairs so I may travel to our destination.” 
 
    She seemed to give me a strange look, as if unable to decide how to react to my endearment and proper address. It only took a heartbeat to realize the old titles and proper names were not in use today. Anne’s expression gave that way for me. 
 
    “The elevator is back here, come on smarty vamp.” 
 
    She sassed, and I narrowed my eyes marginally at her. I suspected her words to be some form of clever wordplay, only I did not have the relevant experience with modern language and dialect to grasp her play on words.  
 
    “After you then, madam.” 
 
    I said, testing the waters, and once again, she seemed to cringe slightly, as if this was awkward and out-of-place in her vocabulary. 
 
    “You’re going to have to learn how to speak before you open your mouth around anyone else. You’re a dead giveaway that you don’t belong here.” 
 
    Anne informed me, and her words bit into my heart finding purchase inside me. I knew she was right, on more levels than her mortal mind could possibly perceive. I was the relic of the past, the only living queen to have lost her throne and not her life. My kind is ferociously territorial, we do not handle challenges to our authority well. Now I was a ghost floating around my daughter’s fiefdom scrounging for my first meal. To say this was a miserable affair for me, would grievously understate matters. My pain and my anxiety were unfathomable, as were the sorrowful emotions which caused my madness in the first place. Even to this day, I cannot begin to understand the sequence of events that caused me to go primal. Even a grieving mother should not have flipped so easily to her most savage instinct. There was something wrong with me. I was broken inside in some manner which aided this process. This is what I have concluded thus far.  
 
    Even now that I was free and about to feed, I had no earthly idea what I was planning to do with my life. Everything I lived and worked for had already come to pass and passed me by. My entire life and my entire kingdom had already passed on to the capable hands of my child. As much as I loved who I was, I did not love it enough to cause my daughter harm. Alexia lost not only a sister but her mum that day two centuries ago. I was not there for my girl and she was forced to make decisions no fifteen-year-old should have to make. Like my mum before me, I too left a young vampyr to fend for herself, only mine was a little queen. Part of my deepest fear had been my children warring over the crown since both children were powerful young vampyrs in their own rights. Each was respected by the age of their adulthood in the eyes of the Clan at thirteen. However, they were scarcely more than girls when last I saw either one.  
 
    To manage to hold my tears inside was no small feat. Alexia and Abigale were the only joyful light of my universe. They were like the sun itself without the blistering anguish.  
 
    “Heavens above! What in the holy mother’s name is that coffin-like opening?!” 
 
    I asked, as a ringing sounded, and the metal doors parted, and people walked out of the metallic confines. Several of them stared at me in passing. According to Anne, my dress was not period-appropriate. Yet another confounding thing, my dress was intact, but it displayed signs of aging, despite the runes in the coffin. No vampyr in all the time the hibernation coffins have been used has ever experienced the passage of time as I.  
 
    If not for trusting the one who sealed me as I do my Alexia, I would have been forced to believe some tampering was deliberate. However, now way in hell was my Alexia trying to destroy my mind further. She was more likely to have tried to make things as pleasant as could be possible. 
 
    There were no ready answers for me.  
 
    “This is the elevator, as in our way up to the fifth floor.” 
 
    I gave the questionable device a once-over and sucked back my quips and observations about the possible structural flaws in the device. 
 
    “I am going to trust your word is good, Miss Anne. You do not appear to be leading me to my own death.” 
 
    I said, and she seemed to be suppressing a grin, but her lips were twitching in amusement.  
 
    “You do that, and please, how about we move this along, yeah? You look like you came out of the damn Victorian Era.” 
 
    She said, and I smiled slightly, and I prowled into the open doors. I felt the elevator shift slightly with my weight as we entered. I realized the contraption must be hanging in place by some mechanical device, because of how unstable the floor felt beneath me.  
 
    “You’re sure this damnable human concept is worth the metal it’s forged with?” 
 
    I asked, making a casual comment about the less-than-stellar metal mixture used in this creation. It was a poor man’s design. If this were something used to forge blades, it would be brittle compared to the others of higher quality and refined process. Being that I was once a queen, it was down to me to know such matters at a glance. I must know my men are all gaining weapons of a high standard and they are as well-armed and protected if they face down our enemies as is possible.  
 
    “Next stop, vamp meals on wheels.” 
 
    Anne murmured to herself, and she smiled, knowing very well I could make out her words. While I did not understand the cultural reference, I did very easily deduce she was once again playing on her words with the vampire insertion. True to her word, the ghastly device shut upon us, and yanked us up five floors, and finally came to a jarring stop on the fifth floor.  
 
    “Never again! Feck that, I’d rather take the bloody stairs, henceforth.” 
 
    I told her, as Anne led me off the elevator contraption, and I swore several choice phrases to myself as we began to walk east and south.  
 
    “Ok, so, um, can you move fast? Like once we get through the hematology department, can you like sneak past the people working? If you can’t make it to the large refrigerators unnoticed, then we may have just wasted time.” 
 
    Anne asked, and I nodded vigorously and said, “Aye, I am extremely fast. Your eyes only see what I will you to see.” 
 
    I told her in a very sincere tone, and Anne gave me a brittle smile. 
 
    “You certainly know how to sound damn creepy for such a class-A hottie, you know!” 
 
    Annie told me, and I shrugged and said, “Your world is as queer to me, as I must be to you.” 
 
    She smiled at me and muttered, “One could only hope you’re as queer as I am.” 
 
    I frowned because her play on words now confounded me. Was she saying she wished me as odd as her?  
 
    “Queer in what manner? Is there something off about you? Mayhap we can have the doctors give you a gander whilst we are here, Miss Anne.”  
 
    I asked, and she laughed loudly, and several of the white and blue dressed ladies in uniform trousers looked our way. I was marveling at the many women dressed more like men. Fashion and dress had shifted on a dime in my absence. I had no issue with the more masculine appearance, and I loved how many of the masculine looks accentuated the female curves so generously, but I was amazed that the men allowed such changes. I was going to lose myself in a library before long, that was certain. I had a lot of catching up to do. 
 
    *** 
 
    “Just do vampire things, and go fetch the blood, girl!” 
 
    Anne said, and she motioned me towards a room where I could already smell a massive reservoir of blood. Never even in the wildest of sanguine dens of vampyr iniquity had I smelt such a vast array of blood. 
 
    “Heaven keep me sane!” 
 
    I murmured in exclamation to myself, as I prayed and I shot off, moving fast-enough that Anne and all the other mortals lost all sight or perception of me instantly. 
 
    There was no need to explain how the chilly glassy doors worked, as I was smart enough to deduce the blood was being kept chilled to preserve it from spoiling. Humans had grown clever in my rest. They were always resourceful, but now they had become down-right cheeky! 
 
    Controlling my urge to empty the entire coffer to my strange zipper bag Anne gifted me, I took two clear bags of blood, and I quickly rushed out as the white coat-clad woman turned at the sound of the door clicking. My movement should hopefully be unnoticed.  
 
     
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Three: 
 
    This was hardly the first time I had drank cold blood. As I may have mentioned previously, vampyrs did at many times freeze their blood-supply to preserve it. The first bag was gone before I could even suck down a breath of oxygen between gulps.  
 
    Already, I was fumbling to open the next, and Anne watched me with morbid curiosity. She appeared only mildly disturbed with the sanguine dining experience before her eyes. I was also far from stately in my drinking process presently. I was ravenous and I was simply elated that I had not mauled Anne. She was safe, and I was eternally grateful to this young mortal for her role in helping me find a peaceful solution to my blood diet needs. However, being back in the world, I knew I was going to have to hunt once more. I would have to re-secure my own blood-flow. A vampyr is only as secure as the sanguine she can tap. As a former monarch, I used to have the red fonts of all this city at my disposal. Now, I was merely resorting to scavenging from humans. Part of me even felt aghast once Anne explained why the humans kept the blood in storage. They cleverly typed it and stored it for traumatic injuries so they may replace what was lost so the patient stands a larger chance of survival. Even with their limited lifespan, mortals prove to be extremely savvy at growing with every generation. Their information is passed on to each new generation. 
 
    “This is where we part ways, however, I will track you down once I am reunited with my possessions and properly reward yer generosity.”  
 
    I told Anne, and I thought I caught a flicker of disappointment in her eyes. She appeared to be morbidly curious, but she shrugged as if nothing were wrong and she gave me a sincere smile. 
 
    “Well, you don’t even know how to operate a telephone, so I doubt you’ll be able to find me again, but it’s cool. I was not looking for anything.” 
 
    She said and winked at me playfully. 
 
    “Aside from the company of a real-life flipping fanged dead-girl. I mean, wow.” 
 
    My huff of indignation bespoke the insult I felt to my bones. 
 
    “Vampyr is born just as ye, we are every bit as much a living creature.” 
 
    I told her tersely, and she grinned wider now. 
 
    “Yeah, I kinda figured that out, I am just playing with you. You might need to learn how to lighten up a bit. You take yourself far too seriously. The words knickers in a twist spring to mind.” 
 
    She said in a bemused voice, and I blinked at her as she giggled and waved goodbye. To the very last breath exchanged, I was on the backfoot with this mortal. Part of me wondered if I would fare any better even if she had not caught me crawling from the proverbial grave. She possessed a keen magnetic charm to her disposition. She held herself with confidence and grace, even though she appeared visibly extremely different than the other mortals around her. Most people endeavor to be as much conformed to the crowd as possible, yet Anne was like a wildfire dancing amidst them impossible to contain or stifle.  
 
    “I will find you again, to thank you.” 
 
    I called out to her as she left, and she wiggled her fingers on her raised a hand dismissively. My queenly pride was slightly besmirched, but I was not about to exact some medieval concept of revenge upon her. This generation appeared to be far vulgarer than any I had witnessed in my lifespan. Even with the missing two centuries, that was an amazing statement to make.  
 
    Life appeared to be as much about their devices as anything else. People also seemed to be wearing masks all around. Humans appeared not only to be covering themselves from breathing on one another, but they also forced themselves further apart. Such social creatures of habit tended to cluster and huddle together for collective warmth. This was contrary to the human nature I had observed.  
 
    “Do you need a lift?” 
 
    A thickly accented man asked from a yellow horseless carriage. Part of me was still upset I had not been able to inquire more about this steed-less means of transportation than I had. However, I had been starving out of my literal mind less than an hour ago.  
 
    “Thanks, but I am keen for a stroll.” 
 
    I told him, and the man seemed surprised by something in my voice. 
 
    “Irish? Don’t hear that every day. Hop in, I’ll take ya wherever you need to go, free this time. You have that fresh-off-the-boat look to ya. I’d hate to leave a beautiful little lady such as yourself out to fend off the wolves of the night, Cher. 
 
    Tonight, my entire life seemed to be circling around the kindness of strangers. Such a queer feeling to me, yet also uplifting. Despite the many changes, this man with a faintly French-sounding accent was still an example that the world was largely the same place I recalled, even if it had visibly changed inexorably. 
 
    “Tell me, is the French Quarter still open?” 
 
    I asked, and the driver gave me a wide-eyed look and said, “Yeah, cher, it is always open. Much like New York City, twenty-four-seven. Where do you need to go?” 
 
    I bit my lip and figured it was likely the hotel was still standing unless something disastrous struck.  
 
    “Can you take me to the Hotel Grand in the French Quarter?” 
 
    I asked, and he looked at me and studied me for a very long moment. 
 
    “Cher, I do hope you are not a working lady. That place has very strict codes about their guest and such. I would hate to see you locked up in jail.” 
 
    He said, and I smiled at him sweetly, but I was careful never to show even the trace of my teeth. 
 
    “Nay, I can safely assume you asked if I am a prostitute, but I assure you, I am a lady. Once we reach the Grand, I will compensate you for your kindness. I was separated from my earthly possessions.” 
 
    I told him, not bothering to explain further. I did not need to expose myself to any more humans than I already had. My little prison break of sorts had left me no alternative, but I was sure that if no one was calling the magistrate and rousing the gentlemen of New Orleans by now to come for me, then I might be safe for the time being. Besides, Anne had consistently and emphatically stated how impossible it was for others to believe in my species today.  
 
    The development of devices and horse-less buggies also led people further from their expansive acceptance of the wild magiks around them. Vampyrs had become nothing but a story they told their young at night, and I could only imagine what had become of the fae folk. With the state of things, I could scarcely imagine the wee people were living on these shores due to the large array of iron I could scent in the air.  
 
    “You speak like an actress. Are you researching a role then?” 
 
    The man asked in a sincere tone, and I opted to lie to him. 
 
    “Yes, something like that. I have a production which took place at the eighteen-hundreds. Do you like the dress? I believe it was crafted spot-on for the part I am playing.”  
 
    The beauty of this series of facts, they were technically true in the most primary ways. Most good lies are spun from facts. You sell them if you believe in the answers you give. Besides, my species can hear lies a lot easier than mortals or even fairies. They can sense emotion and detect the truth that way, but vampyrs do so with keen auditory capacity. The heart flutters more nervously when a person is speaking fantasies. With the extremely rare exception of the deranged human who is soulless, all mortals are easy to detect deception in, for me. Hell, even other vampyrs are relatively easy. It is the lycanthropes who are harder to pin down. Their hearts are naturally faster rhythmically, so our base-line comparison for truth is skewed.  
 
    “Your dress is lovely, my dear. You stand out even in a sea of beautiful faces, that is why I worried something might befall you.” 
 
    He told me, and his heart rate was steady, which told me that bar him being a crazed casual murderer, he was being truthful with me.  
 
    “It’s refreshing to know that men can still be chivalrous, even in this extremely strange era.” 
 
    I commented, and He hummed and popped his lips in agreement. 
 
    “Yes, with the Corona Virus circling the globe, it has been dangerous. My job scares even my wife, she worries I might catch the virus and end up in the ground.” 
 
    He told me and I blinked and nodded as if this information were familiar to me. 
 
    “Indeed, and how are the death rates in this country now?” 
 
    He hummed and said, “There are hundreds of thousands of cases still, but the numbers are going down. Over two--hundred-and fifty-thousand dead, such a sad waste of human life.” 
 
    I blurted, “In the world?!” 
 
    He shook his head and said, “No cher, only in the United States. There are millions of cases in the world.” 
 
    His words impacted me like a beam of wood fallen from a carpenter’s construction project. I might not know about modern viruses, but I knew about plagues perfectly well. I have lived through an outbreak of black death in my lifetime. Not only had I survived the plague, but I had also been infected with it at one point. I had seven assassins attempt to depose my reign whilst I convalesced. Thankfully, vampyr bodies are profoundly heartier than mortals. Where others perished from the miserable malady, I suffered for a week and then I recovered as if by an act of the divine. 
 
    “Well, buckle yourself in and I will take you safely to your hotel. Remember to give me a five-star review, you look like you would be handy with the apps.” 
 
    I gave him a dutiful nod of agreement, and said, “I assure you; I will figure that out and do so.” 
 
    I told him and left out the “even if it combusts my own mind to do so,” bit in my own mind.  
 
    “I love the accent, you are a method actress, no?” 
 
    I nodded again, not sure what I was allowing myself to be called, only that it was some sort of actress type who could possibly be mistaken for a woman displaced by two-hundred-years.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    The Grand as I recalled it, was hardly this elaborate, but the structure was nearly the same, if not larger and obviously renovated. Live as long as I have, and one grows relatively accustomed to seeing the human changes over the years.  
 
    Vampyrs are not stuck in the past per-se, but we do often wish the world could be the way we left it when last we visited. That is the downside of living until someone beheads or stakes you.  
 
    “Is this not the right place, little lady?” 
 
    He asked, and I nodded dumbly and finally cleared my throat. 
 
    “Sorry, just overtaken with the timeless beauty of the French Quarter. This city has truly romantic bones to its structure.” 
 
    I confided to the driver and he bobbed his head in approval.  
 
    “Well, you’ve been my best fare of the evening, cher. You be safe next time, and you feel free to give me a ring if you need a cabby.” 
 
    He handed me a small square of thick paper. I frowned as I read the English words. 
 
    Peter Caron 
 
    “It was lovely to meet you, Peter Caron, is it?” 
 
    He dipped his head steeply in confirmation. 
 
    “Yes, cher.” 
 
    I smiled as best I could whilst hiding my fangs. 
 
    “Stay right here, I’ll run down a token of my appreciation in a few minutes. I promise, you will be handsomely rewarded, sir.” 
 
    I told him, and he seemed ready to wave off payment again, and I lightly tapped his hand stopping him short. 
 
    “Please, I am a very prideful woman, so allow me this.” 
 
    He smiled wider and snorted. 
 
    “That you are, cher, that you certainly are, but then you would not be much of an actress if you were not, no?” 
 
    He laughed as I opened the rear door and swung my legs out one at a time and climbed from the back of the cabby or whatever the devil this thing was. Part of my near-future agenda would likely be to learn how these infernal contraptions operated. I never missed the constant catchup with the changes in human creations. However, I could appreciate the fast travel this provided, seeing as I was clear across the city before this ride. The boy standing at the door seemed to size me up as if deciding if I belonged here. I strode past the masked mortal, and he seemed to think better about stopping me. This was a deep-seated predator response in his species. They would usually never know why they were so inclined to simply allow one of my species to pass by them and bend themselves to us.  
 
    However, that fear did not seem to deter him from gazing longingly upon my curvaceous slender figure. My ginger hair was glossy and straight, despite my two-centuries of sleep. Most of the preservation process appeared intact throughout the hibernation cycles. My clothing and my hair did not change, and I certainly did not expect my body to have aged. I have not experienced a single growth period since I was seventeen, at least that I was aware of.  
 
    The bell above my head rang out clearly announcing a guest’s arrival as I prowled inside taking in the classical look mixed with modern décor and human trappings. The innovations of their clever use of light and images seemed to be everywhere. I could see the appeal in their inventions, even the practicality in owning certain items I had spotted since my awakening.  
 
    (Personally, I was all for owning a blood storage device like the hospital.) 
 
    “Can I help you, Miss?” 
 
    A bright young woman flashed a bright smile as I crossed the foyer and came to the large desk. At least a check-in desk was still roughly the same obvious shape and relative size as in my time. There were enough points of reference for me to be capable of making connections to the old with the new trappings filling out the world. However, this all felt like an image puzzle all jumbled up. 
 
    “Mavis Aubrey, you will find my name under the Queen Penthouse.” 
 
    I told her in a matter-of-fact tone. Her eyes widened and she looked down at the glowing image displayer in front of her.  
 
    “Uh, we have two penthouses.” 
 
    She told me, and I shook my head briskly and said, “Not the ones open to the guests, the one my family has maintained for hundreds of years privately.” 
 
    She looked down at her image display again, and I gathered that the images seemed to correlate to information like in books. She was pulling up many different information sources with this. 
 
    “You’re one of those Aubrey’s?” 
 
    She asked, and I nodded, figuring she referred to Alexia’s family. Part of my heart panged in agony not sure if my child had her own children yet or if she too was slow to find motherhood. 
 
    “I just need to see your driver’s license and…” 
 
    I grinned slightly and said, “Just tell Alexia Mavis has arrived finally. Or have your people call out for Olaf, I am certain he will be through here shortly.” 
 
    I told her and I plucked out an old key and dangled it. 
 
    “The key is still the same, right?” 
 
    I asked, and she frowned and studied the key which was only about ten-years-old in my timeline but was likely a relic to this child. 
 
    “Yes Madam, that is the only room left that insisted on never changing the locks. Besides, no one is brave enough to attempt to steal from your lot.” 
 
    She said, and I nodded and waved dismissively to her. 
 
    “Do call Alexia dear, thank you.” 
 
    I said, and I could sense her panic. I had no way of proving to these mortals who I was. However, I did not require proof. I had the original hotel room key in my hands. They couldn’t really do anything other than to call my daughter. This was not how I wished to reach out to my child after two-centuries, but I was left little choice. 
 
    “But…” 
 
    I heard the girl trail off, still holding out her hand for my card identification.  
 
    The boy at the elevator saw my key and then opened a panel exposing a hidden button for the third penthouse level. He pressed an object and it glowed orange. My eyes seemed to be captivated by all the shiny and flashy things these humans had everywhere. 
 
    “Enjoy your stay, Miss Aubrey.” 
 
    He said, clearly having heard my name at the front desk.  
 
    “Thank you, Enjoy your evening, lad.” 
 
    I said, and I winked as the doors opened and gave release from the iron clutches of the elevator. I was still far from comfortable with these damn things! I could see men from my period poking at these with the tip of a bayonet fearfully. 
 
    The lock seemed to creak and the gears inside the door sounded almost frozen up. I turned the key firmly enough to force the lock open without breaking the door. In my time, I have broken a few doors, the downside to being a former vampyr queen. Your power and raw brutal strength are well above average.  
 
    Largely the room was as I had last left it. I spotted my safe in the corner, and I moved over and turned it according to the four number sequences. The safe popped open with a loud thunk. 
 
    Inside were raw jewels and golden coins. My gold was minted in Ireland over a century before I came to the Americas. I pulled out a pouch full of my gold and I opened up the window. While I could certainly wait for the elevator device once again, I rather liked stretching my legs a bit.  
 
    I climbed on the rail and I checked the surrounding area waiting for the deadest point of activity on the street to pounce from the railing. Like an overgrown feline, I landed on my feet after the thirteen-floor drop. The cabby man smiled as he took notice of me, and the boy at the front door seemed to be surprised with my sudden reappearance. 
 
    He opened the window of his yellow contraption and I opened my purse and I sat five golden coins into the seat next to him. 
 
    “It’s not green like the paper I see people using, but I am certain of its value, Sir. I appreciate your kindness and chivalry. I most certainly will call to you should I require transportation once more.” 
 
    I told him, and his eyes seemed to bulge in his head. 
 
    “Cher, I have never seen something so rare in all my life! I did nothing to deserve all this!” 
 
    He said, and I smiled kindly and said, “Nonsense, you were a proper man, one of few might I be so bold as to say.”  
 
    Peter threw his head back and roared out in laughter at this. 
 
    “You flatter me, cher. Thank you. I know my wife will thank you once she sees this!” 
 
    He said, and I nodded in understanding. 
 
    “Wives do like it when husbands bring home gold, yes that is still true.” 
 
    I said, and I cringed slightly, catching myself in my odd wording. The top of my to-do list was to learn how to speak modern English.  
 
    “Again, you have a lovely evening Cher and thank you for your generosity. I hope to see you on the screen soon!” 
 
    He said, and I gave him a wave as he slowly pulled his cabby out. 
 
    *** 
 
    The girl at the desk stopped me only long enough to tell me that Olaf had confirmed my identity and he had sent her a picture ID of me on her display device. I was still not sure how all of this worked, only that he had already shown her proof of who I was. She also informed me that Olaf himself was traveling here to greet me in person. I rushed off to take my first long bath in two-hundred-years.  
 
    Whilst I was no longer a queen and I was no longer his employer; Olaf was my oldest living friend. Even a platonic friendship warrants a bloody shower!  
 
    The knobs for the modern indoor bathtub were very easy to figure out. It was also incredibly convenient. I marveled at how hot and cold mixed vicariously through the adjustments of the two knobs. When you’ve been stuck in a coffin as long as I have, the feeling of hot water over your skin is pure bliss.  
 
    The soap was as lavish as something I might have purchased on very special occasions in my time. I was relieved that some things were still familiar enough to appreciate. I even managed to wrangle out the conditioner from the strange tube-like object. It seemed a good storage bottle in that it was soft and would not easily break. Glass always left behind a real mess and potential for an accident when broke in a house.  
 
    My heart was racing in a true flutter as I anticipated Olaf’s arrival with keen interest. Part of me feared he was going to show up only to inform me that I belonged back in my coffin. One thing I was not going to do was climb back in that damn box again! 
 
    Several different versions of our meeting unfolded in my mind long before the strong knuckles rapped lightly on the door. I finished drying my hair and I fastened the thick posh bathing robe I found in the closet.  
 
    “Enter.” 
 
    I said in a crisp tone, mustering my resolve and holding my head up high. 
 
    Olaf’s massive meaty hand came into view and I caught his sky-blue eyes as he seemed to gaze upon me with disbelief and amazement. His musky masculine scent seemed somehow slightly tamed by his more rigorous bathing and preening rituals. He barely looked recognizable to the Viking man I had once done battle against in the mortal fray in Ireland. 
 
    “Be you real?” 
 
    He asked as if to gain permission to dare hope confirmation of his eyes.        
 
      My heart knew at this moment that he was still my best friend. I closed the distance and I flung myself into his massive Viking bulk. Olaf held me delicately despite knowing I could break him in half if I willed it. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Four: 
 
    “Fear that I might never see your face again nearly consumed me, My Queen.” 
 
    Olaf whispered against my ear like a defiant truth. He knew that it was not copasetic to call me a queen, not now. Certainly not inside my daughter’s territory. For the next few prolonged moments, I just basked in the warmth and comfort of my oldest living friend. The only man who ever treated me like a true lady and never harbored any desires for wealth or power.  
 
    “Olaf, it is only for the centuries we shared in friendship which allows me to forgive you that single misstep. This is most surely Alexia’s reign. I am but a vampyr specter from our history come back to life. Even I cannot tell you the reason for my resurrection. The sleep and the runes should have held fast to me for all time.” 
 
    I told him, and he laughed a jolly and loud sound. He clapped my shoulders and looked into my emerald eyes. His rough voice was somehow more civil now, but he seemed to be every bit the same bloke I remembered from my youth.  
 
    “Only you could threaten to end my life so casually only hours after performing a miraculous resurrection! You are still the only one I choose to follow. I watched over your interests for two hundred years. I suspected you were too stubborn to let that grave keep you down.” 
 
    He informed me, and I noticed the tone of his voice in passing mention of his service to my daughter.  
 
    “And only a true Northman can possibly laugh in the face of the vampyr who promises him a swift death.” 
 
    Olaf laughed once more and nodded vigorously. 
 
    “Tis true, I am so very pleased to see you, Mavis.” 
 
    He said, clapping my shoulders once again. His strangely similar accent to the young girl Anne was a bit shocking to me. Only a few syllables let slip here and there that spoke of his Viking roots. While I too had cast off aging or dying accents in my life multiple times, it was odd hearing this so dramatically in my closest friend. This spoke of the ages which still separated us. He had experienced and adapted so much that I had yet to even research. Beyond that, I still did not understand this bazaar device-filled world we were engulfed in.  
 
    As if to accentuate my point, I felt as much as heard, a slight humming or rumbling sound from Olaf, and he pulled free a picture device similar to the ones I saw the humans using.  
 
    “That is Alexia, she is likely calling me to see if you are in fact, you. I should take this since you seem to believe she is more my queen than you are.” 
 
    I smacked his cheek viciously enough to make him laugh and lick his lips.  
 
    “You know, I believe the reason I always like my whores to rough me up, is because I am so accustomed to your abuse.” 
 
    I scoffed at this crude statement and turned away. 
 
    “I am going to find something mildly appropriate to wear while you talk to your queen on that devilish device.” 
 
    I told him, I wanted to speak to Alexia, but I was still not ready to look my daughter in her eyes. She was a stranger to me now, and she held my titles and lands. No part of this entire affair felt pleasant. All of us were in uncharted waters and I was partially afraid my own child would try to murder me. Not because I feared Alexia, but because I still had too much experience and practice to allow a child, even one capable of holding down my territories for two-centuries, to defeat me in combat. I was nearly doubting her current age when I was placed in that coffin, and I am certainly no less a vampyr today, despite that coffin’s best efforts to leave me daft and dribbling from the chin.  
 
    “Queen Alexia,” 
 
    Olaf said in a crisp tone, more proper and less friendly than when he spoke to me. 
 
    “Olaf, I believe you know why I am calling?” 
 
    She inquired, her tone so queer and yet so like the girl I remembered. My heart sundered at the sound because some parts of her were so nearly identical in cadence to her lost sister. It only took a few words for me to realize she had integrated her twin’s manner of speech into herself, to keep part of Abigale alive inside her. Being left an orphan with a crown, I could imagine how isolated she must have felt. In fact, I very easily imagine this, because I was nearly exactly like her at nearly the same age.  
 
    “Yes, and the answer is, yes. I am with your mother, Mavis Aubrey. She is well and she is of sound mind. Whatever caused her blood-rage has been resolved from all I can see. Besides, if she were not, we would have had a blood pool flowing through Bourbon Street by now.” 
 
    Olaf said, making what I could assume was a morose joke.  
 
    “Where is she? How did she manage this? Is she going to come for me?” 
 
    My heart shattered realizing now how brittle my daughter’s confidence in me was. Certainly, some vampyrs might covet their positions more than I, but I birthed her and raised her. I taught Alexia how to become the queen she was today. How could she ever in any lifetime believe I would wish her harm? Something told me we were not destined for a warm reunion anytime soon.  
 
    “She’s getting changed. No one seems to know how she is awake, and she most certainly holds no designs on the crown from my first impression of her. Your mother seemed only interested in your welfare and safety as best I could tell. I plead with you to banish that line of thought from your mind, Mavis is not one to mince her words. She would look you in the eyes and tell you if she were coming, you must remember this about her.” 
 
    Alexia seemed to pause for a long moment, and she seemed to deflate audibly on the other end of the devilish device.  
 
    “Right you are. Sometimes, I truly don’t remember her all that well. Sometimes all I remember is the lengthy court life and the constant plotting and dagger strikes from every shadow.” 
 
    She said her voice as haunted as any who dared to wear an immortal crown. My spike broke in chills at the realization that my baby girl had been exposed to such harsh and hazardous conditions without any blood to keep her safe. There was little wonder that she could become so paranoid. Not to mention, most might have woken vengeful from the hells I have fathomed in my darkest days. Torment and anguish were my truest friends in these past two centuries. I’ve suffered more prolonged hell-scape and nightmares than was strictly safe or even feasible to any number of people. Even I did not fully grasp the root of my own sanity. All that should have been left for me beyond madness was more darkness and endless contortion of reality.  
 
    “Queen Alexia, may I continue this line of conversation later? While we may not understand the why of it all, I still have a duty to aid your mother in her re-entry to this modern era. Perhaps we should focus more on getting her not to refer to an iPhone as a devilish device before she walks out with that high school fresh face of hers into this world.” 
 
    Alexia seemed to pause again and stifle a single giggle in her throat. At that moment, I could also safely conclude that the devilish device he was speaking to my daughter on, was this iPhone contraption. 
 
    “Indeed, certainly, please get her to speak more tween and less Mayflower!” 
 
    Alexia exclaimed, and I frowned because she knew we were not Dutch! We had not voyaged to the Americas anywhere remotely near the northern coastal landing ships. Our lot had sailed further where the French had taken an interest, mainly because we hated the French marginally less than the English culturally speaking. Our course took us south and we eventually made our way to New Orleans. 
 
    “I understand your meaning, even if I am also sure your mother does not comprehend the comparison at this moment.” 
 
    Olaf said in an amused tone.  
 
    “She can hear me?!” 
 
    Alexia asked, and I felt what was left of my heart rattle in pain inside my chest. If my kind were able to have a heart failure, then I am certain mine would have given out now. 
 
    “She is in the next room, and she is the very apex of what it means to be a vampyr, Queen Alexia. Imagine how hard it would be for her to not hear you.” 
 
    He said in a very dry tone.  
 
    “Dear heavens, I never meant to say such cruel things to her!” 
 
    Alexia said in an elevated tone, and I heard what could possibly have been sobbing.  
 
    “I will speak with you later, thank you for tending to my mother’s needs.” 
 
    Alexia said, and I heard a high-pitched sound and her voice vanished. 
 
    “If you’re not going to dress yourself, I could scavenge some modern clothes for you quickly.” 
 
    Olaf offered through the door, and I smirked in his direction, the moment before still hurt, but I somehow imagined him snatching knickers from a poor virgin’s laundry.  
 
    “Aye, but don’t go thieving from the maidens. Poor lasses will be half-nutty if you do that.” 
 
    I told him, and Olaf chuckled in a deep rocky tone of amusement.  
 
    “But that is most of the fun right there!” 
 
    He protested vainly and I giggled and tried to put out of my head the conversation he had with Alexia. Not to mention, how hurting it was to hear her speak so like Abigale. Anyone else might never have noticed what she had done to her voice, but I gave her life, so I noticed every freckle and every little detail of my girls. 
 
    “Yer very lucky to have twice found yerself protected by a queen. Heaven forbid ye ever step out from under our skirt’s protection Olaf, you’d be hung from the highest point of this bloody city!” 
 
    He laughed and said, “I don’t know about that. If you saw the highest point of New Orleans now, you’d be impressed if the mortals could climb that high and not fall over.” 
 
    He said and I had seen enough of the insanity that called itself buildings around this city, to grasp the humor in his statement.  
 
    “Well, they could always strap ye onto one of them flying infernal contraptions that would make a fairy heave their guts just to step in it.” 
 
    Olaf roared in laughter once again, and then he disappeared out the door a moment later, assumingly to select some modern items, hopefully from a store and not a poor lady’s wardrobe. Part of me was already counting the seconds passing in his absence because I had spent the space of several insane lifetimes alone. Vampyrs are not as dependent as humans on companionship, but we are also social creatures. 
 
    I disrobed and gathered my damp items into the wicker basket beside the bedroom door. I no longer had a maid to do my personal laundry. My new existence meant learning how to tend to all my own trivial needs. No more court, and no more station to lift me above menial tasks. Not that I had ever shied back from hard labor in my life.  
 
    Olaf was back quicker than I might have thought possible. He grinned at me as he entered my chambers. I was not shy about nudity around him, we had waged wars and camped out in the wilds during battle campaigns. A bit of nudity tended to happen while your closest friend and guard captain was present. Olaf was like the mad Viking brother my mother never spawned.  
 
    “I believe it is time to introduce your body to jeans and a snug-fit tee shirt. Alexia texted me a few acceptable young women’s items for your attention. She felt bad that you heard her worries.” 
 
    Olaf told me.  
 
    “It was strange to me, hearing my child fearful of my revival. As though I could ever possibly blame her for doing what was right by our people—her subjects now.” 
 
    I told him and Olaf grunted and prowled closer with the large thick paper container full of what I presumed to be clothing. 
 
    “How did you manage this so quickly?” 
 
    I asked, and he smiled sharply exposing his large canines.  
 
    “Your hotel is across from a designer boutique. I simply told them I was looking for something casual but fitting for a royal youth entering university.” 
 
    He told me honestly, and I looked at him wide-eyed.  
 
    “And the tailors had such garments on hand? How is that even possible?!”  
 
    Olaf smiled and his canines were completely naked to the eye.  
 
    “As you might have noticed, the world has changed drastically in your absence, Mavis.” 
 
    He dangled strange black fabric items in front of me and I studied them curiously. 
 
    “What in the devil is that?” 
 
    I asked him, and he laughed and said, “These are modern knickers and that is called a bra. If you promise not to murder me, I will show you how they are worn, but I may accidentally brush over a sensitive area, My Lady.” 
 
    He said, and I looked at the garments in question and shook my head.  
 
    “I’m not a daft cow, I can figure out how to put me own knickers on, Olaf!” 
 
    He looked relieved as if a large animal were lifted from his chest. 
 
    “Thank Odin, I was not looking forward to risking such a danger. I know how little you like the touch of men.” 
 
    He commented honestly, and I grabbed the knickers and slid them up either of my legs, and pulled them into place. 
 
    “These seem so easily discarded. How the devil does a man ensure the virtue of their daughters?!” 
 
    Olaf spit and laughed aloud in a deep roar. He threw his head back and held his heaving chest. 
 
    “Oh, that’s rich! Women are not treated like property these days. Mavis, welcome to the world run by women, for women. The old ways of men lording over their families are gone. If anyone tries to hold his wife or daughter as was once common, they would be thrown in jail for abusing them.”  
 
    He explained, and my mouth sat open as if collecting flies.  
 
    “Heavens, you mean I don’t have to worry about being attacked for being forward-thinking and dominant?” 
 
    Olaf tilted his head slightly and considered the question. 
 
    “I don’t know, certainly not as often or as violently as before your sleep. You might have a few minor problems to worry about, but this world has changed much. But men are always going to be men. Some do not take kindly to smart stubborn women.” 
 
    I nodded; he was not saying anything I had not already learned many times over in my lifetime. 
 
    “How am I to catch up?” 
 
    I waved my hand in a wide arc and said, “This world is a truly spectacular place, but there seem to be much too many changes for a simple adaptation.” 
 
    Olaf nodded and said, “Yes, this world is an entirely different monster. By the way, I had my tech people erase the recordings of you nicking the blood bags from the hospital. We must be extremely careful about how we behave now. These devices all around us, many of them capture imagines constantly and the police can then use that as evidence of crimes committed. Vampyrs of this modern world must be extremely careful never to allow a mortal to see them doing anything special or more-than-human. They outnumber us by such a vast sea of fragile faces, that we could never conquer them in battle. They would drive us to extinction.” 
 
    His words carried a terrible weight of suffocating truth with them. 
 
    “How did they manage to populate so insanely fast?!” 
 
    I asked, and Olaf shook his head and shrugged his shoulders. 
 
    “More land and more stable food supplies allowed them to spread and you can see the results for yourself.” 
 
    Back in the time, I was living in Ireland, the largest capstone on the population was how many crops could be dispersed and how many heads could safely be fed. There was always a challenge to keep the people fed as the nations grew in size and power. Eventually, every civilization bloated outward too much and collapsed in upon itself due to instability. Not to mention the many who coveted every crown. As a former monarch, I knew this all too well. Crowns pass and as they pass the change in guard also changes the national goals and visions of the human peoples. Even the vampyr are not immune to such simple all-encompassing truths. 
 
    “It’s almost a bloody miracle this many of them have not managed to wage such violent wars that they go extinct.” 
 
    I told Olaf in a grim observation. He nodded and said, “Yes, they certainly have tried many times, but humans are resilient little beings. They keep coming back stronger every time they nearly destroy themselves.” 
 
    “Coming back, but none-the-wiser, if their past is any indication of their future?” 
 
    I asked, and he snorted and nodded in agreement. 
 
    “Aye, you’re rarely wrong about anything, My Lady.” 
 
    He said in a kind tone, as I stared at the bra item for several long moments, studying the design. I knew what it covered, just needed to observe the design for a moment. 
 
    “I can help you if you allow me.” 
 
    Olaf offered again and I gave him a side-long glance and said, “Olaf, if ye touch my bosoms, I will have to take off yer fecking head, no matter how much I love you like me own brother!” 
 
    My tone was extremely terse and conveyed how little pleasure I received in the contact of masculine body parts to my bare flesh. It had been no small wonder how I managed to tolerate it long enough to conceive my twins. 
 
    Olaf just chuckled darkly at the threat. I slipped my hands through either side of the linin and he watched curiously if I was going to muck it up on my first effort. I pulled the fabric around the backside and I felt for the latch and I fastened the first small metal device and I felt for the second. Olaf nodded in approval.  
 
    “Never doubted your mental faculties for a second, lass.”  
 
    He joked, and I rolled my eyes at him. I felt my vision flash red for a second, warning him. Olaf was well aware of where my temperament’s limit could be found. He took massive joy in pushing me to my very limits daily, much as being a mum of teen girls had.  
 
    “Are you still the Royal Guard Captain?” 
 
    I asked, and Olaf shook his head and said, “Nay, that honor has fallen to Alexia’s husband, Jack Redfield. She married him about thirty years after your sleep began. She waited as you had often suggested and took her time and was in her middle forties when she finally decided to accept Jack.” 
 
    Olaf explained, and my eyes widened, and my heart ached. Knowing I missed my only surviving child’s wedding shattered my already trampled and sundered heart. 
 
    “Jack, he was little more than a lad when I last saw him. He was only a few years Alexia’s senior. She could have married one older and more experienced.” 
 
    Olaf grinned at me and asked, “Is that what you would have done? Or would you have found the proper match for your heart and said, ‘fuck it all,’ to the rest of the world as you always have?” 
 
    I grinned at him as I accepted the strange course trouser bottoms from Olaf.  
 
    “These seem rather snug. Not going to leave much of me figure to the imagination, now is it?” 
 
    I asked, and Olaf shrugged and said, “It is more comfortable than you think, and it also is more practical. Just give the jeans a whirl and see how you like them.” 
 
    He told me, and I nodded, and I slipped one foot in, and then the other. I pulled them up, and Olaf pointed to the little metal thing and said, “Pull up and the two sides zip together and then you button them, and they are properly attached.”  
 
    I did as he explained, and I was mildly amazed by the idea of zipping.  
 
    “Clever devilry here…” 
 
    I murmured and Olaf rolled his eyes. 
 
    “You’re going to have to try not to call everything the bloody devil. That’s a sure-fire way to stand out with the mortals. Apparently, it bothers them to hear about the damn devil these days.”  
 
    I blinked in surprise and said, “Queer that, considering the fiery sermons being belted at the crowds back in the old days.” 
 
    Olaf agreed in a nod. 
 
    “Just slip the shirt over your head.” 
 
    He told me, and I gave him a scathing look and muttered, “I remember how to wear a bloody tunic!” 
 
    He chuckled once again, and I felt like the court jester here for his amusement. No doubt my plethora of social missteps were amusing him. I was a reminder of the awkward phases of adaptation we could find ourselves in at times. One could only imagine the vast oceans of change the ancient ones could experience in their many brief forays back into the world.  
 
    “How has Alexia’s reign been? Is she a just monarch?”      
 
    I asked, sounding like a terrified parent holding my breath waiting for some potentially disastrous news. 
 
    “She is much the same as you were, only she has suffered far more challenges to her rule, because she is powerful, but not you.” 
 
    I frowned at that, and Olaf gave me a narrow-eyed gaze and dryly stated, “I have battled many a vampyr in my lives, none of them hit me as if with the hammer of Thor himself as you did. You were always a force of nature and Alexia only holds a part of that natural force. She is closer to the normal nobility’s power curve.”  
 
    He explained, and I reluctantly nodded. He was not one to lie to me, ever. I did not particularly think myself special or unnaturally strong, yet Olaf did make a fair point. 
 
    “Anyone I should flay for her?” 
 
    I asked, and he grinned and said, “Nope, she does her own flaying fine when the occasion calls for it. Alexia is very much your child if that was not obvious. Most respect her and those who covet her crown fear her fury. She is a very headstrong but capable young queen with a good track-record for looking after her people’s needs. The commoners revere her and would not wish anyone else on this throne.” 
 
    My heart swelled with maternal pride. Alexia was everything and more than I expected in her. She was also fair and open to her people, which was all I ever prayed to impart to my daughters before they became rulers.  
 
    “Do you wish to go to her?” 
 
    Olaf asked, and I shook my head and said, “No, I must first establish myself here in the modern world, and firstly, I need to convert my raw gems and gold into some of these green currencies I see them passing around.”  
 
    Olaf clapped my shoulder as I finished swinging the shirt on.  
 
    “I know a wolf who could do that, problem is, Lycan relations are not as civil as they were in your time, My Lady.”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Five: 
 
    “What in the devil is a pawn shop? That sounds like some type of terrible chess reference.” 
 
    I commented and Olaf gave me a bemused smile.  
 
    “Forgive me, My Lady, but your current situation is remarkably amusing for me.” 
 
    He confessed and he said, “This is a place people will bring their stuff to barter some reduced payment for it. They have thirty-days to re-pay the sales price and their item is returned if they do. On the thirty-first day, the item will become sell-able.” 
 
    Nodding I said, “That sounds like a sound way for a bully to make a coin over on the locals. I am guessing the price he can list the items sold for is many times that which he pays?” 
 
    Olaf grunted an affirmative and said, “Aye, most can make great money re-selling the items. Desperation is always lucrative as a business model. Remember the Dark Ages?” 
 
    I rolled my eyes and said, “Hardly, I was born well after that!” 
 
    Olaf was older than me by a tremendous amount. He had been alive since before the Viking expedition to Newfoundland. He was roughly twelve-hundred-years-old now. Before we met, he spent the bulk of his time as a pillager, taking his blood in reward for conquest. Olaf was renowned for his battle prowess as a Northman conqueror. This was the very reason he was pointed at my Gaelic kingdom like a loaded musket. 
 
    “Right, sometimes I forget you hit like an ancient, yet you are still but a cub in my eyes.” 
 
    He said, and I scoffed and rolled my eyes at him. Olaf was forever in awe of my power because most vampyr only become as deadly as I am over several millennia. Age is not a guarantee on power scaling, but time certainly allows one to accumulate energy. Our power lies not in magiks like the fae folk, but rather in brutal strength and lightning dexterity. The only ability we have that could be considered magical in any way, is the hypnotic effect of our gaze when we are trying to lull a mortal into comfort to feed. This has also doubled to also ensure we remain hidden. 
 
    “This cub has managed to live an incredibly full life already, even for one of our kind.” 
 
    I commented, and he nodded in agreement. No one else could say they had rose and fell as a ruler and remained to see the world after their reign. Our moment of reflection ended as the scent of twinning animal and human musk tickled my nostrils. This was something like a wolf, but not the same. My mind drifted to my far-flung scent memories and arrived upon the image of a desert wolf. 
 
    “Hello, good evening to ye.” 
 
    I said as I turned and came face-to-face with a rough one-eyed lycanthrope. His left eye was closed over with flesh and white claw marks savaged the long-healed wound. 
 
    “Vampyrs!” 
 
    The coyote lycanthrope hissed in a deep loathing tone. 
 
    “I don’t recall ever making enemies of lycanthropes. In fact, I have killed far more vampyrs in my lifetime.” 
 
    I commented casually and he seemed to stop and look for a moment. Something about my statement of fact seemed to surprise him.  
 
    “Who are you and what is it you want here?” 
 
    He demanded of me, and I strode forwards and opened the large bag of jewels and gold coins.  
 
    “I’ve come to make an exchange. I need my assets here converted into modern currency. I was led to believe you were the man for such a task.” 
 
     The coyote’s eyes bulged at the sight of the sparkling treasures.  
 
    “These are ancient! Where did you get them?” 
 
    He demanded, and I narrowed my gaze at him, and I sat the bag down on the table in front of me.  
 
    “They are mine; I have been holding on to them for some time. So far, I have forgiven your rudeness, sir, but I do have my limits. I am not common riffraff and will not appreciate being spoken as such. Now, can you convert this into the American currency, yes or no?” 
 
    I asked, and he seemed to think for a long moment.  
 
    “Fine, I can, but I refuse to give you the full value. Let’s call it a blood-sucker’s tax.”  
 
    I smiled at him and I stepped closer into his personal space. The coyote seemed to coil up like a reptile in fear.  
 
    “That was the last insult I will forgive of you. You smell of maybe thirty-five, your blood tells of your youth and stupidity. With such foolish notions of unilateral hatred, you constantly insult a valuable customer. How many come to you with pure and historical quality treasures? This is not a few bars of gold; this is a Gaelic coffer from the former Under Queen.” 
 
    His eyes bulged and he swallowed audibly.  
 
    “But… Alexia, she locked her… you up. Or so the stories go.” 
 
    Olaf crowded the coyote’s space, looming just to my right. 
 
    “She did what no other vampyr before has, she broke the grave of her own will and power. Yet she had spared you multiple times now. I must admit, I have not known My Lady to be so merciful for long. Her shrewdness was part of why no one challenged her. You will give us market value, and you will still make a king’s ransom from the resale and we both know it. These are lost druidic treasures now rediscovered. You will do well to entreat with us kindly. Or has my reputation never before reached your ears, boy?” 
 
    Olaf asked, teasing the coyote. Being a bit of a bully was Olaf’s default behavior. He could be kind, but he could also be cruel in equal measure. From the look of horror and the scent of terror and urine, I believe the coyote knew who he was dealing with finally.  
 
    “Right away then, I’ll have fifty-million wired to a bank account of your choosing. I will document this transaction for the government records as you discovering ancient heirlooms handed down throughout the Aubrey line.” 
 
    Even to me, fifty million seemed an exceptionally large number. Olaf snarled and said, “Don’t try to screw her about. I know these gems are worth more!” 
 
    He cringed and said, “Fine, one-hundred-million, but not a cent more! I will still have to resell them to turn my profits and that could take some time considering how high-end these items are.”  
 
    Part of me didn’t believe it would really take long to sell items owned by a queen for centuries. Many people paid top coins for such trinkets and baubles. I reached out my hand and clasped his sweaty palm and pumped his hand. 
 
    “We have a deal.” 
 
    I told him, and Olaf added, “Here, I will give you her bank account numbers.”  
 
    He pulled out his phone device and showed the screen to the young lycanthrope. The young Lycan grabbed a compact device that seemed to bend in an L-shape. It was like the larger stationary devices I saw over the short period I had been free. Being careful not to show how curious I was about the slim device; I eyed the transaction with what looked to be mild disinterest or boredom. One learns to feign boredom often when conducting business as a queen. 
 
    “Ok, and your lady here is one-hundred-mil richer now.” 
 
    The coyote announced and he scooped up the bag of jewels greedily and he looked over his shoulder at us.  
 
    “A piece of advice to you. If you’re going to resurrect, you could have picked a better time. What with the recent fanged killings? I hear a few college students got their throats torn out by one of your lot. You might want to keep your head down, if that was you because even I know a resurrected vamp from hibernation is ravenous to the point of insanity.”  
 
    I frowned and shook my head. 
 
    “I managed to reframe from murder and instead devoured hospital blood. These were not my doing, sir. However, I am certain my daughter is looking into the murders. This is her territory after all.”  
 
    He looked down and away, which told me how much confidence he seemed to have in anything happening.  
 
    ‘Right, well, I have an inventory of jewels to catalog for appraisal and resell. Don’t let the door hit your ass on the way out.”  
 
    The rude coyote said, as he popped the bag wide open and began to sift through the gems with a sparkling eye of greed. He almost appeared to be intoxicated with the tactile contact of such vast bounty.  
 
    We walked outside, and Olaf grumbled, “We could have gotten twice that number, easily.” 
 
    I shrugged and said, “It’s not as if I don’t have many more cashes of jewels laying around.” 
 
    Olaf looked away and sighed. 
 
    “I’m afraid that was the last of your collection. Alexia saved what was stored in your penthouse. But she was forced to sell off her inheritance years ago. The country has experienced several terrible depressions in your slumber. You are worth a cool one-hundred-million, but your other resources have long-since been depleted to protect the vampyrs of New Orleans.” 
 
    My eyes widened and flashed bloody. 
 
    “What on earth has befallen Alexia’s court to have caused all of this?” 
 
    I asked, and Olaf huffed and murmured, “Well, for one thing, that father of hers is a lavish spender. Add to that the many hardships and the several wars, and the court nearly bankrupted several times. Alexia managed to keep us all afloat. But of course, that is despite all the entitled nobility surrounding her draining the resources off with their frivolous needs and wants.” 
 
    I bit my lip as I mulled this over. My maternal instincts were roaring to rush to my daughter and see how I could fix this for her. However, I knew in my logical mind that Alexia did not require her mum to save her. She was the queen now. 
 
    “Wait, what do you mean her father?!” 
 
    I asked, stopping, and snatching Olaf by his shirt and he looked away as if ashamed. 
 
    “I’m sorry My Lady, but by the time I returned to your land, you were entombed, and Alexia had been coaxed into turning her father in her grief losing both Abigale and you in the same day.” 
 
    My heart thundered in a gallop in my chest. Alexander got his wish, and at the risk of killing our only surviving child!  
 
    “I could bloody beat that man to death with his own sodding cock!” 
 
    I swore, and Olaf chuckled darkly in amusement. 
 
    “That I could get behind, perhaps I could record it so we could play it over and over.” 
 
    I frowned at him, not sure what he was talking about and he seemed to remember this quickly enough.  
 
    “Right, but first we are going to get you a computer and I am going to sit you down with Google.” 
 
    That sounded familiar, it had been something Anne mentioned. 
 
    “I have one last stop. I promised a human who aided me some repayment for her kindness. I need to go track her down and thank her properly.” 
 
    I told Olaf, and he grinned.  
 
    “One foot out of the coffin and already you find some hot ass, huh?” 
 
    I gave him a scathing look which did not seem to have the desired effect.  
 
    “I swear, you are far too familiar with me for your own good, Olaf!” 
 
    I exclaimed, and he only kept laughing. Despite myself, I found myself laughing with Olaf. He might be a mad man, but he was my mad man and my best friend. 
 
    *** 
 
    Olaf watched me with keen interest as I scented the air. I could pull up the thread of blood-scent from my last encounter with Anne. This blood tracking was a gift all my own. Most vampyrs are nearly like the lycanthropes in their powerful scent tracking capacities, but I am far more attuned to the scent of blood. Every individual is unique to me, it is a process of unpacking all the scents around the one I am looking for and then following the thread wherever it may lead. 
 
    “I’ve missed watching you use that ridiculous sniffer of yours.” 
 
    Olaf commented, and I opted to ignore him for the time being. Anne had last been with me here many hours ago yet traces of her presence could be detected outside the hospital.  
 
    “I could simply look her up, you know.” 
 
    Olaf offered, and I gave him a distracted gaze for a moment. 
 
    “I promised I would find her. There is no substitute for blood tracking when a lady is involved, Olaf.” 
 
    I told him, and he made a masculine sound of agreement, but I could safely assume it meant something more perverse in his mind. The blood information to me was a myriad of different smaller scents all broken down in my mind. I could tell every single ancestral history of Anne’s bloodline, all the way back to the Germanic horde who must have left her ancestor inside their mum on the northern border of France many centuries prior.  
 
    No one knew why I had this gift, not even the ancients I have dealt with. They seemed to fear my unusual nature and the magnitude of my gifts. Many of them were far stronger than me, yet they still looked upon me as if I were a freakish monstrosity. 
 
    “I’ve found her…” 
 
    I stated, as the lines of her crimson blood flowed in curves and many other directions forward, as I took a single step in the direction, I could sense her blood pooled.  
 
    “Now if only we could fit this skill into an app, we’d be rich—er.”  
 
    Olaf said and then quickly corrected. I knew nothing of what he spoke, and just he did not appear any bit impeded by this.  
 
    “You may drive now; I can direct you.” 
 
    I told him, and he snorted at this with great amusement.  
 
    “Sure, you’ve only been in the grave two-centuries, yet you can navigate this city better than me, makes complete sense.” 
 
    He sarcastically put in, but he turned at my left-pointing finger and trusted my gift. He knew I could smell every move and detour Anne had made. I could almost play-back the afterimage of her every move in my head with the scent information. This ability made me a truly horrifying person to anger. It also made me a very dedicated lover in times of peace. 
 
    “Turn here, I sense she made several trips north of here, but ultimately doubled back in this direction. She lives somewhere close to the Quarters, but not exactly in them.” 
 
    Olaf nodded and said, “There are many college dorms in this area and many cheap or affordable apartments for students. I believe that is where we are going if I am not mistaken.” 
 
    He informed me, and I held tightly to the scent in my mind, and I allowed the hot winds of New Orleans to blow over me and ruffle through my long red hair.  
 
    “I can feel her now, she is very close, to the right, about four building’s lengths back in this direction and about two levels off the ground.”  
 
    I said, and Olaf nodded. 
 
    “Well, I can come with you if you like?” 
 
    I gave him a look that inquired as to his sanity, without saying a word. He held up a friendly waving hand and said, “Ok, ok, stupid question! I’ll wait here then.” 
 
    Olaf told me, and I climbed from his car—yes, I learned the term for the horseless-carriage now.  
 
    “I’ll only be a few moments.” 
 
    I told him, and Olaf murmured something, “Yes, that’s what they all say right before the psycho with the ax gets them.” 
 
    His words confounded me, but I shrugged Olaf off and prowled off deeper into the night. Something about all the streetlamps of this city made me feel exposed, and it played with my night-vision. However, this street appeared to be poorly lit and the stars above even presented themselves vaguely. Of all the places to be badly lit, I would not have figured the university student’s housing. This was a place men and women sent their youth who were just coming of age, which meant that they should be kept in a well-lit and highly protected area. Young ladies should not be forced to trudge through the pitch-black of the night to their doors where any prowler might find them vulnerable. Even if I was not familiar with the present, my past was more experience than enough to make me leery of this block. After all, to the mortals, I appeared to be a fragile and small little woman. I have lost count of the number of times and ways men have attempted to accost my person and the resulting number of meals I have made of my would-be rapists. Once I jested that female vampyr could survive on the blood of prowlers of the night alone if they put themselves out at night and lurked for their supper. This was of course not an approved method of hunting, given that it exposed us to the higher risk of detection should the mortals notice the trend in predator killings.  
 
    Anne’s scent was like a map to her door, as I walked up the dark stairs, and opened the apartment building main door. I spotted the elevator contraption and decided to keep walking, and thankfully, the stairs were right beyond the devilish device.  
 
    Her trail was almost like a deep-purple bent and twisting line connecting to the second floor. I transverse the stairs and moved up one whole floor before I exited, and I came to the second apartment door after this. I knocked at her door shortly after and I heard loud music playing through the wall and decided to knock louder still. 
 
    After a few moments, I heard the floorboards creak slightly as her weight shifted onto the flood and she paced over to the door. Whoever she thought I might be, she was clearly surprised at the reality.  
 
    “You’re not Grub Hub.” 
 
    She commented casually and she looked at me and licked her lips. Anne was wearing a long black tee-shirt that said Metallica and possibly knickers, nothing else. 
 
    “Heavens, you’re lucky not to be ravaged on the hour looking this delectable as you walk to the door!” 
 
    I said, and she gave me a wide-eyed doe expression. 
 
    “Oh, I thought you were my ex- she delivers food to this building. I thought I would remind her of everything she is missing since she ran off with that Thai slut!” 
 
    I blinked at this information a couple of times.  
 
    “Anyone who would step-out on a beautiful flower-like yourself deserves to be drained and left to rot.” 
 
    I said in a kind sincere tone. Anne twisted her nose up slightly in disgust and said, “That’s a bit more Hannibal than I would prefer, but thanks for the compliment!”  
 
    Her voice was still firm with the calm usually not native to a human in front of an apex predator. Something about her courage was appealing to me, she was smart, and she knew I was dangerous, yet she still managed to push herself beyond the constant threat of death that must loom for a mortal mind in our presence.  
 
    “Not that I am unhappy to see you maned to find me, which is not at all creepy by the way! But what are you doing at my door so late at night?” 
 
    She asked me and I smiled and pulled out a small leather case and handed it to her. 
 
    “Open it please, I was reunited with my treasures this evening, and I saved one of my prize pieces for you as a thank you for your kindness. I pray that this item will sparkle around your neck for years to come, for you are singularly beautiful and deserving of a fine jewel.” 
 
    I told her, as she opened the case curiously, and her eyes widened, and her breath hitched. 
 
    “Dear God is that real?!” 
 
    She asked in shock and I laughed lightly and nodded once. 
 
    “The sapphire was me, mums. It will match yer eyes far better than it ever matched mine. Besides, I think you could do with a bit of color in yer wardrobe, not that I am complaining about anything I see before me now, of course.” 
 
    I said and I smiled at her playfully. She let out a gusty breath and gave me a bewildered look.  
 
    “I don’t understand, why give me this? It’s not as if I did that much anyway. I gave you a ride and pointed you at the blood bags.” 
 
    I nodded and glided closer to her, closing what little distance remained between us and I looked up into her eyes as she stood about three inches over me in height.  
 
    “Your face, your kindness was the first I had experienced in two-hundred-and-one-years. It is befitting I reward you beautifully for such unexpected charity. I was once a queen of Britannia; it is only proper I repay my debts. And you, lass, I wish to honor with this neckless. I hope it finds a happy home on yer neck.” 
 
    She licked her lips and nodded and held it up. 
 
    “Might you show me how you fasten it? This design pre-dates any modern piece I have ever seen.” 
 
    She asked, and I smiled and waved my hand before her. 
 
    “May I enter?” 
 
    She frowned at me and said, “So, you guys can’t come in without an invitation after all?” 
 
    She asked, and I snorted. 
 
    “No, lass, it is simply rude to trample past a hostess without allowing her to first invite you inside her abode. I wish to remain in yer good graces, so you might consider dinner sometime soon. I could use a dining companion to discuss all manners of topics with. I find myself quite out of sync with the present world. All these smart things and devilish devices.”  
 
    Her eyes seemed to glow with amusement at my statement. 
 
    “It’s so strange that you look about two years younger than me, yet you speak like you are from a Victorian film.” 
 
    She stated, and I shrugged and said, “I don’t know what a film is yet, but I am not from Victorian, London. I was already in New Orleans at that point. I did visit during Elizabeth Tutor’s reign. She was far more agreeable than her damnable lecherous father. Bloke should have been beheaded long before he expired, if you asked me, considering how he disposed of his women so callously.” 
 
    I said, and she hummed in mild agreement. 
 
    She stepped back slightly, and I moved around at her silent invitation, and I took the necklace into my hands, gently wrapping and fastening it to her neck.  
 
    “Your eyes shine like a pale ocean moon with this on. I might not resist the urge to kiss your lips when next we meet. Until then, I wish you a pleasant evening, Lady Anne.” 
 
    I told her, as I whispered against her ear, and I stroked my hand along her forearm, only hinting at the carnal passion I wished to unleash upon her perfect firm and supple figure.  
 
    I felt and sensed her arousal and her inside clench of response. My eyes flashed red and she shivered slightly, turned on, but also blended with fear knowing I had exceptionally large teeth and they were extremely close to her neck. 
 
    I turned as the girl in red and black clothing stood agape at the door at my overtures. I felt her jealousy and her displeasure at how I touched Anne possessively and passionately. 
 
    “I see your former flame has arrived; I wish you a pleasant evening.” 
 
    I told her, and I walked out the door, and past the girl who seemed to be radiating heat from her ire upon me as if her gaze alone could murder me. 
 
     
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Six: 
 
    Being stuck outside my own former plantation house looking in for a trace of Alexia, I felt utterly ridiculous. I didn’t dare approach her right now, and certainly not in any manner which the nobles could postulate as a threat or declaration of war.  
 
    Still, I sat hidden from all, waiting and hoping to catch a single glimpse of my girl. It took several hours, but I managed to catch a single glimpse as her royal guards flanked her towards the large courtyard where she seemed to be receiving guests.  
 
    Alexia was near as I remembered her, with long blonde hair, yellow, and her deep ocean blue eyes. She was several inches taller than me, about five-seven. She wore a beautiful slim red dress which was the color of deep crimson. I spotted the dark-haired youth who came up next to her. Jack was taller than I remembered him, now over six-foot, and he held himself high with a look of authority and dignity, befitting the mate of a queen. 
 
    “Hey, My Lady, we need to get back! You’re about to trip her security field.” 
 
    Olaf whispered urgently to me, and I turned slightly to look at him, and he waved his hand about in front of me.  
 
    “There are motion detection devices all ahead of you. If you take another step forward, everyone here will know we are snooping.” 
 
    Something pained me, like a deep burning inside my chest, but I turned and stepped back from the yard.  
 
    “Take me back to the hotel for the evening. I am knackered, Olaf.” 
 
    I told him, though I hardly intended to sleep. I had done enough sleeping for several dozen lifetimes right now. With one final glance at Alexia through the brush, I turned and walked back fighting off tears from prickling my eyes.  
 
    “She appears to be well, and Jack seems to genuinely care for her, at least in how he is touching her. Are they happy together?” 
 
    I inquired, and Olaf snorted and said, “I’d have removed his balls if he was not sincere in his ambitious pursuit of Alexia. That boy scarcely leaves her side, even after over one-hundred-fifty-years give-or-take. They found comfort in each other, Jack with the loss of his father, and Alexia with all the loss she suffered. Besides, she knew you trusted Jack, which made her feel capable of opening herself up to him. Alexia doesn’t trust many people. As you remember, the crown makes paranoid fools of you all.”  
 
    I managed a weak eye-roll at his assessment of the crown, but I didn’t necessarily disagree. 
 
    “She looks so gorgeous; I can barely see the teenage girl I raised inside her. She is so very sophisticated and worldly in her manner now.” 
 
    I commented, and Olaf bobbed his head in agreement. 
 
    “Aye, the lass has grown up and she has grown well. You may not see it yet, but I see your fire inside her every day I look upon her. She is much the same as you, strong, stubborn, capable, and compassionate to her people.”               
 
    Olaf guided me back pressing his hand to the small of my back. He was the only man I would ever allow this close to me now. I often thought it a weakness to let a man control or move me in a way. But it almost felt like I was stuck in place here and his gentle nudges were all that kept me headed away from the fence and the brush line. 
 
    “You said they do not have children yet?” 
 
    I inquired curiously, and Olaf grunted in confirmation. 
 
    “Aye, no children yet. Alexia is still a young vampyr, she has yet to experience her, well you know.” 
 
    He said somehow groused out about discussing the bleed cycle with me. Some things never change in men. They always seem to be strangely shy about female bodily functions. Even my big brute of a Viking.  
 
    *** 
 
    We drove back to the Grand, and the bewildered staff fussed about and Olaf ordered me some light dinner and some for himself. In all the traveling around, I had forgotten to eat my solid foods.  
 
    “This looks rather odd.” 
 
    I commented, as I lifted the cheeseburger from the plate and sniffed it curiously. I could tell it was some locally sourced beef, and Olaf insisted I should try one. I took a tentative bite, and the hot cheese and meat almost seemed to melt upon my tongue. The flavors were simple enough in combination, yet the entire sandwich was delectable, and I soon began to devour it ravenously as the first bits of food tumbled into my gut since my imprisonment. 
 
    “You sure as hell are going to town on it rather keen for it to appear odd, My Lady.” 
 
    Olaf commented, and he took a large bite out of his burger and he hummed to himself.  
 
    “This is a fine meal, one of my favorite parts of American cuisine.”  
 
    He said, and I eyed him. 
 
    “You seem to have developed a true liking for this new country.” 
 
    He looked off and sighed wistfully. 
 
    “To be honest, I seldom miss my home now. Who I was is leagues apart from who I have become. I often reflect upon the misspent youth, pillaging and plundering in the name of Odin. I guess, if you live long enough, you will question everything you have ever done. I have had two centuries to question who I was before I met you, My Lady.”  
 
    Olaf confessed to me, and I looked up at him and gave him a fanged smile.  
 
    “Olaf, you are the most loyal and faithful bloke a former queen could ever wish to have as her most trusted friend. And I believe the agony of wondering and worrying speaks to character. A loon or a mad man would not care for the mistakes he has made. He would simply satisfy his own impulses.” 
 
    He grunted and bit into his burger, and we watched the large screen device in the corner as people with devilish devices ran about solving modern murders. I was extremely taken with the premise of the story pictures. 
 
    “What did you call this modern play?” 
 
    I asked, and he grumbled, “NCIS tis a modern-day play about how real-life officers and protectors search for killers in the real world. Even the name of this show is also the name of a true organization devoted to protecting this country from criminals.”  
 
    He explained and I nodded my understanding and I bit into my burger again. I allowed the juicy and cheesy delectable flavor to wash over my palate as I chewed vigorously. I marveled at the strange ways these people searched for clues. It was nothing like the simple-minded magistrates locking away the first bloke and hanging them without proof beyond the word of a bully controlling the narrative of a small town.  
 
    “How on earth does anyone manage to get away with anything with all this technological proof everywhere?” 
 
    I asked, and Olaf grinned. 
 
    “You know how it is, when one thing evolves, so does another. Criminals are a lot more careful and deeply sinister. There is no honor amongst thieves in this age. There is only profit and misery. One thing that never changes is that misery is still the number-one industry in the entire world.” 
 
    I felt chills break out across my spine and I nodded in agreement. My mind flung back to the practice of slavery here in New Orleans before my entombment. The purchase and sale of humans and the inhuman manner with which they were treated, were all indicative of the larger cycles of violence and malice world-wide which never seemed to truly relent at any point in the history of our world.  
 
    “I am glad that slavery was abolished long ago. At least we seem to have begun a process forward as a civilization.” 
 
    I commented, and Olaf arched a thick brow in question. 
 
    “Or are we simply waiting for the next incarnation of slavery to be thought up and implemented by the powerful once again?”  
 
    He wondered aloud and I couldn’t answer him, because I knew his reasoning and experience were far longer and further than my own on such matters. His people had practiced slavery for many generations.  
 
    “Eat your cheeseburger and let’s watch the devilish humans with their gizmos.” 
 
    Olaf told me, and I arched my own imperious brow at him, and he pretended not to notice as he chewed his food. The show proved to be a verbal minefield for me to transverse. Olaf also brought out a small fold-out device like the one the coyote lycanthrope had used during the money transfer.  
 
    “Come now, let me begin to teach you a bit about this devilish device here. It can help provide you with any number of answers you seek.” 
 
    He pulled up a strange image and tapped a soft piece on the device and I saw the word Google. I remembered hearing this word several times. 
 
    “Use the characters and you can type in any words you wish. You can type in the words of what you wish to find, and the information will display like a digital book to read on this screen.” 
 
    Olaf explained to me, and he showed me for the next hour how to navigate the computer device and how to pull from it the information and history of the past two-hundred-years.  
 
    I witnessed the rise and fall of many governments and empires. And I learned of the growth of this nation and its many-sorted choices over the years. I also studied the history of my own company which Alexia now headed. I watched her on the screen as she dined with politically powerful men and women who reminded me of the stuffy nobility of the old ages. 
 
    There were many wars and many massive losses of lives to mourn over the past two centuries. The World Wars seemed the most disturbing thing to read about. The Germanic people’s attempt to control and dominate the world had led to the largest slaughter in modern history. Everything I learned seemed only to threaten depression and paranoia.  
 
    Mainly, I marveled at how my coffin had managed to go unhindered in this entire time. One almost expects somehow that the grave might have been disturbed in such a noisy time. My mind flung back to the loud music Anne and her friends were listening to.  
 
    While Olaf snored in the next room, I took the time to study and barely even noticed the heat of the sun through the thick black curtains. I read through every single text of historical accounts over the lost years I could obtain on the search engine.  
 
    After a while, I began to turn my focus to the evolution of the English language. I spent hours studying the modern applications for words and the many new words created. One I found particularly distasteful was “selfie.” It just screamed of modern vanity and stupidity. Many a time I seemed to find myself befuddled with the reasoning behind the modern morons. I could not seem to understand the motivations of the average person or what goals they were working towards. Their jobs, such as they were, only seemed to feed into the world-wide corporate beasts. There was only the drudgery for survival and shelter, no true progress seemed to be obtained. While the technology seemed to advance rapidly, the humans themselves seemed to be stuck in a behavioral loop. 
 
    *** 
 
    There were only so many cat videos a girl could see on this bloody internet before she felt her brain leaking from her ears. I spent all day and part of the following night reading like a manic pixie looking for a new sugar source. Not to sound arrogant or anything, but vampyr are morbidly more intelligent than mortals. In the nearly twenty-four-hours since my re-emergence into the world, I had smashed all the most relevant factoids about the passage of time since eighteen-twenty-one.  
 
    My accent would take more time to adapt, but I did not intend to drop the Irish lilt. I was simply going to watch a lot of BBC and Irish TV online and study the changes in dialect and adapt on the fly. Olaf had set up a cover persona every ten years or so all of them hailing from Ireland on an extended study abroad to widen my horizons in the name of Aubrey family interests. Most would never question the validity of such a claim since powerful families have often sent children to foreign countries to study and live abroad for most of their youth. 
 
    Part of me felt like I was still trapped in that coffin. The trauma of my suffrage would require more than a single night and a few drinks of blood to cure. Olaf seemed to hover over me like a protective masculine defender. He was hellbent to keep me with him now that I had returned to him.  
 
    “You do know I could disembowel anyone who dared to come for my head, no?” 
 
    I asked him and he smiled widely displaying his fangs as he entered my room.  
 
    “I never could surprise you, could I?” 
 
    My shoulders shrugged slightly, and I said, “It’s exceptionally hard with my blood tracking capability. Speaking of, have Alexia developed this ability?” 
 
    I asked, curious as the night was long to hear his answer. He wiggled his hand side-to-side and said, “Not so prominently as you, no, but she is an unparalleled huntress compared to all over vampyr, even the other royals I have observed.” 
 
    I nodded and asked, “How many houses have survived this modern era and remain in power?” 
 
    I asked, and he grinned even wider. 
 
    “Only seven, counting Alexia. That of course does not count the ancients who are wild-cards always.” 
 
    That surprised me because there had been over double that number when last I heard in eighteen-twenty-one. There were fifteen royal families around the world. Now the entire planet was divided up amongst only seven houses. 
 
    “One house per-continent?” 
 
    I asked, and Olaf nodded in confirmation. 
 
    “Aye, and most of the world is governed by the five houses not ruling the arctic or Antarctic.” 
 
    I whistled in amazement. 
 
    “No wonder Alexia has liquidated so much of my coffers in her reign. She’s possibly ruling everything into central America and as north as Newfoundland, correct?” 
 
    I asked, and Olaf grunted in confirmation. 
 
    “What happened to the others?” 
 
    I asked, and Olaf scratched his chin. 
 
    “Many mysterious vanishings and other suspect disappearances. Someone or several someones has been busy slowly decapitating the heads of every royal line world-wide.” 
 
    My heart thumped in my chest and I slammed my fist through the wooden desk I was sitting at. 
 
    “Bugger Olaf! Ye should have fecking told me all this the moment we reconnected! Alexia is in danger!”  
 
    He gave me a weary look and said, “She knows this already, and she refuses to move on anything right now. She will not jump at every shadow.” 
 
    I hissed in wrath and said, “By all the old gods of death and mayhem I will move on it for her! I will reap the fecking blood of all who come for my child!” 
 
    Olaf murmured, “Totally new definition to helicopter mom!” 
 
    I glared at him balefully, having run across that term in my speed-reading.  
 
    “I’ll not allow this planet to deprive me of my eldest child as well. She will live a long fecking life or I will see everything burned to ashes that come for her!” 
 
    I declared, and he cautiously added, “Well, I suggest we burn everything coming for her down before it even reaches her then, no?” 
 
    He smiled and I reached out and grabbed him by the throat and pulled him towards me. It would have appeared strange to anyone mortal, the tiny black-clad ginger lass holding the Nordic half-giant vampyr by the throat. 
 
    “You are pissing me off, Olaf!” 
 
    He chuckled and added, “At least you have learned a new phrase!” 
 
    I squeezed tighter and Olaf chocked. To anyone who thinks this would compromise his loyalty to me, you would be severely mistaken. Olaf loves that I can handle him so readily. In fact, I must pretend I don’t notice his little fetish. He is my oldest friend and knows I will rip him apart with my bare hands should he act on any of his little fantasies. 
 
    “Stop fucking with me, Olaf! We have a lot of work to do. I need a single trace of blood and I will follow them to the darkest of hellscapes to murder them all!” 
 
    I vowed to him, and Olaf nodded vigorously.  
 
    “How I’ve missed this, the war goddess. Ye are still the only monarch for me, My Lady!” 
 
    He swore to me, and barely managed to speak hoarsely now. I finally tossed him back, and he skidded to a stop on his feet just a few feet shy of hitting the front door to the penthouse.  
 
    “Who all knows I am alive?” 
 
    I asked, and he snorted, “Only Alexia and I. We don’t trust anyone else with that information right now. It is the smartest decision your daughter has made in a long time if you ask me. However, you might want to move quickly, before her father hears of you because Alex is not exactly fond of the power you hold over him.” 
 
    He said, and I snarled.  
 
    “I’m still not sure how I will stop from slaughtering that fucking man when I see him!” 
 
    I declared and Olaf chuckled darkly and said, “That is exactly why he has feared your awakening ever since the day he was turned.” 
 
    Anyone dumb enough to let their own daughter turn them vampyr deserved a painful ending. Nearly one-fourth of all sires are killed in the process of exsanguinating themselves to convert the human to vampyr. 
 
    “Mavis, you must temper your wrath, because we have no information on these royal hunters. They are not simply sitting up shop in place of the former royals, the territories are going dark slowly. This trend was not even noticed until just before World War One. Before that, the royal deaths were all seen as isolated incidents by the vast continental divides limiting the spread of information back then.” 
 
    Olaf explained and I nodded. 
 
    “Well, where did they hit last?” 
 
    Olaf replied, “Eastern Europe, Romania.” 
 
    My eyes widened and I slammed my fist down breaking the desk even more properly now, causing it to tip over from lack of stability.  
 
    “That Tzar was far more ancient than I or Alexia! He was powerful, and his people were well-fortified!”  
 
    Olaf sighed and slowly and deliberately approached me.  
 
    “Aye, Aye, yet I am sure they are wary of approaching the blood huntress’ daughter. You are a legion, Mavis, you are the night incarnate! There is no way she was not amongst the very top of the list in terms of her youth and inexperience, yet they have circled cautiously for centuries, why?” 
 
    I bit on my lip and considered that for a moment. 
 
    “They have studied her, waited, learned from her, and possibly left her alone and observed how she handles her kingdom.” 
 
    Olaf nodded in approval and said, “Aye, that is my strong belief as well. Naturally, I have no hard evidence to present, or else we would be up in arms scouring the globe for the other royal’s killers.” 
 
    I grinned wickedly at Olaf and said, “It’s a lovely thing that happenstance and destiny have merged to free me to do what she cannot afford to.” 
 
    Olaf chuckled darkly and nodded vigorously in agreement.  
 
    “Oh, it is so on! I have been waiting for this night for two centuries. I knew I would taste the blood of victory at your side once more, My Lady Mavis!” 
 
    He said, and I managed to suppress an eye-roll at his ecstatic tone. Olaf loved to pillage, and being my man meant he was always on the victorious end of the battle. He never seemed to mind the hardships and other inconveniences which came with this job.  
 
    “Since my daughter is not making good use of you, I accept your offer. However, you will not do anything to cross Alexia. I will not see you two become adversaries. Swear to me you will mind her laws and that you will allow me to be the only one at odds with my child.” 
 
    He gave me an inquisitive look and said, “You plan to be a rogue vampy?” 
 
    I shrugged and said, “I am a former queen, wherein our world do I properly belong now? My time has passed, I am already rogue just o breathe and drink blood in Alexia’s kingdom.” 
 
    Olaf seemed to consider this for a prolonged moment before he replied. 
 
    “That’s a fair point, but I am sure you could figure something else out a load less dramatic.” 
 
    I bit on my lip drawing out dark blood and Olaf quickly raised his finger to my lip and wiped the blood free licking his finger. 
 
    “You are still like heroin, your blood is richer than any king or queen I have ever tasted, and I have tasted a few.” 
 
    He commented and moaned deeply in a masculine tone of delight at the stolen sample of my flavor. As usual, I ignored his deep opinion about my blood and its content. Our relationship was strange and unique, but I would never send Olaf away and I always knew where his loyalty stood. He burned down thousand-year bridges of friendship to safeguard my kingdom in the darkest hours of Britannia. 
 
    “I’m not sure I like being compared to a narcotic as deadly and poisonous as that.” 
 
    I said, and he smirked at me. 
 
    “Yes, but you cannot change what you are. You are the sanguine font of the new world.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes and snorted derisively at this description of me. 
 
    “Hardly so, Olaf, I am but a single disgraced former royal. The new world was founded by man diverse peoples setting aside former alliances and houses to create a new kingdom to better serve the future of all vampyr kind. Alexia is now the head of that kingdom. I am but a wraith in her shadow.” 
 
    He gave me a look that told me he was not going to argue, but he did not agree with me. Olaf always seemed to have an extremely generous opinion about my value.  
 
    “Whatever you are, Mavis, you are still part of the future of this species. We are all lost in the light of day. Your awakening has come at a very fortuitous time for us. I believe you are meant for more than a quasi-existence in the darkness.” 
 
    I looked away, and my mind raced with the plethora of revelations set before me in the past day. Olaf patiently waited for me to think and plot, while he called for room service. 
 
    “You simply must try Korean Barbecue. I will have it sent up with a familiar aged eighteen years and open to womanly possibilities.” 
 
    He said, and he winged his brow in an animated gesture of perverse amusement. I flashed my fangs at him but then consented to the order. Olaf was a straight Viking man; I could not blame him for his body’s natural tendencies. I had plenty of more serious disasters to consider. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Seven: 
 
    After the revelation of a royal killer was placed in my head I couldn’t just sit still anymore. I also couldn’t really unwind with Olaf playing Viking nursemaid either. One thing I discovered that stayed similar was the way humans and immortals tended to congregate in the night.  
 
    My generations might have been masked parties and secret societies, but this generation had taken a much more literal spin to the underground lifestyle. Even a novice such as I managed to walk out around the French Quarter and find herself invited to a dance party called a rave. Being a young lady with a firm body never ceases to amaze me. Often my deadliest weapon is my sexuality. Never underestimate the value of a nice smile and a vulnerable disposition. Be them mortal or immortal, beings tend to see what you project to them.  
 
    It didn’t take me long to find the rave. Despite being a human-organized dance party, I could smell the sex and blood in the air like thick opioids. Humans were packed in tighter and denser than I had ever seen. Bodies pressed close grinding and contorting their figures. They seemed to believe they were the racist generation ever, but I guarantee I have seen this all before, only the trappings and the location differed. The people were far too like their ancestors. All looking to have fun and have sex. Beneath the surface, everyone just wanted to be loved on or made love to. Even if they did not also wish to fall in love. Some of us may just be a bit too broken for love right now. 
 
    The structure buried beneath the surface was once a manor of repute. According to my history readings, it had been buried long ago due to flooding. New Orleans was always a risky place to live for the low elevation. However, even with the tribulations of life post-disaster times, this was a magical city of sorts. It held a deeply rooted charm of several exotic forms of magiks. Those who think the Vodun is all simply myth and hex nails have never seen what a pissed-off loa could accomplish. While witches were most certainly not a human thing, the vodun practitioners very much held pieces of their loa’s powers.  
 
    All around me other young and fetching women crowed me as I approached the dance floor. They were like a red-velvet banquette waiting to happen. Part of me held my guard up, but I could sense their blood, they were all mortals. I allowed them to pull me with them onto the dance floor, and the women seemed to grind and gyrate on my various accessible body parts, rubbing on me as if we were already lovers. This was reminiscent of the debaucheries I was present for in Rome during my visits to the former Emperor of the Vampyrs of Rome. Unlike the Puritans, I had no issue with enjoying the company of the one I was with for a night. Being immortal, you often find life is too fleeting not to relish the time you have with those in front of you. 
 
    I could sense there were multiple different sources of taint in the blood in the building, so I opted not to discreetly sample from any of the humans here. My unusual strong sense of all things blood had protected me from suffering from all forms of sexual contagions over the years. While none can kill a vampyr, we can go mad and suffer for decades, nonetheless. 
 
    Dancing was timeless and primal. It allowed the deep entrancing sounds to captivate your cares and release them through your physical motions and expressions. Having just suffered for as long as I have, this was the type of release I needed, this and certainly bedding a beautiful young lady.  
 
    The music was powerful and savage even with the strange foreign sounds and effect added to the pulsing beat. Some of the human styles and methods of artistic expression appeared woven intricately with the Native American culture they had absorbed over the generations. None on either side would readily agree to this, but as a temporal outsider, I could appreciate just how much the Indian and Puritan had blended and compromised slowly. Not that this excused the wars against the Natives before and during my slumber. I personally grieved for the cultural extinction which occurred while I was in hibernation. Being the constant masochist that I was, I felt somehow personally responsible. Like I should have been awake to protect all the indigenous peoples of my entire territory. 
 
    I saw the steady stream of violence and the constant herding of the Indians like cattle. Part of me felt deeply connected to them because my kind were outsiders. I could not help but wonder if that was what waited for my kind if humans ever truly discovered what has hidden in their midst.  
 
    My mind uncoiled many complex topics as my body bounced in time with the other youthful beauties around me. It was deeply pleasing to feel such proximity with warm humans. I felt pangs of hunger reminding me I needed to eat tonight, but I ruled my hunger with a tight fist of iron control. I was the mistress of my blood abilities, and as such, I demanded that I never become a slave to the blood addiction. My people are forever fighting against our nature, like alcoholics, except we have no option other than to keep drinking. Some become less moral, and they feast as they wish, allowing their urges to control them.  
 
    “Ladies, this one is mine.” 
 
    I powerful female tone come in over the dance floor as deep and lethal as the music sounded. My eyes came upon a bright-yellow-eyed Lycanthrope woman who was also what appeared to be Chitimacha.  
 
    “Heavens, what a rare sight and such a beautiful one. Chitimacha?” 
 
    I asked her boldly, and she seemed surprised I knew her bloodline off hand. However, I had the advantage of my blood affinities. 
 
    “You must be Mavis Aubrey. From the many tales of the blood demon queen, I would have expected you to be seven-feet-tall and dripping of gore.” 
 
    I grinned exposing a bit of my canines to the young lycanthrope.  
 
    “I can assure you, Lady Wolf, I am not your foe. However, I would very much fancy finishing this dance before we further antagonize one another, please.” 
 
    I said, and I boldly pulled her against me, and I rocked my hips against her side, and I held her firmly against me. I could sense the mixture of arousal and confusion at my behavior. She was a young immortal, not yet experienced enough to learn to take what joy one could pluck from the universe. 
 
    The Native American she-wolf was curvy and medium-height, she stood about four inches taller than me, which made her a more “normal” height athletic body-type.  
 
    “What are you doing, I am not here to let a blood-sucker hump me in public!” 
 
    I nuzzled my head against her neck and whispered into her ear, “That’s not the tale your beautiful body is telling my hands, Lady Wolf.” 
 
    She growled mildly, yet I noticed she did not fight my grip on her which was only firm enough to assert a sexual claim, not so powerful that she could not break it if her consent were not present.  
 
    “This is not why I came here…” 
 
    She sounded slightly husky in tone, and her yellow eyes seemed to glow faintly under the light. Her blood simmered with a silent storm of authority. She was an apex, a young one, but she was one of the dominant females of her tribe.  
 
    “Well, it is certainly why you are here now. I promise, I will follow you anywhere you require, but I would very much enjoy more time to appreciate your deadly grace, Lady Wolf.” 
 
    I whispered against her ear, eliciting a shiver from her and I felt her body heat up noticeably more. If I had a bedroom right now, I could certainly have her naked and screaming in under a minute. I felt her sexual tension and the obvious sexual identity confusion she was still struggling with. Lycanthropes were not very open-minded to their viable females being gay. As if it were a choice. I only ever bedded a man to have my girls, so I know how it feels to be told I cannot have what I desire. I felt it in spades inside this young wolf’s body. I could feel her desire to allow me to strip her hetero-pretense and strip her naked physically as well. 
 
    “Stop doing this, you’re using your compulsion…” 
 
    She whispered huskily and I giggled against her ear. 
 
    “That little trick rarely works on your kind and I am not looking you in the eyes, My Lady. I can feel your unattended needs, I would care of them all if you let me.” 
 
    I kissed her neck carefully not to use any teeth and threaten the single thread of composure the wolf had. She shivered again. I was too busy enjoying this moment to care why she had approached me when I could very easily tell she had gone out of her way to track me down. I could safely assume the coyote lycanthrope had spoken of my visit. He was a currency exchanger and broker of rare items to other immortals, but he was hardly bonded to keep my visit private. Being a former monarch, I could connect such things with ease. 
 
    “Well, how else do you explain this? I am engaged to be married to a man…” 
 
    She said, and I felt sad for her, and I knew anything I said in a comment to her right now would only be taken as an insult. I could feel the deep and heavy layers of her denial and self-loathing.  
 
    “Just finish the song with me beautiful wolf.” 
 
    I whispered again, and she closed her eyes for a moment as if trying to savor a single second of the intimate contact.  
 
    “Ok, but I will rip your throat out with my bare teeth if you try to bite me, vampyr.” 
 
    She warned me, and I kissed her neck again, and said, “I will not take your blood, My Lady, but I most certainly will taste you one day.” 
 
    I promised her, and I smelt her fluid arousal building inside her modern tight jeans and tight black shirt. I ran my fingers along her belly flesh and savored her heat and her nude skin. I had been wanton for two centuries, and now I had found two possible romantic targets to set my sexual repression upon in the space of a day.  
 
    “I see you’ve not yet learned to speak modern English. Did you really just rise from the grave all on your own power?” 
 
    She asked me, fishing for information and I traced my lips among her neck down to her collarbone. I caressed her lightly and ran one hand down to her hip, stroking firmly on the side of her leg and the curve of her hard buttocks. 
 
    All too soon the song ended, and she hesitantly pulled away and prowled off the dance floor. She looked at me and seemed to silently question if I was going to follow her as I promised, and I did, despite suddenly feeling cold in the room full of densely backed bodies.  
 
    “I keep my word, lead on, My Lady. Besides, I am curious about what brought you to me. You are an apex, no? What would cause a lycanthrope apex to seek out a fallen queen of vampyrs?” 
 
    The young wolf licked her lips and she led me towards one of the exits of the rave. I followed her unafraid of ambush. While an apex could best me if she had the advantage, I was surer of my own prowess. And my curiosity burned to be quenched a lot like my need to drink.  
 
    *** 
 
    Following the impressive shake of her tight ass was hardly something I needed any encouragement to do. After my time in my own prison, my needs were even more pronounced than ever before, like jagged blades along my nerves.  
 
    “You know, for all the queer changes in the world, I certainly don’t mind the look of trousers on a fetching lass.” 
 
    I commented to her, and I paused for a moment. 
 
    “I don’t recall hearing your name, Madam Wolf.” 
 
    I said, and she turned and grinned a very wolf-like canine smile at me. Her behavior was well and truly laden with her mischievous nature. Lycanthropes were notorious for rivaling the fae folk in their mischief-making ways. They were dual-natured. Their human logic made them structured and ridged enough to defend their secrets and their tribes, but their animal spirits gave them the free-form happiness and openness which allowed them to know how to laugh instead of cry during horrid times.  
 
    “That’s because I don’t recall offering my name, Senorita blood-sucker.”  
 
    She returned volley to me, and I snorted in amusement.  
 
    “You do know, there would have been a time I would have been forced to slap you for that, but I am not that creature any longer. Should I concern myself with your ulterior motivations?” 
 
    Inquiring calmly, she prowled half a circuit around me. I tracked her progress without turning to stare her down.  
 
    “The stories say you are the fastest and strongest of your species, are any of the rumors true?” 
 
    She asked me, and I sucked down a deep breath of air, and I breathed in her scent, taking in her blood information as easily as these beings would input a command on Google.  
 
    “You’re of the WIldriver lineage, apexes for over four-centuries on this region. You are the granddaughter of the man I once treated peacefully with. I detect two other siblings connected to you via blood, but you are the eldest.” 
 
    I told her, and she looked at me with fear and amazement. 
 
    “Grandpa did tell me to expect strange things if I talked to you. He also warned me against trying to challenge you. You don’t feel all that powerful to me though.”  
 
    She commented and I turned and smiled a wide smile showcasing my longer-than-human canines.  
 
    “What is power that is advertised, lass?” 
 
    I asked her, and I moved in one swift motion and I saw her eyes tracking me keenly. I could go faster, but I was far too smart to show off all my lethal speed in one display. I came to a stop behind her just before she could turn and bat me away, and I pulled her waist against me tightly, and I felt the war of her arousal and her anger.  
 
    “Will I be the first to tame your body, beautiful wolf?” 
 
    I whispered against her neck, and I licked among her jugular inciting a shiver in her. I lightly moved one fang over her exposed flesh. She was clearly confused because her apex nature should not allow her to permit me inside her defenses as I was.  
 
    “Is this how you killed them?” 
 
    She whispered out in a smokey tone. I could taste the truth in her words, whatever this was, she believed her own words. 
 
    “Killed whom? I have yet to take a single life since returning to the land of the living, lass.” 
 
    I stated truthfully, and she pulled away from me and turned sharply. 
 
    “Do not approach me so brazenly again, vampyr!” 
 
    She growled at me, and even now I could feel her sex was clenching in desire for what I was promising to her. Her sexual repression was like a potent allure to me. I wished to be the one to properly unpack all her homosexual confusion in one proper orgasmic encounter. Her glowing yellow eyes were entrancing, beautiful, and lethal all at the same time. I’d rarely witnessed such beauty in even the light fairies who could be ascribed angelic allure.  
 
    “You invited me with your very body, lass. Even now, I can detect your need screaming my name.”  
 
    The young lycanthrope seemed to bristle in her own frustration. I’d never encountered such a well-shut case of repression in a lycan before. Most of her species were born heterosexual, it was why they propagated so rapidly. They also had the highest mortality rate of any immortal species, because of the deadly nature of their tribes and challenges, as well as the adjacent beings in the communities at large. 
 
    “I am FBI, do you know what that means?” 
 
    I nodded in my understanding. 
 
    “Aye, that is the modern federal police force. I have begun reading about the previous two centuries. Your agency is there in no small part. Starting about the time of Al Capone, I believe, but that was not the first case, simply the first one I read which depicted your federal agency. What can I do for you then, Agent Wolf?” 
 
    I asked, and she huffed and murmured, “It’s Aurelia Wildriver, Special Agent Wildriver to you.” 
 
    I smiled showing canines again. 
 
    “What is it with me and people with A-names? It’s like I attract them or something.” 
 
    I asked no one in particular. Aurelia scowled at me, not at all sure how to touch that question.  
 
    “I will have you come with me to look at a pair of bodies. If your scent matches the killer, I will know quickly enough. If not, perhaps you can point me in the right direction. What do you say to that?” 
 
    Shrugging, I said, “My metaphorical dance card is empty tonight.” 
 
    Aurelia gave me a guarded look and nodded in confirmation.  
 
    “Glad I didn’t have to bust out the cuffs.” 
 
    My lips twitched and I strode closer to her again. 
 
    “We could save that for the bedroom, Special Agent Aurelia Wildriver.” 
 
    I said her name like butter on my tongue. She pretended well not to care, but I felt her subtle interest being peaked every time I spoke to her. It was incredibly hard to hide anything from me. My natural abilities made me like a natural truth-seer. Blood could not lie, neither could it hide from me.  
 
    “Careful now, or I will place you in an east-facing cell.” 
 
    She warned me, and I snorted. 
 
    “That would be uncomfortable, but hardly fatal my dear.” 
 
    I commented, she knew well and truly that vampyrs did not die from being in sun, it simply hurt like bloody hell. 
 
    “I have teeth for killing and claws for maiming.” 
 
    She stated factually, and I licked my lips as I began to follow her to what I presumed to be her automobile. She caught my eyes falling to her butt several times and she glared at me as if her look could maim me for peaking at her so lustfully. What could I say? I have been trapped alone for a long time and before that, I had to suspend my entire dating life to raise two children. I also had to more or less humor the male who made them, so I was not allowed to just be myself for many years even before my entombment. Perhaps this was part of why her sexual repression was so starkly appealing to me? I happened to empathize with her deeply.  
 
    “It’s adorable that you believe me so easily vanquished, Aurelia.” 
 
    I said, and she stewed as we walked, and I spotted a large black four-door model they called an SUV. The lights blinked as she hit a button on her little key device. 
 
    “Hop in while you still have me in a good mood vampyr.” 
 
    Aurelia told me, and I nodded and walked over to her passenger seat and I climbed into the cab. Her vehicle smelled of her and another being, another lycanthrope. Both of them smelled of gun oil and subtle musk. The other was not of her tribe, which led me to believe she was working in cooperation with multiple packs of lycans. I presumed this meant the FBI employed these tribes even if they were not aware of it. 
 
    “So, did I miss the part where lycans were federal agents?” 
 
    I asked, and she climbed into her seat and fired the car with a powerful roar of the device’s engine.  
 
    “It’s a vast modern culture we all happen to share. We protect our people and the others around us. We also preserve the balance of power.” 
 
    She stated calmly and I saw in her eyes the mantle of power which should be her own someday. She was the heir to her tribe, thus her deep conflict of self. I knew it meant selecting a life-mate to become a tribal leader of a lycanthrope pack and tribe.  
 
    “Indeed, it appears the mortal coil has spun properly round every aspect of this planet. There are nearly no wild places left for the ancient species to freely roam.” 
 
    I said, and I could see the deep longing for freedom in Aurelia’s eyes. She was a Lycan, a creature that longed for the freedom to roam, hunt, and play. She was a huntress and a deadly protector of the dark and wild places of the world.  
 
    “That’s one way of putting it, I guess.” 
 
    She murmured, as we sped off and she drove as if she were trying to throw me from the cab.  
 
    “I realize I am probably the last person qualified to ask this but are you certain you know what you are doing, Special Agent?” 
 
    I pointed at the wheel, implying her driving skill, and she scoffed at me.  
 
    “I’m just trying to get to the morgue before you try to accost me again.” 
 
    She murmured defensively and I smiled once again showcasing my gleaming fangs. It was not common for vampyrs to smile so wide, but we were not in public. I could tell that the subtle displays of my inhuman species didn’t bother Aurelia. It is an honor to have a vampyr smile widely to you. We hide our teeth from the planet most of the time. For obvious reasons, most beings did not like the reminder of our vicious bite.  
 
    “A morgue, like where the butchers perform the autopsies on the dead?” 
 
    I asked, and she looked at me with a frown and stated, “Medical examiners, not butchers, and yes that’s the basic idea.” 
 
    My nod told her I understood, and I asked, “I presume you suspect a vampyr of these deaths or you would not have come looking for one?” 
 
    She nodded and said, “You’d be right to assume that. Two kills, both had their throats ripped out and their blood drained completely.”  
 
    I frowned and said, “I can see why you assumed it was me now because I just broke out of my tomb. I am the only vampire you could suspect of being obviously ravenous, no?” 
 
    Her lips twitched and she stated, “That was the first theory, yes. The second one being you were still loco in la cabeza. After all, your own kid had to lock your ass up for mauling humans.” 
 
    I flashed fangs at her in a warning. 
 
    “I will play nicely to anything except someone twisting the death of my youngest child. Make no mistakes young apex. I am a killer when it is needed, and I assure you, I only regret how publicly I slaughtered the mortals who shot my daughter to death in front of me. If I had it to do again, I would have butchered them and all their families in their homes.” 
 
    I stated, and she seemed to look at me slightly different now, more guarded. 
 
    “Ok, Miss Lecter, Let’s just fit you for a damn straight jacket while we’re here!” 
 
    She said, and I managed to bite down any quip. I needed a few minutes to allow my anger to abate with my young federal agent friend. We drove in dead silence the rest of the way to her morgue.   
 
           
 
     
 
     
 
      
 
        
 
             
 
       
 
     
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
         
 
    Eight: 
 
    “You’re trying to tell me this infernal device is going to take us beneath the surface?!” 
 
    I asked, as I stared into the open elevator as if it were the jaws of a wild beast capable of devouring a vampyr whole. Aurelia seemed to consider my behavior with profound amusement even if she was managing to internalize it.  
 
    “You do realize we have been using these infernal devices for hundreds of years now?” 
 
    She asked me, and I gave her a testy look. 
 
    “The concept of a lift certainly predates my slumber, yet I cannot manage to trust a devilishly infernal device with my safety. There was still an aspect of manual lift to them when I was last amongst the living.” 
 
    She seemed to absorb my little history lesson and bobbed her head as she nudged me forward. 
 
    “Come on you scaredy-vamp, let’s get this over with.” 
 
    Somehow, I felt she was using some type of modern reference at my expense, but I was not sure what the devil her words could have been playing at. As seemed to be typical for me right now, I was forever one-off with every conversation. 
 
    “I’m coming, I just hope we don’t have to break our way out of this little prison box. Machines are not perfect.” 
 
    Aurelia seemed to think my statement was dubious, considering my lengthy dirty nap.  
 
    “Just in one night, do you know how many machine accidents I read about?!” 
 
    I asked her, and Aurelia snorted, and we stepped into the elevator and it closed on us, increasing the sense of confinement and threat of danger once again. 
 
    “There is something almost humanizing in your fear of elevators, you know. Perhaps no being is meant to be flawless?” 
 
    Aurelia asked, and I gave her a slight shrug.  
 
    “Well, you certainly are speaking to the correct vampyr then. After all, I did just spend two-centuries confined. Now if I can just survive this devilish device, that will be brilliant.” 
 
    I said, and she chuckled darkly in amusement at my suspicious nature. The elevator made that electronic bell-ringing noise and it opened. I felt like my heart started beating properly once more as I stepped back on solid ground, even if I was now beneath the surface world.  
 
    “I suppose the bodies should be housed beneath the surface.” 
 
    I commented and she made a noncommittal noise as we walked into the increasingly chilly temperature of the morgue. The drastic change in cold surprised me slightly. I knew about such modern inventions but experiencing the steep fall in temperature was entirely different than simply knowing about it.  
 
    “These are nice coffin temperatures, don’t you agree, Mavis?” 
 
    Aurelia stated, and I gave her a bland look of mild disapproval and stated, “That was in poor form, My Lady.”  
 
    She snorted and shrugged slightly as I opened the door to the morgue and held it for Aurelia. She almost appeared surprised by the generosity, considering the snips at my expense. As if I were immature-enough to fall for her youthful attempts to put me on edge. 
 
    Part of me could not stand the way she taunted me, but the rest of me was well and truly past her youthful indiscretions. Aurelia was the type of woman you could forgive for burning your house down because she was a force of nature and a sexy one at that.  
 
    “Too soon, I suppose?” 
 
    She inquired, and I opened the thick glass door with the word morgue on them, holding it open for her. Aurelia brushed past me with a slightly mischievous smile on her lips.  
 
    “It will be some time before I am ready to jest about my experience in a tomb, I can promise you that.” 
 
    I told her and she gave a small nod as she rounded the corner, and I caught the scent of a vampyr as I entered the room. He was across the wide cold room and the stench of death hung from every corner of the place. The cold appeared to battle off the smell of rot, but with my blood sense as it was, I could detect all the various degrees of decomposition. 
 
    “Dear God, she really is alive…” 
 
    The vampyr murmured in shock. I detected his blood lineage almost in the instant I caught his scent.  
 
    “You were a London vampyr. I am sorry to hear of your king’s demise.” 
 
    He looked at me with surprise and said, “How could you possibly know that?” 
 
    I grinned at him exposing fang and I strode forward.  
 
    “Did your former monarch never explain my special gift to you? I can sense blood-ties of all types. Including the detailed lineage in your bloodlines.” 
 
    They both appeared taken aback at this information. 
 
    “So, that was the little party trick where you knew my grandpa’s ID and my being his granddaughter, not his daughter?” 
 
    She asked, and I nodded and said, “Your blood cannot lie to me. You are one full generation removed from your grandfather’s line. I sense his blood defused through a single gap to you. It is not something I am accustomed to verbally explaining to anyone. I was born this way.” 
 
    I confessed to her, and I sniffed the air and I turned towards the backside of the room and I glided over to the third drawer down on the left-hand wall and pulled it open. The scent of dead lycanthrope drew me to it since I could safely bet this was the corpse Aurelia had brought me to see. 
 
    “An omega from your tribe by the scent of her. Younger still than you are, lovely wolf.” 
 
    I told her, and as the drawer opened a mixed white-Native girl lay before me with vicious shred marks along her jaggedly torn neck. The scent of her killer assaulted my nostrils and I smelt something a bit like vampyr, but there was a strange note of decay to it. 
 
    “This was not a vampyr, not in the sense you are assuming. Whatever did this, smells of death and decay as well as vampyr. I do not detect lineage to this odor. It is as if there were no generations of birth before this one. Either he was the first of his type or he is somehow not connected to any blood ties I have ever sensed before.” 
 
    Aurelia growled and strode forward. 
 
    “You’re lying! You are making this shit up!” 
 
    She accused and I turned and hissed at her, pretty or not, she was challenging my honesty. 
 
    “I can assure you the accuracy of my blood detection. Besides simply this, vampyr do not feed upon Lycans, certainly not to the point of full exsanguination. Your blood is not only ill to our digestive system, but also against every treaty we have ever made with the lycanthrope tribes. I cannot begin to believe the modern vampyrs under my daughter whom I raised, would never touch the blood of a single Lycan.” 
 
    I chastised her, and she seemed to stew over this information as if on an open log flame.  
 
    “Lady Aurelia, I can detect some hint of a strange odor of rot. Perhaps if we removed both bodies from the morgue and confirm that the scent of vampyr rot is not accurate, we could consider some alternative lines of inquiry, because now that she has given me a place to look, I do detect some discrepancies with vampyr. The odor is still remarkably similar, enough to deceive even a trained Lycan’s nose on the first sniff.” 
 
    The examiner requested and I arched a brow. 
 
    “May I inspect this second body? I do not require it moved to break apart the scent information, not that I am bragging or anything. I would simply prefer to have a gander at them right here and now and save us all a lot of time.” 
 
    Aurelia growled in her throat but ultimately conceded.  
 
    “Very well, she’s two drawers to the right of this one.” 
 
    I moved and opened the drawer and closed it shortly after. 
 
    “You’re lying to me, that is not a murder victim. That one was killed by some form of blood-poisoning.” 
 
    I told her, and the examiner grunted and put in, “Yes, that was a cancer victim. In all seriousness, the body is two draws right of that one, Mavis.” 
 
    He told me, using my name almost timidly because he knew logically, I was not a queen anymore, but this familiarity seemed to scare him to apply with someone as powerful as a former queen. 
 
    “Fear not, I will not bite you for using my given name, Doctor, is it?” 
 
    I asked, and he nodded. 
 
    “Aye, I am a pathologist. I discover the cause of death in all who die.” 
 
    I nodded and added, “You also find lunch here as well, from a slight hint of expired mortal on your breath.” 
 
    I did not make this sound seedy, because we all have feasted on the recent deaths at many times in our lives as vampyr. We did not like to expose our people to mortal scrutiny, so it was not uncommon to siphon off from the dead what would never be missed. 
 
    “More of your little party trick at work?” 
 
    Aurelia asked, and I smiled wide at her. 
 
    “Here I thought you brought me down here for my abilities. Your grandfather is one of the few who knows what I can do. He must have imparted some of his knowledge to you.” 
 
    Her look told me everything I needed to know, but I did not call her out on her insurrection. She was rogue, investigating these murders around her grandfather’s orders. 
 
    “I brought you down here to see if your scent matches the killer.” 
 
    I kept smiling and I pulled the drawer open and a small blonde teen was eviscerated on the table before me. 
 
    “Heavens and Hells, this is just primal and unneeded for feeding.” 
 
    I commented and I felt sympathy for the young human. 
 
    “I certainly hope you passed this off as an animal attack to the mortals otherwise they will be up in arms looking for something that they should not know about.” 
 
    The pathologist bobbed his head. 
 
    “Lady Mavis, I believe we sold it as a rogue mountain lion attack. While they are rare, they do exist in the wild, we even went and scattered some of her blood and remains near a lion’s den as evidence and we allowed the local wild-life authorities to hunt them down and conclude their own case.” 
 
    I nodded in deep approval.  
 
    “That is extremely good work, mister…?” 
 
    I asked, and he seemed to flush slightly in embarrassment. 
 
    “I’m called Lloyd, Lloyd Daemons. I am certain you would have no consequence to have heard of my people.” 
 
    I recognized the name instantly. 
 
    “Your family are known for not only their scholars but their warriors. A humble lineage in terms of riches or raw power, but cunning and resourceful as well as loyal to your ruler.” 
 
    He bobbed his head and nodded in confirmation. 
 
    “Or you could remember them clearly…” 
 
    He murmured in surprise and I sniffed the air around the mangled dead mortal teenager. 
 
    “She was killed by the same not-vampyr. It smells of death, and with the state of this murder, I can honestly say this is no tribe I have ever experienced in our species. Not that we should have a tribe running about with death and decay on their bodies.” 
 
    Aurelia seemed to growl viciously at this. She appeared to have genuinely believed I had drained the women when I woke up. 
 
    “Sorry princess wolf, but we will have to look further to discover this murderer. I do, however, pledge my assistance in tracking this beast to whatever den it calls home. I do not relish seeing beautiful young girls slaughtered, regardless of their breed or people.” 
 
    I told them, and she seemed to be reluctant to believe anything I said to her, especially the compliments I heaped upon her exterior beauty.  
 
    *** 
 
    The field behind a large patch of woods directly opposite the morgue was the impromptu destination of our change in locations.  
 
    Doctor Daemons did not allow me to assist in relocating the corpses. That honor fell to a pair of burly lycanthrope males who seemed as ravenous for answers as Aurelia. What was interesting for me to note was the fact that both the Lycans present here were almost completely white. Their bloodlines were still tied to the same clan as Aurelia, but they would stand out on the remaining Native lands. Unlike Vampyr, Lycans could only be created via birth, not being transformed as in the old mythos. This told me that the clans had widened their mate pool drastically in the past two centuries. Not that I would blame them, but the Natives often refuse all things white culture, because it is the stark reminder of their oppression. 
 
    “You cannot be serious…” 
 
    One of the men growled at aurelia and that scored him a back-hand from her. She snarled at him and loomed over him looking up into his eyes unflinchingly. 
 
    “You dare to challenge me?!” 
 
    She asked, and he bowed his head to the much smaller female and exposed his neck to her. 
 
    “Forgive me, apex, I am simply angry with my sister’s death.” 
 
    I felt my stomach flop at this information. This young mixed Lycan was his sister, which explained a lot. I could detect it in the blood, but I was simply not looking far enough into the clan connection to discover her precise blood tie to the large male before. There are so many details that jump out at me via blood that unless I go looking for all of them, I will overlook some information. That is part of why I never rush myself in determining information. I take the extra few minutes to truly suss out my blood information when I am hunting.  
 
    “I will phase, and I will use the wolf to discern the scope of this so-called decaying vampyr scent. It sounds strangely specific, so I wish to be thorough in my examination.” 
 
    Aurelia told him, and he placed his sister’s corpse gingerly on the grassy lawn.  
 
    “Very well, princess, just be careful. Your most vulnerable point is the seconds between the transformation.” 
 
    He said, eyeing me and I flashed fang in response. I was a civil vampyr, except when people were accusing me of crimes I didn’t commit. Heavens know I have done enough questionable things in my life to deserve to be considered with caution, but I did not relish being accused of things I would never do. I have never torn anyone apart like this poor lass or the younger teen.  
 
    “I’m less concerned with our guest going for my throat between the shift than I am other potential possibilities not at all related to this case.” 
 
    Aurelia said, and she licked her lips. I managed to hide most of my amusement at the sexual implications she creatively veiled. Despite her best efforts to the contrary, she was receptive to my advances. This was hardly the first time I had been attracted to a curious maiden unworldly in her present experiences. Nothing is as tender as opening the flesh of virgin providence and laying claim to her succulent budding flower.  
 
    Aurelia was just shy of twenty-two, or so my blood- affinity told me. I typically didn’t like to sleep with beings in their first life cycle, but for such a rare and splendid beauty, I would make an exception. I did have a certain type, dark hair mainly, as was evident in both the lasses I currently had eyes for.  
 
    “I’ll control meself, promise.” 
 
    I grinned at her, and she seemed to stare for longer than was needed. Her hostility was replaced by an equally hot look of lust which she managed to squash down a moment later.  
 
    “You may wish to back up. My wolf persona might take a bite out of you, Mavis.” 
 
    Aurelia warned me with a glowing flash of her yellow eyes, and I licked my lips. 
 
    “It’s not my first time being this close to a phase shift. I know how to respect the wolf so she will not consider me a threat.” 
 
    I informed Aurelia, who seemed to think for a long moment. 
 
    “I don’t wish to have Alexia at my throat, should I accidentally maul a certain former queen. I share my body with the wolf-spirit, she too has jurisdiction once we are in her flesh and her coat.” 
 
    She wasn’t telling me anything I had not already heard from her grandfather, who had phased next to me many times. I was not afraid of his wolf any longer, leery of an apex, sure, but I never acted scared and his wolf never behaved anything less than what I consider civil, for a four-legged alter-ego.  
 
    “I will move a few paces back if that will satisfy your concern for my safety, princess wolf?” 
 
    I teased her lightly and her eyes seemed to glow like the sun in what she must have believed was ire and not just a reflection of her hot disposition towards me. It was complicated to be attracted to a virgin when you could smell their sexual desire, and you could tell what they were feeling beneath their bravado when they could not. However, if there was anything the coffin had taught me, was that I could wait. Time was the one thing I had plenty of.  
 
    Aurelia nodded curtly and she blushed slightly. 
 
    “Care to avert your eyes?” 
 
    She asked, and I smiled sharply with my fangs on display for her. The other Lycans seemed to grow tense at the reminder of my teeth. Little did they know that princess wolf already felt them brushing her neck tonight, and I never once harmed her with them. The hot red look in her face told me she remembered perfectly well how intimately my fangs had gotten with her jugular.  
 
    “I’ll turn, and I promise not to look again until you are in your fur, princess.” 
 
    I informed her, and she seemed to get a little less tense at this. Part of me wondered if it was possible to have trouble shifting if a Lycan was too anxious. I knew men had such problems in the bedroom sometimes, so who the bloody hell knows? 
 
    As promised, I turned around, and I could hear the fabric ruffling as the tan wolf princess disrobed behind my back. I felt a surge of hormones tightening my core and sending w3aves of desire throughout my body. I felt like I was a virgin myself once more, which was strange, considering I was never shy nor was I inexperienced. I simply had not dated in well over two centuries now.  
 
    “Here goes nothing…” 
 
    I heard her say, and I wondered after the origin of that statement because the expression made little sense to me. However, I hardly felt like asking the burly Lycans or the morose doctor this. I also didn’t dare to interrupt Aurelia’s transformation. I had the impression her wolf would not appreciate being disrupted while it came out. Not just Aurelia was a princess, so was her apex furry alter-ego. Bother was halves of the same whole. Most beings end up quarreling with Lycans because they forget to respect the duality and the balance of person and animal. 
 
    I felt a release of raw Lycan magiks as the furry half of Aurelia came forth and her human skin disappeared beneath the coat of fur. 
 
    I turned as I felt the yellow sun hot upon my back. The yellow eyes held the same intellectual capacity as the human skin. The wolf was not a savage animal, she was a highly evolved huntress in the highest of orders. Her power and her humanity were wed to the fur of the beast. She could maintain Aurelia’s capacity for mercy and love, just as much as her streak of cruelty and rage. She could also retain her knowledge and all she had learned. There was a single moment between forms where the dual being is lost and confused sometimes. That is why one does not want to be too close to a Lycan they don’t intimately know. Lycans will never strike out at their lovers or family, but if you’re not that close to them and they are lost between, look out, mate!  
 
    “You’re so gorgeous, princess wolf!” 
 
    I exclaimed lowly to myself, but Aurelia wolf heard me fine. Her ears perked up and the wolf who was almost five-feet-tall strode forward and licked my right palm as if it had sausages in it. 
 
    “Should she be that close to the apex?” 
 
    One of the Lycans asked the other, and neither seemed to be sure.  
 
    “She’s a sweetheart once you get past the claws and fangs part.” 
 
    I murmured and I tentatively stroked her furry head and she seemed to bend into my touch more honestly than her humanoid other-half.  
 
    “Says the vampyr to the Lycans.” 
 
    The other Lycan said in sarcastic amusement. I blinked a few times not sure what the joke meant, only that it was mildly at my expense. 
 
    “Oh, is that because I have claws as well as fangs when I utilize my primal defenses?” 
 
    I asked them, and both nodded in synchrony. My lips made a wide O-shape and I nodded in understanding. 
 
    “Thanks, that makes sense, I’m still trying to grow accustomed to modern sarcasm. On a side note, I sure hope she’s eaten recently, or else we might be in trouble if a deer runs through here.” 
 
    I stated and they sniffed at my joke and said, “The apex is far more controlled than to lose herself chasing a damn deer!” 
 
    I nodded and said, “Yeah, that was a joke. Guessing I am still not sticking the bang line by your reaction.” 
 
    I said, and Dr. Daemons corrected, “It’s ‘punch line’, Lady Mavis.” 
 
    I snapped my fingers and smiled at him. 
 
    “Thanks for that, mate. I keep forgetting some of these new phrases. Hell, I don’t even think they would fecking understand me in Dublin right now. I’m like an old dusty relic without the dust or the old part.” 
 
    I murmured, and Daemons smiled at me. 
 
    “I skipped fifty years or so once, it was a shock when I woke. I could not imagine skipping two-hundred-years. That would be bullocks to wake from.” 
 
    I hummed in agreement and asked, “Did you have nightmares while you were in your coffin?” 
 
    I asked him, and Daemons shook his head wide in a no. 
 
    “We are held in stasis while we are in the coffin. Why do you ask?” 
 
    I bit my lip and said,” I dreamed and had a long series of imagined realities while I was trapped.” 
 
    He seemed to find this fascinating and he was mulling it over even as the pure-black wolf with yellow eyes sniffed the two corpses and walked around them. The wolf inspected them every bit as thoroughly as the humanoid Aurelia had before this. Her wolf was ferociously protective of her people, and this young omega was hers to protect, which meant that she was ravenous for the killer’s blood. I could feel all manner of emotions permeating the atmosphere as her wolf broke down the massive number of different scents on the bodies.  
 
    One did not need to point out smells to a wolf. She knew what she was looking for and she did not need aid to find it. I felt the moment she connected the signature of the rotting vampyr scent. I also connected it to a mild blood flow, a vague and somewhat diffused, amber-colored line of travel.  
 
    “Can you follow me while not attracting human attention, princess?” 
 
    I asked her, and the large wolf nodded as humanly to me as Aurelia might in her skin. 
 
    There was a sinister path of destruction headed deeper into the city, something dark and cold and decaying. Instead of running, I found myself marching towards it. 
 
      
 
           
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Nine: 
 
    Wild wolves did not often track nearly as relentlessly as Lycans. For anyone who has observed wild wolves, that is to say, Lycans are simply many folds more ferocious. The wild animal relents under more conditions than the enraged intelligent beast. 
 
    Aurelia and I held firmly to the scent we had established. One might ask why she had not simply phased and tracked earlier, that would be because she had not noticed the strange scent blend mixed with the seemingly vampyr odor of the killer. Only, a true vampyr does not smell any more like rot than a Lycan would, which is to say not at all. Despite the numerous mythos believing us undead or dead monsters, we bleed, and we breathe, we are as alive as a human or a Lycan. Whatever this was, seemed well beyond that veil of life and death. 
 
    I’ve witnessed vodun necromancy before, and this was nothing like it. There was something even more sinister than loa barrows at play. 
 
    The midnight wolf traced me every step from connected rooftops above me. There was a tiny part of my brain that still thrummed with danger every time she flew overhead. She was as powerful as any Lycan I had ever sensed, and her wolf was spry and youthful, she was also thick muscled and deftly agile. The only true difference between wolf Aurelia and humanoid Aurelia seemed to be her wolf knew she was a homosexual lady. I could sense the difference in her disposition in each of her phases. The wolf was more privy to the inner workings of what humanoid Aurelia was conflicted about.  However, my introspection of Lycan duality and its myriad of complexities of the twin species being would have to wait for later. 
 
    Moving so fast that only Aurelia’s wolf managed to keep pace, I ran at a dead burst of speed. My heart pounded excitedly in my chest as my first ensuing hunt unfolded. A thrill for blood and the hunt were ever-present. The excitement of mauling and maiming with my claws and fangs sent more blood pumping even faster in my increasing excitement.  
 
    Aurelia’s mood was similar only her animal seemed more dead set on murder and mayhem than hunting. She was ever so likened to the proverbial scorned woman, only not a scorned lover, rather a very fevered apex. Still, the comparison was not far off the mark. The apex female tends to the weaker of the tribe and her pack. She is nurturing and tender, as well as lethal and sinister when needed. In a canine setting, the female dominant is the deadliest member of the pack and the leader of the hunt. She was likened to Artemis herself. Even if she rarely carried a weapon as the goddess might. Because, unlike the goddess, she was the weapon.  
 
    (Not that I have met any goddesses.) 
 
    The defused scent seemed to spread out in six different directions. I looked around, sensing out the paths, decerning which one was the strongest and most likely source. The rot seemed to spread as we fanned out into an open field atop a hill a few hundred yards from one of the older cemeteries. 
 
    “I don’t know what we are going to find here, but I strongly urge you all to phase to wolf now. I give my word I will guard your transformation period.”  
 
    I told the two large males, and Aurelia’s black wolf turned and narrowed her eyes at them, I could feel the slight telepathic transference between them. She was using their connection to her bloodline. All tribe members are sworn to the fealty of the chief’s direct blood. Aurelia being his heir was their second most beloved and obeyed figure inside the tribe and the pack structure. Unless my old cunning wolf friend decided against me suddenly, then only her orders could end my life by tribal hands. This is likely why she sought me out tonight, to decide if I was worth keeping around now that I rose on her vigil.  
 
    “Yes, apex.” 
 
    “Aye, Apex.” 
 
    The two men chirped almost as one. She seemed satisfied with this and turned shooting off in the direction of the furthest to the left.  
 
    “She said she smells a fresh kill that way. We are to investigate the other paths she showed us in the connection. And we are not to kill you, yet.” 
 
    I nodded and said, “Aye, I could feel the basics of yer communication even if I couldn’t hear it, lads. Just be warned, I don’t play at anything if someone comes fer me head. I certainly hope we can be mates and not cross with one another. After all, I believe we might have a common problem, just give that a good think while we’re working lads. I’ll buy ye a few good bitter pints later hopefully we can all be right as rain after.”  
 
    I said, and the male wolves didn’t seem any more friendly towards me, but I could feel the contentment for the moment. They were not going to move contrary to Aurelia.  
 
    “We are phasing now, I am going to hold you to your word, vampyr.” 
 
    I grinned at him and winked playfully.  
 
    “Don’t be shy lads, nothin’ I haven’t seen plenty of times now, yeah? We’re all sexually seasoned adults here.”  
 
    That seemed to make both grumpy wolves hop into action, and their clothes fell off at an impressive speed. If there was one thing Lycans had an almost supernatural gift for, it was getting down to their knickers. 
 
    The two began to crouch over and scream in agony as the change slowly spread and their fur sprouted first in patches, and then more rapidly as the bones shifted and the joints popped in what could only be unbridled pain. Many Lycanthropes develop addictions to cope with pain. The apex line learns to embrace the pain to never develop a crutch. However, less disciplined Lycans end up on opium or other harsh chemicals. 
 
    As if drawn by the wailing Lycans, several stark-white figures shot out as if from the very depths of hell itself. I managed to evade the closer of the three figures and I swore as large, clawed fingers raked at me wildly in passing.  
 
    Slashing and swiping in a fury of primal and untamed that I could scarcely keep pace with the maddened frenzy of the assault. Gnawing and snarling, the humanoid figures hissed and groaned as if in unfathomable agony.  
 
    The pure-white figures were so nearly albino, that they unsettled my nerve for just a moment. Aside from the smell of death coating their flesh and the unnatural still blood in their veins, I still noticed the vampyr-like attributes.  
 
    “What in the devil do we have here?” 
 
    I asked no one in particular. The creatures had no lineage, and I couldn’t trace their mortal lineage either. There was no flowing blood inside them to power the animated husks before me. I could feel the way their unnatural reanimated figures burned through the blood inside them slowly, utilizing the life-font of others to keep them moving and functioning. My senses told me as much. They were not symbiotic as the vampyr was with humanity. They were total chaos and single-minded-blood contagion.  
 
    "Oye, anything left inside those rotting melons?” 
 
    I juked and I attempted to speak to them, however, they seemed to only grow more frenzied. I noticed they could hear fine, but they didn’t appear to have any intelligence, just a form of over-drive survival instincts.  
 
    “Great, one bloody night and yer already discovering new fecking threats to end the species of earth. Mavis, you are a bloody plague upon this world!” 
 
    I swore to myself, and I felt my nails grow rapidly and my black bladed claws grew to five inches in length. I parried a series of swipes with my own claws. Every glancing contact with these wild dead vampyr-like beasts was almost staggering from the brutal impact of their every blow.  
 
    Around me, the wolves darted and juked, but their fur was beginning to mat with blood. I hissed a powerful wave of my magiks rushed over me, and I lunged for the closest and kicked it back while driving my claws into the chest of the second.  
 
    The third leaped over the wounded wolves coming for me with all the might and fury of whatever death had raised it. I pivoted and shot for it and we collided meeting half-way in a hurry and a loud meaty crunch of bodies.  
 
    The thing’s fist connected with my jaw three times and I felt almost as if I had been hit at sea by a bloody speeding ship. I spit out blood gathering in my mouth and I lashed out with lightning speed, severing the left arm of the dead thing. That gave it just enough pause of a shock for the wolves to pounce on it and rip its head and heart out in synchrony. Even given the possibilities, I had to admire their teamwork and efficiency in disposing of a dangerous threat. 
 
    “Let’s keep going, and I am going to suggest we stick close together. I doubt any of us really want to handle these things alone, yeah?” 
 
    I said to them and they seemed to grudgingly agree. These wolves seemed to be a lot leerier of me than Aurelia. They were not openly hostile, but they were very cagey with me.  
 
    “Come along, let’s keep this patrol going then.” 
 
    I commented for no particular reason, and I focused on gathering the closest scent trail again. We began to enter the cemetery proper now, and I passed the first series of mausoleums. Call me crazy, but I was still not entirely keen on mausoleums right now. My time in the coffin was too fresh and visceral for me. I could still recall so many of the fantastical delusions of my slumber.  
 
    “Just give us a good bark if you find something I’m missing, yeah?” 
 
    I asked them and the wolves nodded at me. Up ahead I caught the scent of new fresh blood. I sped into motion on instinct even as my ability told me it belonged to Aurelia. She was losing blood; how much or how little I couldn’t be sure. I just knew that she was engaging something powerful enough to wound an apex.  
 
    I barreled off at full speed like a thoroughbred mare made for speed and long travel. The blood spilled to the ground and I hissed in anger as I approached a larger figure wearing a torn black robe. He caught my clawed hand in his with deft precision.  
 
    I slammed into him with all my might and he jerked back, surprised that I had managed to move him at all.  
 
    “What are you now?” 
 
    He inquired of me, and I hissed barring my fangs at him in a savage expression of defiance and pure murder. I did not have time to think about why this one could speak or how he appeared many-fold stronger than the mindless ones. All I knew now was that this bugger had managed to catch my top speed as if he were merely plucking a fly from the air.  
 
    “Funny that, I was going to ask you the same thing.” 
 
    I snarled at him and he belted me with his backhand and I staggered back a few paces. He seemed surprised that I kept my footing. His blow was harder by half than any I had ever experienced.  
 
    “You sound, Aurelia?” 
 
    The apex wolf growled viciously in reply telling me how very vengeful she was feeling with this bugger. There was a minuscule part of me that pitied the stark white dead thing. No one should ever wish to cross a bloody apex.    
 
    We launched ourselves in unison and the being twisted, kicking out at Aurelia’s wolf. I landed a glancing slash off his left ribcage, and he hissed as my nails bit into his hardened flesh. Unlike my species, he felt more like stone, as if he were somehow denser and more solid than fleshy.  
 
    No blood seeped from his injured side, but it did seem to cause some pain, which was good. No pain would have been a terrifying thing because anything devoid of pain is often devoid of experiencing true fear.  
 
    “Aren’t you a rare creature. Nothing has pierced my armor in vast ages little girl.” 
 
    He smashed his fist into my jaw and then again into my gut, and I flew back against a nearby mausoleum wall. My lungs burned from lack of air, and I coughed up blood. I’d never felt so desperately outmatched in the vast age of my lifetime.  
 
    “What in the devil are you?! You’re not one of mine, nor are you truly dead.” 
 
    I said as if I could puzzle out the mystery verbally.  
 
    He grinned a cruel sinister flash of four curved fangs two on the top and two on the bottom.  
 
    “You know how it is, nature can always be improved upon later.” 
 
    He stated cryptically, and he seemed to delight in dangling a slight crumb of his existence overhead. That told me just how sure he was in his belief that I would not last long enough to make use of any data he gave away.  
 
    “Undeath, it is no myth? Ye are some fabrication of magiks and a vampyr husk?” 
 
    He seemed surprised how fast I worked out the broad strokes. 
 
    “Cleaver little child, but more’s the pity that you’re so cunning.  That sharp wit of yours has just ensured your doom.” 
 
    He said, and I rushed forward, not waiting for him to make the first move. He blocked my flurry of fists and parried nearly all my piercing clawed attacks. His black bile of blood dripped ever so slightly from several punctures. His blood was a mystery to me because it seemed mainly to be void of information as if all that was contained inside him was reduced to pestilence and vile contagion. Something about his repulsive essence made me feel a sense of dread, not so much fear for myself, but the terror that was yet to be unleashed from his terrible contamination. 
 
    Aurelia lunged and her claws sparked off his flesh like striking a flintstone. I realized what he meant now, as I witnessed even the assault of an apex on his person. It stood to reason, if his body changed the blood to bile darkness, then it was possible his terrible species could also drain Lycans without becoming sick because they absorb the magiks. My mind processed all that my blood skills absorbed about my foe.  
 
    “Aurelia, let me fight him!” 
 
    I hissed, and I managed to block his nearly imperceptible blow aimed for her. I felt my right collar bone crack under the force of his power and I also felt my air once again flee my body. 
 
    This was beyond anything I had ever experienced. Even royals who challenged me were but a drop in the ocean compared to his power. That sparked another realization.  
 
    “It’s you, you’re the one hunting down the royals.” 
 
    I blurted, and his eyes widened as if in shock that I knew anything of his designs.  
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    He snatched me from the floor and jerked me towards him and I gagged as his ice-cold vice-like-grip closed over my throat. 
 
    “In ten-thousand-Years, I have never witnessed one so infuriated before me! You should not be able to damage me, nor should you even know that I have killed some of those royals. What exactly are you little child? You will give me all your secrets, and you will become my next meal. Your essence will fuel the demise of the American Queen.” 
 
    My heart hammered in my chest and I spit in his eye defiantly. He laughed a haunting and sinister sound. Aurelia snapped on his hand, but he kicked her off in a single powerful blow and her wolf tumbled back in a loud yelp.  
 
    “You’ve already cost me three hatchlings. I will have to make more now.” 
 
    I kicked out powerfully, and I slammed my shin into his damaged ribs. He snarled but held fast to me and tightened his grip on me. I kicked wildly and he clenched his jaw in obvious pain. The best thing one could do in this situation was to land as many hits in his weak spot as possible. Eventually, I knew his grip would loosen.  
 
    Aurelia rushed him again, and I slammed my leg into his ribs timing with her pounce, and he staggered a single step backward and I dug my nails into his hand, and he cried, losing his hold on my neck. Spots danced in my eyes as I hit my knees and choked. Aurelia snapped and claws at him, I yanked her out of reach and covered her with my back as his kick landed on me like a flying tree trunk. The pain was blinding and shattering. 
 
    “Aye, monster man, catch!” 
 
    I heard Olaf yell from behind me, and I heard several small metallic devices clank to the floor at his feet.  
 
    “Run you bloody fur bag!”  
 
    Olaf galvanized us into motion, and I did not need an explanation, no one reads all of history in a single night without recognizing what a grenade is. Olaf pulled me out of the mausoleum with a violent jerk and my bones creaked in protest. 
 
    “You’re out a single fecking night and yer picking fights with bloody draugr!” 
 
    My eyes widened to orbs as the stone building exploded and began to cave in behind us.  
 
    “Draugr?! Wait, you know what that bloody beast is?!” 
 
    I coughed and pushed off Olaf and stood on my own feet.  
 
    “Come on lass, we need to get you and your little rag-tag wolf pack out of here before he wakes up. Afraid even several high-yield grenades are not going to keep that bugger down fer long.” 
 
    As Olaf guided me to a large SUV, and the wolves hopped and limped after us. I helped one of the males, as he was clearly dealing with an injured rear right leg.  
 
    “Don’t bite me, big guy, you’re not going to make it if I don’t carry you.” 
 
    I told him, and I felt the strain in my fractured collarbone as I pushed past the agony and lifted the massive wolf. He yelped in pain but managed to restrain himself from snapping at me. 
 
    “Hurry the feck up, My Lady!” 
 
    Olaf urged and I gave him a menacing glare as I loaded the wolf into the back of the SUV. 
 
    “Ok, we’re in, go!” 
 
    I commanded, and I saw a figure staggering and struggling to clear stone form atop him in the ruinous remains of the mausoleum. That was positive for modern technology in this battle. However, the loud and deadly blast seemed only to slow the undead creature down a bit. 
 
    “Olaf, you have a lot of explaining to do! How the feck is it that you know what that was, and you’ve never mentioned such beasts to me before?!” 
 
    He growled in frustration. 
 
    “Because it’s been over a thousand years since I last locked one up in the icy northern prison. They were created by a dark one said to be likened to death himself. They were supposed to bring about the ruination of the creatures and humans of this world leaving it ripe for total conquest.”  
 
    His tale baffled me. 
 
    “Why didn’t you ever speak of this?” 
 
    I demanded and he sighed. 
 
    “Because the fecking ancients forbid it. I am not a damn queen capable of battling an ancient. They could end me as miserably as they could any other vampyr, save one.” 
 
    He told me, and I bit down on my lip and I sighed. 
 
    “Forgive me, I’ve over-stepped in anger. You surely had good reason never to wish to speak of such devilry again. That thing was like a living nightmare, Olaf.” 
 
    He grunted and said, “Aye, I lost hundreds, thousands of brothers and sisters battling the draugr. They can infect humans, draining them to death, they raise as ghoulish slaves bent on the whims of their draugr master’s desires. In time, some of the ghouls can evolve, becoming draugr themselves. They are magiks parasites, feasting on the power of untold innocents to expand their abilities and perfect their nearly indestructible bodies.”  
 
    I felt the shift as Aurelia changed back into a nude bloodied youthful beauty.  
 
    “They are not indestructible Viking. While my fangs and claws did nothing, Mavis’ claws pierced his armor. Even still, that was something I could never have dreamed possible. Is there any other way to kill them?” 
 
    Olaf turned in his seat and beheld me. 
 
    “You’re claws cut his armor?” 
 
    He asked in a mystified tone and I nodded.  
 
    “Aye, was not easy, but I could pierce the stony armor that comprised his body. He certainly seemed to be in plenty of pain from the injuries I gave him, but he almost killed me, Olaf. I have never felt like such a babe in the woods as I did tonight.” 
 
    I confessed, not really caring that the Lycans before me might still consider me a foe and use this information against me later. 
 
    “How did you lot even manage to find one of those bastards?! They are pretty adept at hiding behind the knickers of other vampyrs since they mostly smell like us.”  
 
    He asked, and I snorted and said, “What else?” 
 
    He gave me a nod and a knowing look crossed his face. 
 
    “Yer fecking blood sense. You tracked him with Lycans and blood sense. But why?” 
 
    Aurelia snarled and put in, “He murdered one of my females. I will have his throat for this one way or another!” 
 
    I saw Olaf looking into her eyes from the rear mirror. He studied her carefully. 
 
    “So, you just decided to confront Mavis, because you heard she happened to be back from the dead?! I know how you think Aurelia, you must have cornered her about the murder and made baseless accusations!” 
 
    Olaf fumed on my behalf and I touched his shoulder slightly with my left hand and urged him. 
 
    “Olaf, we worked through the issue and we obviously found the true killer. We were just trying to figure out how to get the throat into her hands. That part of our plan appeared a bit shaky.” 
 
    I said, and I looked away and nibbled on my lip.  
 
    “We should warn Alexia.” 
 
    Olaf put in, and I sighed and leaned back into my seat.  
 
    “I did not wish to burden her, but she will be cross if we don’t report this matter. Besides, I believe she will need to help cover up the mortal fatalities before long if this monster is allowed to roam unchecked.” 
 
    I said, and Olaf seemed to understand how much of a profound ask this was for me. I was going to have to step into the vampyr court and I was going to have to face my daughter. Even two-centuries could not bring me any closer to understanding how or what to say to Alexia in recompense for all I have put her through. I truly wished our first moments together again would not be overshadowed by a present danger.  
 
    “What do we do if she doesn’t believe us?” 
 
    I asked, and Aurelia sighed. 
 
    “Allow me to come with you. If she will not buy it from a couple of rogue vampyrs, she will listen to the apex of the local Lycans.” 
 
    I was hesitant to accept her offer, but mainly because I knew Vampyr court was not a very safe place for a Lycan princess, even one tough enough to stand up to an immortal terror like that draugr.  
 
     
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Ten: 
 
    As reunions went, this was far from what I had in mind the countless times I imagined seeing Alexia in person once more. Bloody and beaten, with several wounded Lycans in toe, I am personally shocked her guards even allowed us through the main gates, much less allowed us to sit and lick our injuries in the courtyard while they fetched the queen. 
 
    “I’m just saying, we could have at least taken a detour to get new clothes, change yer knickers, and whatnot.” 
 
    I glanced at Olaf giving him the full weight of my ire and he raised his hands in a placating manner.  
 
    “Ok, so, the sweaty knickers can stay, if you insist!”  
 
    He said, and I barred my fangs and he sniggered despite the very mortal danger he was placing himself in. 
 
    “Why exactly do you keep this brute around?” 
 
    Aurelia inquired, and I turned and smirked at her. 
 
    “He has his uses, like tossing magiks on the draugr to allow us to escape in the horseless carriage.”  
 
    I said, and flushed slightly, instantly realizing my verbal misstep. Aurelia snorted and covered her lips. Part of me was saddened to witness her lush thick lips being covered, even if only for a moment. I could not stop fantasizing about kissing them or imagining how they might feel on every single bare portion of my body. 
 
    “How are your injuries, princess?” 
 
    I asked, and she gave me a mild look as if it were painful for her to admit anything was amiss with her body, yet I could visibly see the blunt force trauma of her many wounds. I also had my share of wounds, including a dangling right arm. 
 
    “I will be fine after a good meal and some sleep. Lycanthropes heal every bit as fast as you vampyrs.” 
 
    She told me, and a cold voice slashed through the pause in the conversation. 
 
    “Thank you, professor graduate student wolf. Without that dazzling dissertation, however, would my long-lived mother have decerned your recuperative prowess?” 
 
    My heartfelt like it was encased in ice as her cold voice sounded from atop the steps leading from her nearby porch. Alexia strode forward with her yellow hair gleaming and her outfit was tailored brilliantly and impeccably. She wore nearly skin-tight dress trousers with pinstripes and a matching navy blouse. I barely knew anything about modern women’s wear, but she appeared like the images I had seen depicting corporate powerful women at the very pentacle of their trades and crafts. 
 
    “Alexia…” 
 
    I breathed out and tears rushed to my eyes as if bidden preemptively. I could see the child I raised standing before me, yet she was not at all that little girl anymore. Power and poise exuded from my daughter in spades. She was not in fact as powerful as I, yet her power dwarf the other royals around her. Her blood hummed with a raw potential for future growth which bespoke her limitless potential.  
 
    Even though she was blonde and not ginger as Abigale, I could nearly see my fallen daughter inside her sister now. I could see how Alexia carried on for both. Her blood hummed with what remained of Abigale. I did not even have to ask; she consumed every drop of her twin’s fleeting essence. I had been right to assume she had merged her persona to include her fallen twin. My blood skill showed the merger, I could even sense what remained of Abigale clinging to Alexia. I am sure this sight would have driven most anyone to madness, but I have been properly mad and returned, so I managed only to water my eyes at the sight. 
 
    “Mother, I see you’ve wasted no time finding a new war to wage, and you’ve brought along strange company as well. I see your rumored tastes in women have not improved in two centuries.”  
 
    Alexia said, her tone was clipped and short. Olaf clinched beside me, and I grabbed his bicep to paralyze him from saying or doing anything stupid. He felt the power of my silent command in how I touched the nerve in his arm. To his great credit, he did not make a single sound, despite how painful the touch must have been to endure. 
 
    “Alexia… you are so beautiful. I love your hair, and you look like you’ve been well. I heard you got married, bugger I wanted to be there!” 
 
    I babbled to my daughter and she seemed to run through a sea of different emotions as I rambled. 
 
    “Quickly get to the point before I lose interest in what you have to say.” 
 
    She said, sounding a lot like me when I was queen. I smiled at her, knowing full well that even if she was not completely cross with me, Alexia could hardly be expected to cry on command for her old mum.  
 
    “Right, your time is precious now. We discovered an alarming threat to your kingdom. A draugr has been killing Lycans and humans, turning them into ghouls to do their bidding. The draugr, he as much as implied he is behind more than one of the royal deaths worldwide in the recent years. Alexia, you’re in danger, he has set his sights upon you and your kingdom.” 
 
    She seemed to think about this for a prolonged moment. 
 
    “Your first act as a free woman was to go chasing wolf tail and picking fights with mythological beasts? Of course, we were always second place to your exciting adventures.” 
 
    Alexia murmured in a terse tone. I felt like her tone cut me like the flick of an extremely deadly whip. It took everything inside me not to flinch from her raw painful tone.  
 
    “Alexia, you’re not listening to me. I would never have bothered you like this if I felt there was another option. I realize this is your kingdom now, and I did not wish to do any damage. We all just happened to track a series of killings back to this being. I was not looking for any of this!” 
 
    She hissed at me, baring her fangs similar to how Abigale and she had done when they were rebellious teenagers.  
 
    “So great to know you were not planning to come to see me, mum!” 
 
    She said in a baleful tone and I threw up my hands and exclaimed, “I’m sorry, it’s not as if I meant it that way! You cannot begin to fathom two centuries of darkness Alexia. I was simply trying to figure out how to walk this new world and learn all these devilish devices. I didn’t have a plan. It’s not as if I’ve studied up on proper post-hibernation etiquette.” 
 
    I put in excitedly and several of her guards rushed towards me, and I sighed. 
 
    “Bugger,” 
 
    I murmured, and I snapped a bloody gaze at them, and I could feel the blood-command freezing their blood in terror. 
 
    “Do not dare attack me! I defended your ancestors for countless generations! I came in peace, and I shall leave in peace you ungrateful fecking brats.” 
 
    I hissed, and I turned and helped the limping wolf back into the SUV. Alexia was the only one not frozen in my blood-terror. My blood provided safety for her.  
 
    “My court will see this display as a challenge.” 
 
    I turned and considered her and gave her a firm chastening look. 
 
    “Consider this my final spanking rolling over from your youth, Alexia. Besides, you have true terrors waiting outside these gates, I suggest you overcome whatever differences you may have with the other local immortals. Things are only going to get bloody from henceforth. Do not try to attack this draugr by yourself. Daughter, even I am not certain I can best him and that was with the aid of three powerful wolves at my side.” 
 
    I told her, and Alexia seemed to simmer. I could feel all her anger was charged and channeled on me. It did not require a psychic invasion of her brain to figure that she had blamed me for a lot of her issues after I was locked away. That was probably a very natural reaction for a youth thrust into such a terrifyingly violent and turbulent job so soon after losing nearly her entire support system.  
 
    “I’m terribly sorry that you lost so much, Alexia. I am incredibly proud of the woman and leader you have risen yourself to become. I do not take any credit for this, because you managed it all without my aid.” 
 
    I told her, and she seemed to deflate and expel a long breath. 
 
    “Fine, go mum. You cannot come to court or calling at my home. You must know this, or else I will be asked to demand fealty of you. Perish that thought, because we both know that it will cause a war neither of us wants.” 
 
    I felt my eyes water and I nodded. 
 
    “Aye, we’re both too stubborn to submit. I raised ye, I still remember how bloody terrible your temper was when I tried to get ye to mind me. I knew even then that you were going to be a queen one day.” 
 
    I said, and I wiped my eyes, and I turned and climbed into the back seat of the SUV with the two injured wolves. I felt a strong desire to cozy up to something furry and hot right now. 
 
    Olaf eyed me and arched a quizzical brow. 
 
    “When did you manage to get your blood terror to work and not target me in the cross-fire?” 
 
    He inquired because it used to only work by hitting everything in my range. However, I seemed to have unknowingly controlled it better this time. 
 
    “Feck if I know, considering this whole bloody world is changed and queer to me. Jesus wept, here fecking guards were about to try to behead me like a common criminal! They’re extremely lucky I remembered that they were her guards and not mine!” 
 
    Olaf sniggered and I felt the moment the blood-terror broke on the vampyrs of Alexia’s public home on the court.  
 
    “She has been fed a pack of shit from that bastard father of hers. I told you that you should have fucking gotten rid of him centuries ago!” 
 
    Olaf said, and I huffed and glared at him in the mirror. 
 
    “Considering he talked Alexia into turning him, I most certainly wish to relieve him of his fangs and his fecking cock. Force him to go through life sucking blood through a bloody straw and wishing to recall the days when he could plug a vagina with his member. That would be poetic, no? What good is immortality if you can’t fuck or feed as you wish?” 
 
    Olaf chuckled darkly and Aurelia murmured, “You are a lot more brutal than your reputation depicts. I had thought you were just some prissy self-important vampyr high on her own propaganda.”  
 
    I gave her a narrowed look and sarcastically stated, “Thanks, lass. So glad ye have such high opinions of me.” 
 
    She seemed to feel slightly abashed if her eyes were anything to go off.  
 
    “He is correct, I have heard of Alexia’s father. He has a rather spotty reputation where the other immortal communities are concerned. He keeps up the airs and pretenses of vampyr king father. But he is a bully and has been known to push around those weaker than him physically. He is so raveled in Alexia’s skirt hem that the lycanthropes have been too worried to approach him with retribution.” 
 
    I massaged my temple as I took in everything that had just transpired. I felt mild comfort from the wall of fur around me. When we parked at the hotel, I invited everyone up. Despite the lingering stench of stigma between our two species, Aurelia took me up on my offer. 
 
    *** 
 
    “Talk about being a damn brat! She’s lucky I was all jacked up and not on my own turf!” 
 
    I frowned at Aurelia’s words and asked, “Who was jack?” 
 
    Olaf snorted and so did the other two males currently gorging themselves on prime rib and steak special ordered from a near-by five-star restaurant. I guess high-dinning establishments deliver with this Grub Hub thing he used. 
 
    “Why don’t ye lot focus on the bones before you end up choking and we’re forced to beat the bloody bone free from yer throats.”  
 
    Aurelia sniggered at this and nodded in agreement. 
 
    “Well, technically, we would be doing the Heimlich maneuver, but that’s ok. We can explain that concept to you later.”  
 
    I filed that away in my mind for later inquiry.  
 
    “You’re a wee bit lost, but we’ll sort you outright good, lass.” 
 
    Olaf said and I shivered at his deep tone, his words almost sounded perversely ominous in some unexplainable manner.  
 
    “On another topic, these mortals sure have perfected the art of fine dining. I’ve never tasted anything as exquisite as this dinner. Bear in mind I have dined with countless royals around the world for centuries. Despite the simpler times, they were hardly simple people.” 
 
    Olaf nodded and said, “Aye, most of the reason I stuck with you back then was for the food and all the free maidens as well.” 
 
    The Lycans nodded in approval of the vampyr male. I laughed briefly and rolled my eyes. 
 
    “I seem to recall being forced to rush a certain Viking Lord to the fairy doctor to remove a severe case of…” 
 
    He cut me off and said, “Hemorrhoids, yes a terrible affliction back in those days.” 
 
    The other males cringed, and Aurelia chuckled, clearly knowing he was covering up the truth. It was hard to lie to a Lycan, much less an apex. However, no one seemed in any rush to visit the origin of Olaf’s mystery ailment. I could not blame them in the slightest! As I recall, many men had to visit the fairy doctor that year of court. I could have told them at a single glance and one sniff which of the so-called maidens was dispensing the ailment, but I was far too amused watching them all agonize over the ramifications of their dalliances.  
 
    “Sure, we shall go with hemorrhoids. What brought you to the cemetery by the way?” 
 
    I asked Olaf, and he grinned at me in a wolfish manner. 
 
    “You’re roaming about in a world you barely recognize, forgive a man his worries.” 
 
    I collected dirty dishes and moved them and the empty cart to the doorway. After the delicious meal, I allowed my mind to become trapped in flashy TV movies. Watching the human interactions and sipping on some chilled blood was possibly the best remedy for my sadness. Alexis was supremely cross with me. Our row had been public enough to incite her guards.  
 
    Olaf left me in silence mostly, and Aurelia was kind enough to select movie shows which she believed might interest me. One of the shows she seemed particularly fond of was certainly appealing, a Western Action called Wynona Earp. We watched four entire hours of the show before I realized how much time had passed.  
 
    “Well, I have to go to an early meeting this morning. I shall bid you all good night.” 
 
    Olaf told me, and I blinked and nodded. 
 
    “Still traversing the day, I see?” 
 
    He shrugged and said, “Aye, when you spent your youth often trapped in the sun unable to escape its painful rays, you just grow accustomed to the pain.” 
 
    Explaining, I nodded slightly and said, “What you wouldn’t have given for these modern transport devices, no?” 
 
    He conceded and said, “Aye, My Lady. I bid thee a wonderful evening. I could offer any of you lot a ride to your homes if you so require?” 
 
    He asked the Lycans and I put in, “Ye are also welcome to stay put if you’d rather rest up and heal. I assure you that my species does not sip of Lycans like the monster we faced tonight.”  
 
    Aurelia seemed to consider this for a long moment. She looked at her injured men and she shrugged. 
 
    “I believe we shall accept your kindness tonight, Mavis. I’d rather not have my people in the open while we are physically vulnerable tonight.” 
 
    I nodded in agreement and said, “Aye, that bugger was rather vicious. I’m going to have to consult my monster books to see what information I can find on this draugr. Aurelia, you are welcome to any research my people have compiled. We have always had a habit of documenting everything we discover. Also, I believe our local Viking will need to use this morning to consider what is the fullest account he can give us of his experience with this draugr.” 
 
    Olaf seemed to hesitate and finally, he sighed and bobbed his head in concession.  
 
    “I’ll see where I have hidden my logs from that era. Just know that if the ancients come to New Orleans, they will know I have betrayed their orders for you, Mavis.” 
 
    I grinned at him and said, “I’d be more worried about the indestructible vampyr without a pulse or a soul. Besides, even if I don’t relish a conflict with the old ones, I can stand my ground against them. They need to learn how to share information. This entire ordeal might have been prevented had our species and the Lycans known what the draugr could do and that they existed.”  
 
    Aurelia and the Lycans nodded widely in agreement with this.  
 
    “I must say, you do not reflect the views and opinions my people held for vampyrs of your era, Mavis. Were you always this brazen and out of step with your political climate?”  
 
    Olaf chuckled at that question as he swished out the door in a flurry of speed. I rolled my eyes and said, “I’m just not one to suffer bullies. Be them human or immortal.” 
 
    Aurelia bit her lip and she leaned back in her seat.  
 
    “Well, I promise not to drag you like a suspect to murder victims again.” 
 
    She said, and I giggled and said, “Apology accepted, Aurelia, but I would still rather you call me on this devilish device if you do find victims and need a consultation. I find that I have some passion for investigating these murders. Using my senses for a positive cause is a nice experience.” 
 
    Aurelia licked her lips and added, “You’re not at all what I had pictured when I studied about you growing up. You sounded a lot more like a frothing monster queen who held a rigid grip on her kingdom.” 
 
    I smiled and said, “Aye, that was the way of things back in my era, Lass. I was not allowed to be a woman or even myself. I lived mainly for my subjects. One sign of weakness would mean lives were lost. In a way, the damn coffin may have been the best thing for me. Because I am at least freed now from the burden of being a monarch.” 
 
    She seemed to comprehend my meaning well enough. I did not press her to see if her family felt similar, because I knew they did. Her grandfather was not a friend exactly, but I was most surely the only white woman he seemed to trust enough to treat with. 
 
    “I believe what grandpa misses the most is the wide-open planes to roam and hunt. Back when we defended the simple migrant human tribe of the area and roamed freely without fear of being shot at by hunters or settlers.” 
 
    I nodded my understanding and said, “It was tragic how the various factions of peoples from Europe and the British Isles treated your people. Those of us who spoke out were in the minority. Beings of all types are often too myopic to look beyond the views and needs of their own people and see how they are affecting those around them.” 
 
    Aurelia nodded and asked, “What would you say was the largest difference between the Indigenous and the white men?” 
 
    She asked, and I answered almost instantly. 
 
    “They valued different things, they worshiped different beings, and each believed they held possession of the land beneath them. It was simply two completely opposing views clashing endlessly until the land was swallowed up by the invading masses. This was not a pleasant time in history, and I assure you, it was far crueler to behold daily as a queen, yet powerless to stop the tides of human war and ravaging around me.” 
 
    Many may have picked easier topics to discuss when learning about another, but Aurelia was like me. She was a leader and a deep thinker. She was forever putting forth the large issues of the big picture in her mind. I admired her deeply, beyond the initial physical sexual desire I felt upon meeting her. She was a woman of principle and she was not fearful to ask a powerful immortal tough the questions. Nor was she afraid to keep pointing out all the manners of objects and devices I did not yet understand. 
 
    “How do you know that Alexia has not moved your research?” 
 
    Aurelia asked, and I shrugged and said, “I can’t be sure, but I see no reason why she would need to. They are well hidden, and the building is also easily fortified from intruders.” 
 
    Aurelia frowned slightly and asked, “Then how do you know it will not be closed to you now?” 
 
    I grinned and winked at her playfully. 
 
    “Because like any proper ruler savvy in the art of hidden chambers as the Masons or the other human and immortal groups of my era was, I knew how to build myself back entrances to my hidden coffers and my storehouses of texts.” 
 
    Aurelia seemed to consider this for a long moment. 
 
    “You’re not telling me you were a Mason, were you?” 
 
    I chuckled and said, “Heavens no, those mortals believed their secrets were too delicate and complex for the female mind. Like most secret societies, they held a large emphasis on sexual domination. Even if they had offered me a spot, I would have denied them on principle.” 
 
    She laughed at this, and her men seemed to watch us interact, but they did not seem to care to put anything into the conversation. They were here simply to heal and keep eyes on Aurelia. I’d seen this behavior in Lycan men before. They were fiercely loyal to their females, and the apex female above all was like the most sacrosanct member of their pack and tribe. Even if she was not yet the ruler of the entire tribe. She represented the power and the nurture of the future of the species. She birthed future leaders and she led the hunt. These were both the most treasured parts of the Lycanthrope tribe.  
 
    “I can show you to the guest bedrooms if you like. There is enough space for all of you to stretch out and get comfortable. The benefit of having a three-bedroom penthouse left in your name since the late seventeen-hundreds, I suppose.” 
 
    I told her, and Aurelia shook her head and clicked a button on her remote device and the screen went to black.  
 
    “I’m sure we can spread ourselves out. It’s rather late now, thanks for the food and the surprising company, I guess.” 
 
    She said, and she bit down on her lip. I smiled at her, and I did not press any possible advantage against her. Aurelia was still not fully aware of who she was, and I knew I had time. I also had an interest in who she was, not simply her beautiful curves and tender virginal sex.  
 
    “I will bid thee good evening then, Lady Aurelia. Gentlemen, pleasant sleep, and hopefully those wounds will be whole in the morrow.” 
 
    The Lycans all bobbed their heads nearly as one and headed off to the two other rooms. I pretended not to notice that the men were taking turns sleeping at the door to Aurelia’s bedroom. I did not take insult at their defense of their princess. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Eleven: 
 
    When I woke up the Lycans were all gone, but Aurelia left a thank you note from my stationary stock. She also left her cell phone number, so I was certain to keep in contact with her. Olaf was waiting for me with a delectable-smelling breakfast. He obviously rushed through his morning meetings to be free when I roused from my slumber.  
 
    The sun was still high in the sky, radiating infernal rays of scalding heat even through the dark curtains. Vampyrs do not burn in the sun as some human mythoi say, but the sun does in fact burn of skin with exposure. Like it would a human, only our sensitivity to the sun is magnified. There is no actual way to kill a vampyr with the sun, just annoy the feck out of us.  
 
    “Morning, what did ye do, rob an angel in heaven of their meal? That smells simply heavenly.”  
 
    I commented, and Olaf poured a large wine glass full of what was an exceptionally rare type of blood. I could trace its roots all around Europe. I could see in my mind’s eye every village and town each generation who contributed to this person’s blood lineage.  
 
    “Aye, I robbed an angel. As if I need more reason for any divine being to be cross with me, Mavis.” 
 
    Olaf joked lightly, and I laughed and bobbed my head and I prowled closer to the table.  
 
    “Aye, aye, yer dance card in the afterlife will be rather full I imagine. Who amongst us cannot say similar? I don’t believe it is possible to have lived a full and meaningful life without procuring skeletons in your cupboards.” 
 
    He nodded and gruffly grunted a confirmation.  
 
    “Mavis, I’m not at all sure we have the power to stop what you discovered. When last I fought the draugr, we had dozens of ancients and scores upon scores of northern vampyr soldiers battle-hardened by centuries on end of combat. We lost half our forces to imprison ten of these creatures. Their ghouls alone laid to waste the northern human armies. By the time we were upon them, much of the Vikings of that period dwindled in the assaults.” 
 
    My chest constricted and I expelled a haggard breath. 
 
    “A devil worthy of hell has descended upon these shores. Come what may, I will break my body upon his might before I allow him to touch my Alexia. She might loathe me, but I will not allow anything to befall her.” 
 
    I said in an ardent tone, and Olaf seemed somber and he nodded stiffly after several very long moments pause.  
 
    “Then we shall go out together. Heavens know I am not cut out for this life minus my favorite former queen. These past two centuries have been bloody boring without you, Mavis. No number of tight-bodied wenches could ever replace the hole your loss caused in my soul.” 
 
    I laughed and threw my head back in wild amusement. My red hair flew in every direction with a slight frizzled effect on my morning hair.  
 
    “I’ve never heard such a ghastly and perverse way of telling a lady she is missed keenly. Olaf, how about you never bring up your wenches in the same breath you speak your feelings of me, yeah?” 
 
    He smiled darkly in such a manner as to silently express his lack of sorrow for his misstep. He was my devil, and I have come to appreciate his brand of brutish perversion.  
 
    “It’s a miracle Alexia allows me to speak to her board members every couple of mornings. However, I suppose she anticipates me behaving slightly better while I am amidst mortals.” 
 
    I nodded in agreement. 
 
    “Certainly, she would have killed you if she believed you were going to flash them your fecking knickers or something.” 
 
    Olaf smirked as if I had just given him an innovative idea.  
 
    “Bugger all, if ye do that now I will bear the blame you bloody barbarian.” 
 
    I told him and warned him in the same breath. Olaf seemed to only become more amused with me now. I hissed and sat down looking over the spread of foods. He had prepared sausages and eggs, along with large round hot cakes coated with butter and some sweet-smelling sticky substance. 
 
    “What the devil is on these hotcakes?” 
 
    I asked, and he looked at me as if I were astounding him with my stupidity. 
 
    “That is maple syrup. It tastes when mixed with butter and hotcakes. It is almost like smoking opioids, except without the nasty effects.” 
 
    I gave him a glare of disapproval. I was one of the few who saw the long-term problems drugs could cause well before they were common issues. Now, heroin is one of the largest global causes of death and destruction. I spoke of such potential when I first began to see how some Madams were using it to hook their girls and make them dull and compliant to be better whores. I banned the stuff in my region, and I killed smugglers I caught selling it. Even back then I saw how that poison was going to spread and cause misery in its wake. 
 
    “I could have found a better way of phrasing that, my apologies.” 
 
    I nodded accepting his sincere regrets. 
 
    “I was not at all satisfied with the state of the worlds when I woke up, Olaf. You remember how I used to carry on about the problems that garbage was going to rouse in our planet.” 
 
    He hummed in confirmation and said, “Your thoughts were ever clear on that matter and accurate. I sometimes wondered if you were hiding Nostradamus up yer knickers. Alas, I have never had the courage or death wish to check for myself on that matter.” 
 
    I flashed fangs mischievously and quipped, “I’d have removed yer testicles, my dear Olaf.” 
 
    He shivered in some phantom pain from his imagination.  
 
    “You are a violent lady, Mavis. It is a wonder you manage to make so many friends. Your little she-wolf was taken with you, even if she did not wish to be.” 
 
    He stated in observation and I smiled at this. 
 
    “I was hoping that I read her correctly. Lycans can sometimes deceive my sense a bit, but usually only the ancient ones, like her grandfather the reigning apex of Wildriver. Speaking of, how will he likely respond to my awakening?” 
 
    Olaf bobbed his head wide. 
 
    “Positively, as best I can guess. He is mostly neutral with Alexia, but his opinion of her is not as high as his feelings for you. Then again, Alexia never bloodied her claws and fangs to protect Lycans as you have. She’s simply stuck to the treaty you established. She sent him any Lycan criminals or rule breakers intact and he did the same for her with vampyrs.” 
 
    I smiled at this and nodded in approval.  
 
    “Sounds like she has been extremely focused on internal problems. She is simply not damaging local Lycan relations, which is wise when you don’t have the spare focus for a two-front war.” 
 
    Olaf grunted again in agreement and said, “Aye, she has struggled. And with all the royals killed, powerful vampyrs around the world have fled to other territories and challenged the monarchs. Alexia received the bulk of these sieges because she appears the softest target.” 
 
    I hissed from my maternal rage at this.  
 
    “I will have names of any who still draw breath. I will send her their spines in a box.” 
 
    Olaf seemed to love this idea, and he scratched his chin. 
 
    “That does sound like a great time, but I am afraid Alexia will see it as an insult to her personal capabilities.” 
 
    I sighed and murmured, “It’s my bloody right as her mum. If mums cannot vanquish yer foes, then what good are we, Olaf?” 
 
    He smiled and his fangs gleamed in the defused light leaking into the apartment.  
 
    “I fear there is no appropriate reply to that which will not land me in danger of your ire, My Lady. Alexia has culled most of the treasonous rabble-rousers. She is your daughter, I assure you, her brutality in battle does not lack in imagination. Beyond the ancients, I do not imagine many vampyrs would relish battling Alexia. Not after all the grizzly displays, she has made of those who believed her soft.” 
 
    My heart heated and clenched at the same time in maternal pride. That may sound positively psychotic to a mortal, but when you are a monarch of vampyrs, you must have a healthy level of ruthlessness in your blood. There is no place for weakness on the throne.  
 
    “She sounds like a force of nature. I wish I could have watched her rise to this powerful young vampyr queen she has become. As it stands, she seems to hate me, Olaf.” 
 
    He shook his head widely and said, “No My Lady, she is simply sad and hurt because life has been hard and cruel to Alexia. She is a paranoid youth and her fecking father has only fueled this in her. He often tells her of others plotting against her. He wishes to keep her all to himself, so he can hide behind her position in wealth and comfort.” 
 
    Olaf told me, and I grit my teeth and lanced a sausage with my fork.  
 
    “Assuming this is the case, I would have him flayed for this!” 
 
    I said in a brutally cold tone. Olaf shook his head even wider now. 
 
    “That would only cement her opinions against you, My Lady. She would see it as an act of war, and you would end up in conflict with her. Alexia is a wise and clever young lady. I have been allowing her to work out his games for herself. Besides, what is he going to do to her? He will not kill her to take her throne, because that would require holding it against assassins. Why do that, when he can be the royal adviser to the queen and live fat and happy?”  
 
    Olaf asked me rhetorically and I felt a shiver rush down my spine. 
 
    “Feck me, Olaf, I truly am horrid at selecting male mates. Remind me why I picked him?!” 
 
    I demanded, and he shook his head and said, “I believe your exact words were, “At least he’s not English or French.” 
 
    I grit my teeth and sigh. 
 
    “I take it all back, I should have just fucked one of those pretty French men. At least they would more likely have walked away and left me in peace.” 
 
    He nodded and said, “Or they would have caused Alexia to have some horrible snail and frog fetish.” 
 
    He joked and I frowned at him. He grinned wide and said, “If you were more caught up on French cooking right now, you would know how funny that joke was.” 
 
    I took a big bite of the sausage and the flavor exploded in my mouth.  
 
    “My heavens, no wonder so many people are obese now.” 
 
    I commented and Olaf laughed lightly, and he began to eat as well.  
 
    “Are you going to work on your modern era studies some more? Do you require any aid operating your laptop?” 
 
    He asked me, and I gave him a sharp look. 
 
    “I managed keenly; I am learning. I will spend some time studying before I head out tonight and show our resident apex to my private research on all things immortal.” 
 
    Olaf wiped his lips and asked, “Tell me, are you truly of the opinion that the Lycans will side with us? They have been very passive-aggressive for decades now.” 
 
    I looked at him and nodded. 
 
    “I am not Alexia, nor am I even apart of a vampyr clan anymore. They will respect me, or they will be carried out to a healer.” 
 
    He laughed again and we ate in relative silence enjoying the delicious food and the rare blood.    
 
      
 
          
 
        
 
      
 
                            
 
        
 
     
 
            
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Twelve: 
 
    My afternoon was spent studying the culture of the present and committing to memory the vast number of inventions now considered commonplace in the daily life of a modern woman.  
 
    “It’s just a bit amusing to me that the mortals have yet to invent something handier with a woman’s cycle. It’s still basically just plugging our body with a soft and absorbent object.” 
 
    Olaf plugged his ears and sang to himself. 
 
    “I’d rather never hear anything about that again! Feck woman, yer ruining the two most sacred things to a vampyr male, for me!” 
 
    I laughed as we moved through the dark streets of the French Quarter. All the local artists were sill out even beyond daylight. Many were still trying to sell off their wares and their painting. While the times changed there was something akin to the old marketplaces one could discover in major metropolises even in the early days of civilization. Humans and other immortals as well were such social creatures that we all longed to move freely amidst others and peruse the trappings and valuables made with the power of artistic expression. Everyone was forever attempting to relate to others.  
 
    Humans have always been keen on figuring out ways to barter, trade, and sell anything they can create, for that which they cannot create. A place where the needs overlap and exchange ensuring the survival of the species. Despite all the war and violence in the history of humanity, this open trade concept has often prevented the destruction of the species.  
 
    “What is that big mind of yours roaming off about now?” 
 
    Olaf inquired, and I shrugged. 
 
    “Just that the more things have changed, the more they appear to stay the same. The wares might change, but the concept of barter and trade is ancient, it brings me comfort to see something so fundamentally the same as last I walked this earth.” 
 
    I told him, and Olaf snorted. 
 
    “Oh sure, but now you can buy missiles and even deadly viruses in the black market.”  
 
    I blinked and took this in. 
 
    “I assume the term black market still means what it did in our circles two centuries ago?” 
 
    I asked, and Olaf nodded. 
 
    “Any, the mortals believe they coined the term when really they borrowed it from our people.”  
 
    “Well, not exactly our people as much as the daemons. They are the ones who lack the concept of good and evils and will sell anything so long as it fetches them a keen price.” 
 
    Olaf huffed and rolled his eyes. 
 
    “Same difference, because I meant ‘we’ as in immortals.” 
 
    I touched his arm and whispered sternly, “Keep yer voice down! We don’t need these lot any the wiser!”  
 
    Olaf swung his arm out and suddenly began to sing aloud,” Do you want to live forever?!” 
 
    I gave him a hard look and he kept singing a queer song I knew not. 
 
    “We’re the princes of the universe, born to be free!” 
 
    He sang, and I hissed and turned away from the mortals to hide my fangs. 
 
    “Feck man, are you mental!? Do ye wish to incite a fecking torch baring mob?!” 
 
    I demanded and I laughed in a deep roar and swung his hand out encompassing all the mortals around us. 
 
    “That does not mean what you might think it would to these mortals. I need to introduce you to the Highlander. Feck woman, that was a funny one, and yer sittin’ here with yer knickers all twisted up while I sing the theme song to a TV series!” 
 
    He roared in deep masculine laughter. I sighed and massaged my temples and then I smacked him in the chest. 
 
    “Stop fecking with me like that ye beast! Also, I believe I asked you to stop mentioning me knickers now?” 
 
    Olaf appeared completely unphased by my request or the stern look on my features. Part of me felt that I should give him a proper beating, but I was leery of such actions because this big brute tended to like the abuse of women. Looking back to his less than brilliant dating history, I could see a pattern of destructive behavior from him and to him. Olaf always managed to find the ones even more fecked in the mind than himself. Usually, he stuck to whores, because he knew he could also sneak in a nibble of blood consensually and they’d never realize that it was more than a bit of sexual kink. 
 
    “My Lady, I assure you if I were fecking with you, you’d feel it rather quickly. After all, there is a lot of me to feel while fecking is involved.” 
 
    He said, and I smacked his chest hard eliciting a cough from him.  
 
    “Ye do realize I am going to kill you one of these days.” 
 
    I told him, and he nodded. 
 
    “Aye lass, I have been a dead man walking since I first set foot one on yer ancient Celtic shores of Ireland.”  
 
    I smiled and nodded in agreement. 
 
    “Damn right, I simply have not contrived the reason for your death yet.” 
 
    I joked, and we morosely amused ourselves in a backhanded version of a possible truth. I had no actual designs on killing Olaf, but my temper certainly made it appear the opposite at times. I just felt more comfortable with expressing my feelings and my annoyance with Olaf. He was at times compared to being my court jester. He did not like that comparison, mainly because he believed it cut into the number of willing maidens he could plunder in a single week. In retrospect, it was bloody miraculous that Olaf did not end up with a legion of dhampir offspring plotting his demise. Because he certainly laid with enough women to create an entire army of half-Vikings.  
 
    “What is in that head of yers now?” 
 
    He asked and I smiled and said, “Nothing, just about time to meet up with our favorite she-wolf.” 
 
    I told him, and Olaf seemed to become a bit tense. 
 
    “My Lady, are you certain you can trust her as you have been?” 
 
    I shrugged and said, “I am certain her men are asking similar of her. Someone needs to be bigger than these ancient species polarities. I’ve always maintained that peace is discovered in the vicarious juggle of many different creatures' needs at the same time. This world has become a very small place to live. If we don’t move forward, we will kill each other off or the humans will do it for us.” 
 
    I told him, and Olaf grunted and bobbed his head. 
 
    “You have not changed very much, My Lady. Despite what you seem to believe about yourself.” 
 
    Olaf stated sincerely and I kicked a loose rock as we walked onward.  
 
    “I’m a lot more fecked in the head than I would like to admit, my friend. The coffin certainly took it out of me.” 
 
    I confided to him, and he seemed shocked at the admission.  
 
    “That much time enclosed, you’d be crazy if you believed nothing was wrong with you, Mavis.” 
 
    That amused me and I shrugged slightly. 
 
    “The entire time, all I saw were delusions of Abigale as a woman grown. I lived countless lives with her only to watch her die repeatedly.” 
 
    Olaf seemed to appear deeply saddened. 
 
    “I loved Abby; she was like my own. She was the one most like you of the twins.” 
 
    I bit my lip and refused to nod and confirm that, but it was the truth. Alexia was a lot more her own woman. She was always a mystery to me. Abigale was easy to read. She had my exact brand of headstrong behavior and brash thinking. I’d never tell Alexia, but I often had believed Abigale would rule. Mainly because she was so like me. That is not to say that Alexia has done poorly. In fact, her survival for two centuries from the age of fifteen on is extremely impressive. She had her own variety of toughness and capability which was both similar and dissimilar at the same exact time.  
 
    “I suppose most twins are conflicting beings. Both like two sides of a coin. I love both the girls equally, and I admire all the differences between them. Though I always felt Abigale was far easier to connect with. She made it extremely easy even when she was trying to drive me mental with her stubbornness.” 
 
    Olaf grunted a deep confirmation and snorted. 
 
    “She certainly was a wild-fire of beauty and power. I cannot tell you how sorry I am. I should have done more before I left or moved my journey to another day.” 
 
    Olaf insisted and I touched his arm. 
 
    “We could not have known that the mortals were so bent on taking me out. They were surprisingly silent on the matter for that period. Even looking back now, I cannot begin to explain how they managed to organize an assassination attempt comprising of dozens of musketeers on my lawn.” 
 
    I said, and I felt the visceral pain roiling through my bones as the memories came up bidden from my recollection. 
 
    “I simply cannot forgive myself for failing you and the girls so terribly. I would not blame you if you demanded my head.” 
 
    I touched his arm and shook my head. 
 
    “You did nothing wrong. I have had two centuries to see that day unfold in my head repeatedly. I am certain you did nothing wrong, Olaf. I am only sorry that my slaughter was not fully realized. Even now, I have to fight off the urge to track down those with the same names as the ones who killed my Abigale.” 
 
    Olaf gave me a slight smirk and I felt the pulse of power and the deep heady scent of delectable apex female. I licked my lips and turned as Aurelia approached me in a short jean material skirt and a black shirt that had a strange text. 
 
    “What is Nirvana?” 
 
    I asked, and Olaf laughed.  
 
    “That is a band, grunge rock, even vampyrs cannot understand what the lead singer is saying half the time. You’d probably hate them on principle alone.”  
 
    He informed me, and I blinked as I absorbed this new data. I also found myself trying to imagine a singer mumbling into a modern microphone. I was not certain how such amplification could ever be confusing to understand.  
 
    “Good evening, Aurelia, how is the tribe faring today?” 
 
    I asked, and she nodded. 
 
    “Fine, and grandpa wished to extend an invitation to come out and share in the bounty with the tribe tomorrow night. He said that he would not refuse some of the meat pies you used to bring him.” 
 
    I smiled fondly and nodded. 
 
    “Aye, tell him that I shall come with ample supply.” 
 
    She looked to Olaf and added “You are invited as well. Apparently, he does not hate you.” 
 
    I threw my head back and laughed at this declaration. 
 
    “Oh, Olaf, that is certainly the highest praise ye could ever receive from the Lycanthrope head apex! At least he is wise enough to leave it that vague.” 
 
    Olaf grinned and showed some fang as paced beside me.  
 
    “Where precisely are we headed?” 
 
    Aurelia asked, and I waved vaguely ahead. 
 
    “Once we reach the next block, there should be a hidden entrance to a subterranean repository of my tomes.” 
 
    I answered, and Olaf added, “Aye, she is obsessed with creating little hidey-hole to stash her valuables. It’s like she is part vampyr squirrel.” 
 
    I smacked his chest again and Olaf let loose a low “uff” of pain.”  
 
    Aurelia giggled and said, “I am surprised you don’t beat him more violently and more often. He is a very obnoxious male most of the time.”   
 
    I nodded in agreement and said, “Aye, but he is still my obnoxious male, so I offer many stays of execution fer him.” She seemed to find this deeply amusing. 
 
    ***   
 
    “Why is it so much of immortal New Orleans is underground near where all the bodies are?” 
 
    Aurelia inquired, and I cunningly grinned at her. 
 
    “This is simply an entrance to the hidden catacombs. We’re ultimately going to a junction which houses my underground repository of texts and information.” 
 
    I explained to Aurelia as she cucked beneath the opening in the wall of an aging factory building. The uses for which had varied over the past two centuries but had always belonged to a company under the wing of my family interests.  
 
    “I had often wondered about this old building, why it was no one could seem to get it torn down. It seems a bit of an eyesore for the edge of the French Quarter.” 
 
    Aurelia stated, and her two male Lycans followed after her as she entered the stairway down into the catacombs beneath the streets of New Orleans. These were not connected to the main subsystems of the streets of the city. These were deeper and burrowed well beneath the human sewer system. However, that was not to say they smelled of roses.  
 
    As we entered plenty of moldy smells collided with my nose as I followed the three Lycans. 
 
    “Make your first left and then follow the passage all the way to the far end, it will be the final right at the very end of the passage. I will need to unlock it for us to enter.” 
 
    I explained, and Aurelia hummed her understanding as she dodged and weaved around cobwebs.  
 
    “Just because I am a wolf does not mean I relish any parts of this mess! “ 
 
    She confessed, and I snickered in mild amusement. 
 
    “I assure you; this is far from pleasant for me as well, My Lady. I am simply accustomed to placing my valuables where they are hard to find. Mortals tend to have very sticky fingers with discovered treasures. And they don’t realize so many of the plundered treasures they uncover have immortal owners just waiting to retrieve them.”  
 
    She seemed to realize something and said, “That makes me wonder about many discoveries that find themselves in museums. And the number of high-end art and collectible thefts for seeming anonymous wealthy patrons.” 
 
    I tipped my head slightly and hummed. 
 
    “Sounds like vampyrs simply taking back what belongs to them. I cannot blame them, and I would even congratulate them assuming they are not murdering anyone in the process.” 
 
    I said, and she shrugged. 
 
    “Not typically, no. However, large money means large risks with some of these theft jobs.” 
 
    We stepped down into the tunnel proper once we ran out of stairs. The passage was only about five-feet-tall. Aurelia and I had less of an issue than the two males and Olaf. All of them were struggling and nearly about to crawl to make progress at times.  
 
    “Note to self, make sure you don’t skimp on the height of your tunnels next time!” 
 
    Olaf grumped at me, and I laughed and sighed. 
 
    “Alas, I did not specify to the mortals constructing this that it was meant to be my means of retrieving my tomes after their people were long dust.” 
 
    My tone was casual, and Aurelia arched her brow and turned as best she could to look at me. Our faces were close together now and I wet my lips on impulse. She noticed the response and I felt her embarrassment as if it were my own in this confined space. Her blood was pumping in my ears at a deafening crescendo of sexual tension and wanton confusion.  
 
    “Are you planning to open this door any time today or are ye lasses going to simply eye-fuck one another for the next fortnight?!” 
 
    Olaf interrupted and I swung around and hissed at him and smacked him over the head like the impertinent ape he was behaving as. Aurelia seemed to be flustered and completely on her mental backfoot now. Most vampyrs and lycanthropes do not find one another sexually appealing. The fact that we cannot share blood with Lycans means they typically receive a very frosty reception from our kind. Blood sharing is sacrosanct to vampyrs. What’s more, our species are supposed to be incompatible for mate bonding. Immortals can only have two potential bonds in their entire lifespan. That might seem exceptionally generous, but I am over five-hundred and I have yet to make a single eternal connection to anyone besides my child, which is an entirely different type of bond.  
 
    “By the by, I am about to unlock it now ye goon!”  
 
    I said and hissed harshly as I spoke towards Olaf. He winced realizing he was about to plunge through the icy depths lurking beneath his feet. Olaf was not one for thinking out his actions or words in advance. Usually, he was a crude and blunt instrument. Most queens would never have taken to such a beastly gruff lad as their best friend. However, I found it more fitting to my demeanor to have someone with whom I could argue with. 
 
    He moved aside nearly charging through the two male Lycans like a bull. Aurelia seemed too amused to feel threatened or offended by the constant performance that was Olaf and me. We were likened to the television comedy acts I had attempted to watched last night.  
 
    “Apologies, Princess, I am convinced he was in fact raised in a barn if not in a wilderness cave. Either way, manners tend to be lost on Olaf, unless he expects blood or sex from ye.” 
 
    I explained, and she nodded sagely and said, “Isn’t that the way of all men not simply Viking vampyrs?” 
 
    I shrugged and nodded almost at once. 
 
    “Tis possible, but I have only had scant male relations and usually just to try to have a child. Outside of this, I never paid them much attention sexually.” 
 
    I told her, not at all worried about how this possible vulnerability might threaten me. Aurelia hardly struck me as the type of she-wolf to use emotional manipulation tactics even if they did work on me. The last time someone tried to leverage my sexual proclivities for their gain, they ended up in my dungeons for over a decade before I opted to cast them back into the wild. Not only that, but I also challenged my entire court to step forth in combat if they loathed serving an openly lesbian monarch. Keeping in mind this was back in the sixteen-hundreds. Men expected to have a chance to leverage part of my power by marriage. 
 
    “I tried going all the way with a guy once, but I just didn’t feel like it, yah know.” 
 
    She murmured, and I nodded not bringing further attention to our private conversation. 
 
    “As the Bard said, “To thy own self be true…” 
 
    I bat my lashes and turn back to the door and I freed the old iron key from my pocket.  
 
    “These trousers are ever useful in storage and mobility.” 
 
    I commented to myself, and I felt the eyes on me now. So, I fumbled for the hidden locking mechanism. I knew it was in one of the Gaelic runes, I felt them until I came to the one depicting an epic battle across the top-right-corner. I moved one of the runes aside and I found a well-preserved key slot. I inserted the key, and I heard a massive sequence of turning locks and gears behind the door. 
 
    “What the feck is she opening? It sounds like that damn Harry Potter movie with the chamber with the snake!” 
 
    I didn’t comment, since I had no earthly idea who a Harry Potter was or why he might have a movie with a snake chamber. 
 
    “Ok, we’re going to have to buy her the damn series now, thanks for that!” 
 
    Olaf growled and I smirked as the door slowly raised itself with the old mechanical operated lifting device. The mortals who worked for me had also built a lot of secret society hidden vaults and other various covert locations that should still be unperturbed to this day.  
 
    “It’s almost impossible to imagine there is anyone left who has not seen or read Harry Potter!” 
 
    Aurelia added, and I sighed and murmured, “Sorry lass, we didn’t get new book releases in the coffins. If so, I missed out on my membership card apparently.”  
 
    I commented in gest and she chuckled in amusement. 
 
    “Remind me never to take a long wolf nap for two centuries. It just doesn’t seem like it would be worth all the trouble of catching up.” 
 
    She commented and I hummed in agreement. 
 
    Before us, a massive library unveiled itself being the low doorway. I ducked in and the others followed me. 
 
    “Jesus wept woman; did you raid the Libraries of Alexandria before yer fecking mother sacked the place?!” 
 
    My heart seized for a moment because my mum had in fact been the immortal commander who defeated the eastern men and women of Alexandria. She had meant to preserve the city, but the failing defenders had other plans for it before their demise.  
 
    “No, these are the tomes of Avalon. And before you get rolling, yes that Avalon, and no I was not under any requirement or obligation to inform you that my mum had once been the guardian of the remnants of the most treasured Gaelic marvel minted by the old gods.” 
 
    I ranted directing my tirade at Olaf because I could hear in my mind clearly what he was about to ask me.  
 
    “Holy monkey sack, your mom was like some keeper of the ancient gods?!” 
 
    Aurelia asked, and I shrugged. 
 
    “Aye, it’s how I inherited all the remaining texts of Avalon before the darken fae destroyed the place. Their magiks casters sieged the place and mum squirreled away the texts and some of the valuables before they managed to breach the defenses. In some regards, it is remarkably like the fate of Alexandria really. I suppose I never compared the two sieges before now.” 
 
    I rambled and the three stared at me as if I had grown a Kraken's head beside my normal humanoid one.  
 
    “How come I’ve never heard about this?” 
 
    Olaf asked almost sounding a bit petulant and I sighed. 
 
    “Because I swore to keep the texts safe. I did not believe it wise, because ye might have felt a flight of fancy to take a busty maiden in just to impress her so ye could get in her knickers.”  
 
    Olaf grinned and did not deny this possibility. 
 
    “Well, I mean, if you have Avalon to show someone, ye better be getting laid after or during. I suppose that does sound fair to me.” 
 
    I gave him a dead-eyed look and deadpanned, “So glad you decided to forgive your retched friend, mate. Not sure how I would have managed had ye not been so magnanimous, milord.”  
 
    Olaf shivered and murmured, “Ok, that was just too far! You are never to call me that again unless it is naked, and you are finally open to the possibilities involving handcuffs and a leather whip.”  
 
    I cringed slightly and rubbed my eyes as if they were in pain. 
 
    “I’m going to ask Aurelia to have her mates escort ye off to the closest bar to find a tavern wench to rub thyself upon, lest ye become a truly surly tomcat.” 
 
    I said, and Aurelia blinked. 
 
    “Um, I am a bit worried about the trouble he could get my Lycans into, to allow them to enter a bar with Olaf.” 
 
    She said sincerely and Olaf laughed roaringly as we moved through the dusty but spectacular sight of the seemly endless array of old tomes, scrolls, paintings, and books.  
 
    “Just promise me you will not tell anyone else about this place. I like it intact and not over-run with would-be scholars.” 
 
    I warned them and everyone nodded as we began to figure out how to find the section of books regarding vampyrs and draugr. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Thirteen: 
 
    “Never have I once imagined I would long to see a proper library or even one of those under-sexed glasses-wearing lasses hushin’ me every time, I attempt to find some mid-day action amidst the shelves of the public library.” 
 
    Olaf wistfully sighed and I smacked him in the back of the head, and he yelped.  
 
    “Not the time fer that you bloody beast!” 
 
    I chastised him, and Olaf grinned at me clearly not sorry for his verbal overshare. After all, I have spent over four-centuries listening to him talk about his various conquests or the conquests he imagined having. By the time the erotic novel became a true thing, I was convinced Olaf was born to be just such a novelist, should he ever find the time to learn some proper grammar.  
 
    “All this abuse! A fella might begin to think ye don’t like him.” 
 
    He said, brooding mildly and I rolled my eyes not buying into that sullen act for a single minute. Olaf loved to pout like a petulant three-year-old and as the mum of twins, I remember just how that act went.  
 
    “Oh, please you big ox, how about ye spend a bit more time searching for draugr texts and less putting on yer own play production, yeah?” 
 
    He snorted and moved off to search the left-hand side of the massive expanse.  
 
    “How in the hell did you manage to hide something this big beneath the city?” 
 
    Aurelia asked as we moved right carefully handling the scrolls and books each searching for their titles. Many of the texts had Gaelic writing, which was hardly an issue for me. The only issue I had was the number of volumes that had obscure names that made little sense to me off-hand.  
 
    “The top is sealed with led and iron. Back in my previous era, that was enough to mask any detection via preternatural means. As for the mortals, well I simply placed it in a spot where no one would ever find any need to go digging. It sits adjacent to a cemetery, a bloody large one, and an old warehouse owned by my own people. They did not need to know the reason why I protected the building, only that I protected it, for them to decide to continue to do so themselves.” 
 
    Aurelia nodded and seemed to consider something to herself. 
 
    “I’m not convinced we can possibly catalog all of the texts ourselves. What if you allowed me to bring in a few FBI employees who know how to keep a secret?” 
 
    My eyes flashed blood and I felt my power ripple as if a stone cast on the river.  
 
    “I would tell you that I lack trust in modern immortals, Aurelia. I do not detect any falsehood in you, but I cannot blindly trust those I have not met, not with my mum’s legacy.” 
 
    I told her, and she nodded. 
 
    “Forgive me, I was simply trying to offer some way to speed up the search. Right now, this is like looking for a needle in a haystack.” 
 
    I’d never heard that expression before, but the imagery was easy enough to picture.  
 
    “Ye want to find a needle in a haystack fast, just start sittin’ on the hay, yer arse is bound to find it soon enough!” 
 
    Olaf said, and I snorted in amusement and Aurelia rolled her eyes. 
 
    “He’s a lot more good-humored now that you are back. We have been introduced in passing before and well Olaf just seemed to be half-dead mentally. Like the fight was snuffed out of him long ago.” 
 
    My eyes widened at this description of my brutish best mate. 
 
    “Bugger, that doesn’t sound like the lad I know and love. What happened while I was gone?” 
 
    I asked, and she leaned in and whispered, “I think that was the whole reason for his depression. He did not enjoy himself without you.” 
 
    I bit my lip and considered this. 
 
    “He better not think I am going to suddenly become a straight woman now. After Alexander, I have no real interest in having a man on me.” 
 
    I could see Aurelia’s understanding, but she began to search more vigorously for tomes with potentially useful titles.  
 
    “Miss Mavis, take a look at this one. The title was in English so I could at least make that out.” 
 
    One of the burly wolves came to me with a tome in hand the title was in Gaelic and it seemed to change to English every few seconds. I accepted the tome and marveled at the cover for a moment. It was a simple dark leather-bound tome. I felt the ancient magiks on the text.  
 
    “It’s spelled to alternate language so as to reveal its text to the reader, even if they are not Gaelic.” 
 
    The other two crowded me as I opened the book. The words were all in ancient Gaelic. The spell was only meant to make the texts appear to all readers, as best I could decipher. 
 
    “This says, “A history of the North War.” 
 
    I looked at them and swallowed. 
 
    “The North War, wasn’t that the one Olaf was talking about?” 
 
    I asked and Aurelia nodded.  
 
    “I am almost certain that was the proper name for the war. However, I believe it might be better if we just ask the horses ass himself.” 
 
    She commented, and he shouted, “He can hear ye just fine from over here!” 
 
    I smiled at her and she seemed to flush slightly. 
 
    “Olaf answer my question then. Did you fight in the North War?” 
 
    He paused for a long moment and I felt the rustle of a slight breeze as he sped over to us dodging books around him.  
 
    “Ah yes, this is a tome depicting the battle of the north, but you will not find anything of great value in this text. If it is the same history written by Varec, then it will not mention the draugr. He too was under a gag-order about speaking of the draugr. Besides, I am not even sure how a Northman’s writing ended up in an Avalon book catch.” 
 
    Olaf puzzled and I shrugged.  
 
    “Mum often told me the gods themselves collected tomes for Avalon from all around the world as they traveled. Is it not possible that there might be more written if it is an edition some god may have picked up?” 
 
    I asked, and he shrugged.  
 
    “Fine then, have yerself a good look and we will search for more tomes which might be of note to this investigation.” 
 
    I grinned showing fang at Olaf. 
 
    “So glad I have yer fecking permission.” 
 
    I stopped short of calling him milord again because that seemed to do things I did not wish to incite inside Olaf.  
 
    “Of course, I am magnanimous that way.” 
 
    He preened and I laughed and then smacked him in the back of the head again. 
 
    “Back to work, you. These books are not going to read themselves.” 
 
    I told him, and he grumbled incoherently as he sped back towards the left-hand side of the library. 
 
    “I’ll keep looking around here, hopefully, I can find something useful myself. Starting to wish I had studied Gaelic in college. I focused mainly on French and seven major Native American languages.” 
 
    Aurelia commented and I blinked. 
 
    “That’s impressive for your first lifespan, princess. You are certainly a well-studied Lycan. I remember when nearly all your people’s stories were all painting and depiction. Like the Indians around them, they did not read or write, they told stories to pass their legacy on from generation to generation. While I always believed in the power of reading and writing, I greatly admired the way your oral histories were accurately preserved with great reverence.” 
 
    I told her, and she seemed to think about something for a long moment.  
 
    “This land was once simple, but simple does not remain forever. The world keeps turning around us and we either change or someone comes in with bigger weapons and clears us out.” 
 
    I nodded in agreement, mainly because I have witnessed it many times in my life. Forward motion is all that usually separated the general population from extinction. 
 
    “Believe it or not, I believe the fae and the other immortals of the Old World were on the brink of destroying one another, had we not moved outwards to the wild darkness of the Americas when we did.” 
 
    She frowned at me and said, “You make it sound like how people speak of Africa. ‘the dark continent and all that.’” 
 
    Aurelia commented and I nodded and answered, “Well, it was to us, white people. Perception changes depending on who you’re talking to. To us, this was a dark new mysterious place that seemed to keep expanding for an eternity. We didn’t begin to fathom the lengths of the North American continent even by the time I was entombed.” 
 
    She seemed to consider this for a moment and then she turned off and began to search book titles. 
 
    “These texts also seem to change to English as I focus on them.” 
 
    Aurelia commented and then added, “’ Blood Sacrifices and the Gods.’ That’s a rather creepy text, don’t ya think?” 
 
    I frowned and shrugged.  
 
    “The Celtic Druids were known to make flesh and blood sacrifices. They believed the powers of their fallen were housed in the flesh and bone, as well as certain organs. I witnessed more than a few ritual deaths in my youth performed in secret away from the prying eyes of the more sophisticated courts and their Catholic church.” 
 
    I told Aurelia and she frowned at me. 
 
    “You were a pagan?” 
 
    I nodded in confirmation.  
 
    “Aye, not just the dark-skinned who were driven to the brink of extinction, Princess. White people also drove my Celtic Gaelic people to eradication, and we did not have a treaty or reservations to protect us in the least. Not that I am undermining what the Protistans did here in the Americas.” 
 
    Aurelia seemed to look at me slightly differently now. Perhaps she had never met a surviving pagan before? It might have been all too simple to believe everything that came out of the Britannia Isles was Protistan or Christian. The truth was far more convoluted than history might recall across the span of centuries or millennia. The world is constantly a place where some group is being forced from homes or forced out of existence due to any number of reasons. Many wars rage and many justifications are given, but the result is always the same, there are victors and there are vanquished. Sadly, the vanquished only have the victor’s word to tell their story with. Heavens above know that the victor is always inclined to place their cause and their people on the side of the angels. None wish to be regarded as the demons who slew thousands, even if that truth exists beneath the eloquent writing of favorable historians.  
 
    Now we were in a physical reminder of hidden histories, as I began to read the accounts of the Northern War. Part of me felt far closer to my mum right now, and more alone than ever. I even dared to venture my fears about Alexia, and me being deeply and truly estranged. I feared that like these tomes, I was a relic from her past that she did not need reminding of anymore. 
 
    “Just keep looking, Princess. I will fill you in on my findings in full detail.” 
 
    I told her, and Aurelia nodded, and she turned to begin her search anew. The magiks light overhead seemed to brighten slightly as the four of us spread out further. This was something I had not recalled knowing to ask for in the library. However, the lighting was convenient enough, so I was happy to find this little surprise as I delved into the dark northern history. 
 
    *** 
 
    Much of the text I read covered the start of the Northern War, which did not appear in any human history I had ever heard. Olaf recalled the events, yet there seemed to be a complete silence surrounding the entire ordeal.  
 
    Records indicate that the first draugr wielded the power of death. He appeared in the furthest reaches of the Northmen’s holdings in the icy reaches. The historian only refers to him as Calder, which I recall meaning “harsh and cold” in Old Norse. 
 
    No one claims to know where Calder cane from, only that he brought death with him. He moved through the northlands and like a mysterious plague, people began to vanish or die. The massive death toll eventually alerted the nearby fae and later the vampyrs who had noticed the drastic loss to their blood supply in the north.  
 
    Thousands if not tens of thousands were lost in mere months. Ghouls ravaged the northern territories of Europe as they spread out infecting deeper and deeper into the mainland. They traveled as far as the tundra of Russia before they were finally quelled.  
 
    “This all pre-dates my birth by about four-hundred-years. Some of it is even older than that. You were but a wee lad when these draugrs were forged.” 
 
    I commented, and I heard Olaf hum in agreement, and he rushed over to my side holding a few scrolls which I recognized as being like the ones my mum would read regarding reports and experiences in the nearby kingdoms. My heart clenched at the sudden surge of memories of her holding such scrolls.  
 
    “This one is the transcribed oral history of the period surrounding the draugr rise.” 
 
    Olaf said setting it next to me on an old table.  
 
    “Thanks, I’ll have a look at it after I finish this text. Do you know of any texts detailing the Calder? I’d really like to gain some insight as to how he manifests these draugr and what powers he possessed. Either that, or provide me with a blood sample of Calder, and I could learn more from it faster, but I doubt ye will happen to have his blood just lying around, yeah?”  
 
    Olaf shrugged and shook his head nearly are the same moment. 
 
    “No, my lady, I believe I can possibly find something detailing Calder’s time in the north, but I never recall anyone wishing to pen his name to history. There was something sinister looming over him constantly.” 
 
    I frowned and sighed expelling a frustrated breath. 
 
    “Was he a vampyr?” 
 
    I asked and Olaf nodded in confirmation.  
 
    “Aye, I witnessed him from afar twice. I saw him feed as we do, and I saw him use vampyr claws in battle the second time. He was vampyr, but he felt like more. And his terrible power seemed to be connected to his very blood not terribly dissimilar to how your ability flows through your veins.” 
 
    I growled low and murmured, “You’re comparing me to a damn psycho murderer!” 
 
    Olaf smirked at me and snorted. 
 
    “When we fought, your power reminded me of his. It was the very first reason I decided to join you, my lady. I knew you could be like him, so I opted not to be under the heel in history a second time.” 
 
    I bit my lip and considered this. I had never understood why Olaf had turned on his people. Honestly, his change in loyalty had troubled me for almost a century before I simply managed to move beyond the mystery. 
 
    “How am I anything like this Calder?” 
 
    I asked him and Olaf shrugged and said, “I cannot express this well, but you both seem to be vampyr, but with something special added to your concoction. If that makes any sense at all, that is what I recognized inside of you when we met on the battlefield. Considering the previous being I witnessed with such uncanny ability raised dead vampyrs and shaped them into the frozen undead to serve as immortal instruments of death, I did not wish to end up on your bad side.” 
 
    Olaf explained to me, and I stared at the pages of the tome as if they might provide some means of escape from the strange reality facing me. I’ve noticed throughout my long life that I am different than other vampyrs. My power seems tied to blood in some strange manner, but I have never felt I could raise the dead like this Calder.  
 
    “I can assure you; I am not like this git. I would never create such a monstrosity, much less a legion of them.” 
 
    I hissed, and Olaf turned and sighed at me. 
 
    “My lady, I would never imagine you would if you could. Your power is just odd like his. There is seemingly no rhyme or reason as to how or why you two have more abilities than the average vampyr.” 
 
    I bit down on my lip and tasted my own blood on my tongue. Just when I believed nothing to bother me again after being trapped inside a coffin. Now, I had been compared to the vampyr history’s worst sociopath. Despite his best intentions, Olaf seemed unable to deter me from feeling a sense of kinship with this terrible being. Without anyone left to answer my many questions surrounding my sense of self-identity, I was left with fear and worry that I was slowly going to become a monster. My sharp mind turned on me like a dual-sided blade biting against my own flesh as it cleaves into my foe.  
 
    “I have no answers for you. My mum died when I was eight. I barely have any real memories of my time with her. She entrusted the location of Avalon’s remains to me, but I had never really considered at the time, but that was a strange thing to disclose to yer eight-year-old before going to what should have been a routine task for the crown.” 
 
    I said, and I brooded darkly as new and ancient mysteries seemed to present themselves to me now. 
 
    “Did she leave behind any tomes or writings about her mission?” 
 
    I shook my head and sighed, “Nay, I was but a lass, she did not discuss her work over-much with me. I know she was strong, but she was valued more for her mind and her keen intellect than any battlefield prowess. My mum was the proverbial hot librarian back in her time.” 
 
    I said, and Olaf seemed to drift in thought.  
 
    “Perhaps it was not your mum who gave you this ability then? Would it not be logical that a powerful male might come across this proverbial hot librarian in some research or another? At least, that makes sense to me.” 
 
    Aurelia offered, and I looked up at her and considered what scant information I had about my dad. 
 
    “Mum never spoke too deeply of my dad. She said that I would see him again when I grew older, that he was away on a sensitive matter. She described his appearance for me, and she told me that he met her while visiting the Dublin area.” 
 
    I said as I struggled to remember far enough back to the talks I had in my mum’s lap as a little lass.  
 
    “So, you don’t know enough about him to rule this possibility out? Tell me this, did you ever confirm he died or did he simply never see you?” 
 
    I looked up and hissed in pain and clenched my fingers into a tight fist. 
 
    “He was absent, assumed dead. I have no answers.”  
 
    I said bitterly and Aurelia nodded and bit down on her lip and she moved closer and touched my hand gently. 
 
    “I’m sorry, that was too blunt of me. I can see this is a delicate topic for you.” 
 
    I smiled and showed my fangs as I said,” I’m a big girl princess, I can handle a bit of bitterness. You have raised several valid points which must be carefully considered.” 
 
    I said, and she seemed to relax marginally, convinced I wasn’t going to maim or murder her anytime soon. I could barely manage my feelings about the lost parents throughout over five-centuries. There was a canyon of hurt and loneliness in my soul where my bloodlines should have been. I was one of the last vampyr Celtic pagans of my era when all the world was being converted to Christianity by hook or by crook. The profound loneliness of being a small pagan girl left to float in the shores of the Catholic tides nearly drown me many times. Even to this day, I feel the echo of the losses and the unanswered questions surrounding who I am and what my people were.  
 
    Having my girls had filled a massive void in my soul. I was often sure the reason for my blood-rage upon Abigale’s death, had been my sense of profound loss after a lifetime of near solitude. Being a queen was a terribly isolating and insulating thing.  
 
    “What about writings of your mothers? Certainly, she would have left you some documents or letters explaining herself for you?” 
 
    I shook my head and huffed a heavy breath. 
 
    “I have searched every inch of these records many times over between the times they have been moved over the years. I never found anything in my mum’s hand, which was strange because she was the historian of Ireland. She was the one who penned many of the horrible histories of the realm. Yet, none of her scrolls or tomes found themselves in the remains of Avalon. That made little sense, but I could easily assume someone might have intercepted her works or even destroyed them for some reason.” 
 
    Aurelia frowned deeply and shrugged slightly. 
 
    “That’s hard to say, but it stinks of all forms of shit that everything she wrote is missing. It is extremely suspicious. Was there anyone suspicious around her at the time of her death?” 
 
    I shook my head and sighed. 
 
    “She was the court historian and one of the highest-ranking ladies of the Irish court. She was a thinker, not a fighter, and she was known for being bold and outspoken, but not a violent vampyr. She was one to use words and logic to move oceans, not her sword or her claws.” 
 
    Aurelia nodded and said, “Sounds like you inherited a lot of her, well I mean you certainly don’t seem to have any trouble hitting or clawing things that tick you off. Perhaps you are the better parts of both your parents?” 
 
    I shrugged again and sighed. 
 
    “I tire of speaking on this. It does not serve us to keep lamenting the dead or lost. Mum cannot help us with this current issue. We need answers about the draugr presently, not more questions about my dead parents.” 
 
    Aurelia seemed to consider saying something but soon thought better of it. 
 
    “Yes, I’m sorry about that. I am a very inquisitive person by nature. I didn’t intend to make you feel alienated or to cause you pain, Mavis.” 
 
    She said, her tone softer as she spoke my name, like a whisper on her pillow as she gazed at me rudely. I looked into her hard yellow eyes and I saw such kindness masked behind the power and savagery of her lycanthrope apex persona. Even amidst the chaos of my emotions, I could still feel the pull of desire for this beautiful princess. Her blood seemed to scream out to me as if it were my ever-present temptress.  
 
    I reached out, and I stroked my thumb along her throat, and I hummed. 
 
    “Why do you always smell so perfect to me little wolf?” 
 
    I whispered lowly for her ears alone, and she seemed to look at me as if unable to respond for fear of admission of her emotions. We both turned back to sifting through texts soon after, lest the others spot our strange mingling hormones.  
 
       
 
       
 
     
 
        
 
           
 
             
 
        
 
     
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
       
 
      
 
      
 
             
 
     
 
      
 
       
 
     
 
       
 
          
 
     
 
        
 
    Fourteen: 
 
    After five hours of searching, we had not come close to locating any texts that definitively describe the strengths and weaknesses of the draugr. Calder also seemed to be a black hole in the vampyr history texts. While there are accounts of his defeat at the hands of the ancients who reemerged briefly to swat him down utterly. I could not find details about this text or what might have caused the ancients to come for Calder themselves.  
 
    In my lengthy history, I have never witnessed the ancients take any task upon themselves. They usually act through intermediaries. As the elders of our powerful immortal species, they have long since agreed to remove themselves from the world at large, leaving it to the rule of the younger beings. When beings can measure their years in thousands upon thousands in time, they tend to lose the point of view of mortals or fledgling immortals. Not at all dissimilar to me trying to learn how to speak like a modern teenager.  
 
    “Mavis, my grandpa wanted me to extend an invitation to you for dinner. He’s interested in speaking to you if you are free.” 
 
    Aurelia told me, and I blinked and nodded almost instantly. My dance card was empty save for tracking this bloody killer draugr and modernizing my mind. Besides, I believed it was possibly beneficial for me to spend some time with the Lycan leader. I could learn a lot about how the factions have evolved and how the threats of my time have changed. 
 
    “Sure, I’d be honored to speak with Chief Wildriver again. Does he still like whiskey?”  
 
    I asked her, and she smiled and nodded in confirmation. 
 
    “Oh yeah, he loves the stuff!” 
 
    I smiled and nodded again. 
 
    “I’ll stop off and see what’s left in my collection. I can only imagine how the vintage has changed on my bottles now.” 
 
    Olaf gave me a dubious look and said, “I’d recommend sticking to the thirty-year-old stuff I have stocked. You have no idea how impossible it is to find bottled liquor as ancient as the ones in yer storage now, Mavis. This is not the 1800’s.” 
 
    I blinked and shrugged.  
 
    “Well, whichever I just wanted to bring him something special as thanks for not mauling my daughter over the years.” 
 
    Olaf chortled and murmured, “Yeah, she’s asked for it a few times, my lady, but the Chief has been very patient with her.” 
 
    He said, and I blinked and absorbed this information.  
 
    “That certainly raises a lot of questions that I will have to save for later. I don’t pretend to know what a good vintage is for this time. I’ll trust you with the whiskey selection this time, Olaf.” 
 
    I told him and he grunted an affirmative as we all crawled back out of the tunnel after I sealed up the Avalon Library. Part of me was scared that someone was going to come to raid my texts now that they had been exposed to the world again.  
 
    “After dinner, I have to check-in at work. We are searching for a serial killer which I cannot hand over to the FBI. This is going to be a joyful juggling act.” 
 
    Aurelia murmured darkly and I snorted and shrugged. 
 
    “Well, the bright side, you can get one of us vampyrs to compel them if needed. She huffed and muttered, “I might have to take you up on that offer because my bosses are constantly hassling me for answers I cannot give them. The others in my unit are all supernatural immortal, but our bosses are still mortals since none of us are really trying to climb the ranks too high and risk being exposed.” 
 
    Aurelia explained and I nodded my understanding. 
 
    “That’s about the way of things, even two centuries later.” 
 
    I commented, and she seemed curious to hear more but we crawled out of the entryway and I closed the stone back over the entrance and it clicked into place. 
 
    “Does anyone else feel like that was just a massive waste of time?” 
 
    I asked and huffed as I walked to the SUV. Olaf shook his head and said, “No, I believe we learned enough about the history surrounding the Northern War, to know that whatever information the ancients have buried is all worth the digging we are doing.” 
 
    We had learned a lot of the broad strokes but none of the focused details about the draugr or their limits or weaknesses. We knew they were once controlled by a powerful vampyr, but that being I fought did not seem a mindless soldier to me. He had free will and thoughts of his own. Part of my confusion was the change of servant to master in these beings. How one or more could begin to operate in such a critical manner if they had once been dead and their minds were nothing but rot. I’ve seen enough vodun zombies to know that the raised dead are not intelligent. They simply obey the magiks of their necromancer. If this vampyr somehow had necromancer magiks, then this should be the same basic rule as applies to the mortal and immortal necromancers I have met or stumbled upon in my years of travel. 
 
    My gut was icy at the implications that someone had shattered the limitations of the beyond. Nothing had ever traveled back from Hades once it was dead. This was a universal truth. No matter which realm of death and after-life your essence traveled to, there was no return. Many a mad man has tried to break this law throughout the ages of the earth. One unified theory has been proven true, that all have failed, and nothing can be returned from death, she is far too greedy to release her dead. I have witnessed several mad necromancers in my time, but none of their creations could speak to me as this draugr had. That alone terrified me so much that I had strolled right into Alexia’s home to warn her, despite knowing how insane it was to approach her as a former queen.  
 
    *** 
 
    “Olaf do behave yerself because you are basically a party crasher. I don’t believe our furry host had you in mind when he gave out this invitation.” 
 
    I warned my old friend, who gave me a terse look and murmured, “I’m always on my best behavior, my lady.” 
 
    I snorted and rolled my eyes at him. He sure did seem to believe his own propaganda, but I knew him entirely too well to believe this!  
 
    “Need I remind you of the time you tried to feck one of the she-wolves right near the tribe’s celebration? Or the time you brought fairy wine in and got everyone proper wasted so much that they were all looking into the fae realm!” 
 
    Olaf held up his hands in surrender. 
 
    “In my defense, everyone had a lot of fun both times. Besides, it’s not all that big a deal now to date outside your species. I mean some of the hard-liners still get up in a steam but nothing major.” 
 
    I shook my head and said, “Well, I will be checking your booze to ensure we are not half-way to Tren Na Nogg by the time yer finished tonight.” 
 
    He chortled and said, “well, I could have us half-way to the Summer lands if that would make things any better?” 
 
    He offered and I shook my head and said, “Thanks, I believe memorizing the changes of one world is enough for me right now.” 
 
    (The fae exist in this world and, they hold kingdoms in the one adjacent to ours. The Celtic isles are sacred to them because the major connection gateways to the two worlds are all in Ireland and the UK. There are a few lesser paths on each continent, but the major cities of the fae are all connected closely to Britannia.)  
 
    “If you change your mind, I have some delicious light fae mead I have been meaning to try.” 
 
    Olaf offered me with an innocent expression, and I smirked at him and showed a bit of my fangs. 
 
    “Sometimes I think yer the very blood of Loki, but I cannot detect any demi inside ye.” 
 
    Olaf snorted and shrugged. 
 
    “That certainly would have explained a lot about me, but I cannot claim any kinship to the great trickster. I do however admire his work.” 
 
    He added, and I laughed at this and Aurelia looked back at us in the mirror as her male wolf drove us back to their lands which were outside New Orleans proper.  
 
    “Did your people move more into the bayou?” 
 
    I asked, and Aurelia nodded in confirmation. 
 
    “Yes, that is the area where the white men did not care to contend us too much. We are obstructed from public view by swamps and dense foliage so we can roam in animal form as needed.” 
 
    Aurelia explained and I sighed and shook my head in disgust. 
 
    “I always contended that there was plenty of room for both civilizations. I did not want anything to do with another mass extinction as happened to my pagan Celtic people. I’ve never understood why it is that most people regardless of color or species believe that the only way to exist or to secure something, is to destroy all things not exactly like them. As with the current state of the Christians and the Muslims killing one another. It’s all illogical and broken in my mind. Most of the people who control these religions are simple narcissistic megalomaniacs. They don’t care one bit about the actual faith, it is simply a control tactic to the powerful.” 
 
    I rambled, and Aurelia laughed and said, “I follow, but you might want to keep that to yourself when you’re in public because everyone seems to find reason o be offended these days. I do agree however, I have witnessed horrible things in the name of every single being or faith on this planet. The true divide is the have and have not, not simply a faith or a way of life.” 
 
    She said, and I watched the city grow smaller in the rear. As we left the beautiful southern city, we crossed deeper into the forests and the roads began to become rougher and rockier under the wheels as we traveled into the dense wilds.  
 
    “I can still feel it, the magiks of the Lycans.” 
 
    I whispered as we drew closer to the large metal gates connecting to a large community hidden in the forest. Howls could be heard all around us as the gates opened for us and the two Lycans on them rushed to allow their princess entrance.  
 
    Everywhere I could see there were canine forms. All her tribe was canine shapeshifters. There were many other varieties of lycanthropes, including big cats and even bears. They usually tended to have their own tribes each according to their species. This was more for safety since each species had a different corresponding animal spirit as well as their human soul. It was once believed unsafe for multiple species to inhabit the same territories. That could have been propaganda from purists, but at the last point I had been around the lycanthropes, everyone still stuck mostly to their own kind.  
 
    “Yes, we try not to advertise ourselves, but a powerful and sensitive being can still tangibly feel the primal energies of the many shapeshifters of these lands.” 
 
    Aurelia said, and I nodded as I closed my eyes and let my mind roll through the many senses of magiks around me. Felling the savage darkness of the hunters of the night made me forget I was a woman out of time.  
 
    We approached a large log cabin home and I saw the unmistakable greying figure of the broad six-foot-six Chief with his yellow eyes bore into me as if he could see beneath my flesh.  
 
    “That’s funny, I remember him being a little less imposing.” 
 
    Olaf murmured, and I smiled slightly as we climbed out of the cab and were already surrounded by lycanthropes of all shapes and sizes.  
 
    “Remember what I said, best behavior.” 
 
    I said, giving Olaf a sidelong look, which could have skewered a lesser man. He seemed to take great pride in making me police him. Olaf loved to play games and generally drive me crazy.  
 
    “Mavis Aubrey, I sensed your awakening.” 
 
    The single older-looking Lycan stated. Chief Wildriver had stopped caring about appearing youthful centuries prior to our meeting, which did not make him any slower or weaker than his apex son or granddaughter. If anything, he was even sharper and more deadly. He was also one of the oldest living lycanthropes in the world. He could trace back over two-thousand-years of history on the Northern American continent. His wolf had traversed the entire breadth of this dark new world many centuries before white people stepped foot one on these shores. 
 
    I held out a bottle of aged whiskey from my storehouse in an offering. 
 
    “Greetings honored Chief. I bring with me spirits of my own offering in hope that we shall treat peacefully for years to come.” 
 
    He eyed the bottle and moved over to me without hesitation and plucked it from me. He popped the cork on the whiskey and took a modest test. He coughed slightly and nodded in approval.  
 
    “Yes, this is the stuff you would give to a friend all right if you want them to be too drunk to wage war.” 
 
    He jested and I smiled showing my fangs.  
 
    “I’d not considered that personally, but you do raise a valid point, Chief.” 
 
    He gave a single deep snort and he prowled into my personal space and clapped an arm over my shoulder and pulled me to a half hug. 
 
    “These are darkening skies, my young vampyr friend. You were missed by those of us who remember your gracious reign.” 
 
    I returned the hug with sincerity and we seemed to attract a growing crowd of on-lookers. Apparently, it was not every day the Chief hugged a vampyr, even one who was once a queen.  
 
    “Dark indeed from all I have discovered since I punched my way free from the grave.” 
 
    I stated and he waved a hand ahead of us invitingly. 
 
    “Come, you will experience the full welcome of my clan. The Wildriver welcomes you as a friend. You shall hunt with us, and you shall share of the bounty and of the hardship.” 
 
    I felt chills run along my spine at the almost magiks power of his proclamation. His voice no other shapeshifter carried power as disturbingly grandiose as this chief. Wildriver was ancient before many beings immortal or otherwise, were even a thought in their ancestor’s minds. He ruled over this region for so long, holding off the worst of monsters so terrible I could hardly imagine them even with the aid of the stories I had heard.  
 
    His arms and the backs of his hands were webbed in scars so deep and varying shades of white and tan that they almost appeared like body art. These were from pushing back ancient demons invading the lands over a thousand years before the first settlers came. Part of me wondered why he never did anything akin to the human invaders, but I suspect it would be much the same as why the Irish vampyrs did not come out and eviscerate the armies of Rome when they conquered most of Britannia. 
 
    “I accept your kind offerings and vow to be a humble guest and a fierce warrior to your people should need arise.” 
 
    I said, giving not an oath of fealty, but of friendship and vowing to support the lycanthropes. 
 
    The congregation of Lycans murmured noticeably about this vow. It was not common for a vampyr to speak as I did to the chief. Much of these before us now were young and had not the memories that we elder beings had. To many, I was still an invading threat.  
 
    “I accept the pledge of friendship and I hope we may bloody our claws in battle together, Mavis Aubrey.” 
 
    He finished this oath, and I nodded. The Chief held a hand at the small of my back and began to lead me towards a massive assembly of wooden tables were a mixture of brown and white faces, even some eastern faces all looked on with keen interest. There were more meat and hearty food than I could reasonably fathom being consumed, but lycanthropes have extremely large appetites. 
 
    “When you offered dinner, I didn’t imagine you were inviting me to a family celebration.” 
 
    I said, and he hummed and nodded sagely.  
 
    “After so much time alone, I felt you deserved a welcome. I never forget how honest you dealt with me, Mavis. You guarded my own blood against the mortals who would hunt us to extinction. That is the act of a true ally. Vampyr or Lycan, these mean not what they once did. They certainly do not require us to be separate as the old ways once dictated. After all, we are all immortal, and we are all in constant peril from the human growth.” 
 
    He spoke with a profound authority and insight. I felt his magiks as if they were reaching through me, able to see into what had not come to pass yet. 
 
    “You know that I have been of this mindset for most of my life. Gods willing, one day even the mortals can come into the fold peacefully. However, it appears the world has changed tremendously in my slumber.” 
 
    He nodded and said, “That it has. I remember a time when the only tweets I would hear reference to, were those of the birds of the sky. Now my granddaughter is attempting to modernize this old silver wolf.” 
 
    He chuckled and Aurelia blushed deeply, and I smiled at her. 
 
    “I don’t know what a tweet is, other than a bird sound, but I fathom it is something to do with the infernal devices of man?” 
 
    Wildriver laughed loudly in a roar.  
 
    “You are the only being beside the ancients more out of touch with this modern world than I, child!” 
 
    He laughed again and I smirked and put in, “If yer telling me this, then I am utterly fecked for sure then, mate!”  
 
    The other Lycans seemed to bristle at how casually I talked and joked with their apex. He was like the living embodiment of the wild god to them. However, as a former queen, I did not know how to suddenly pretend to abase myself to others, and my old friend seemed not at all interested in asserting any type of control or will over me. I sensed he brought me here for multiple reasons, but none of them to try to force loyalty or coerce me. That was not his style which is why we always got on properly.  We both shared a “live and let live” sort of philosophy on life. One does not survive over two-millennia by ravaging every civilization and people you come across. While the mortals could not begin to understand this principle or mentality, to long-lived former monarchs, this seemed only common sense. The vampyrs of the east coast had bloodied themselves in the thick of human drama and aided in eradicating Native tribes in the east. In doing so, many clans of vampyr were lost ultimately from reprisals. Retribution is inevitable when you are as long-lived as we. How you deal with your neighbors will follow you centuries later, as it has for me now.  
 
    “How is the hunting around here? I hope there is plenty to go around?” 
 
    I asked, and the Chief made a sweeping gesture at the tables before us. 
 
    “As you can see, we are doing well enough to be grateful. The wild god honors us with hunts, and we make our tributes. We contend with the white men still, but we have layers now. They seem plenty savvy at drawing blood in political manners for us now, so we have more time to wonder and relish our land holdings.” 
 
    He told me, and I snorted in amusement.  
 
    “Barristers seem to be the human vampyrs of this modern era if the television is at all accurate.” 
 
    Aurelia waved me over to the table at the center of the massive banquet of hundreds of curious Lycan faces. 
 
    “There was a time grandpa would have had us all sitting on the grass together, but now we use picnic tables. I guess some white trappings have invaded even our way of life.”  
 
    She said to me in a matter-of-fact tone, and I nodded. 
 
    “Aye, when last I was here, that is exactly how we feasted after our hunt.” 
 
    I said, and Wildriver smiled a feral grin of mischief.  
 
    “That was a wild night for us all. Many predators became prey and enemies fell at our paws, Mavis.” 
 
    I smirked and returned his knowing look. A hostile contingent of wild fae and Lycans had attacked Wildriver for his treaty with my clan. I fought at his side for an entire night and in the end, we vanquished the fae clan and scattered the rogue Lycan contingent. 
 
    “Wild is certainly one word to describe our last party. Please, I would love to hear all about your past two centuries. I am happy to see your family flourishes, even in these unsettling times.”  
 
    I said in sincerity and he nodded, and we seated ourselves and Aurelia joined on my right side. She seemed to stick remarkably close to her grandfather, like a pup watching his every move. I did not miss the adoration and pride she beamed towards him. Aurelia was most obviously the very apple of his eye. She was the eldest of his heirs and if her skills were any indications, she was the most resilient of the apex pups yet born.  
 
    “Times always seem to be unsettling when you survive as long as I have. Before we came to these lands four-centuries-ago, we lived in what was to become, Southern Canada. Up there we had constant threats of darken fae and wild fae. Then we come to discover the human invasion of this continent soon after. Before all of this, there were multiple demon incursions. Something is always happening, that is life, child.” 
 
    He said, and he picked up a chicken leg without any preamble and bit into it. The entire gathering now took their cue from the Chief and they began to feast as soon as he had sunk his teeth into the meat. This was a wild behavior remnant of the feral canine behavior, but this type of obedience served the tribe. None questioned his right or ability to rule. None even as much as questioned if it was time to eat as one, not while Chief Wildriver was here. His firm grasp on the tribe kept them safe and sheltered, even if they did not always understand his choices.  
 
    “We will speak of many things tonight, but for now, enjoy your food and the hospitality of my entire tribe, Mavis.” 
 
    Wildriver told me and I nodded and picked up a piece of chicken and bit into it relishing the savory taste of light meat.  
 
    “I ordered mine extra crispy.” 
 
    Olaf murmured, and I frowned at him, and Aurelia leaned in and explained, “That is drive-through chicken.” 
 
    I made a wide O-shape with my lips and she snorted at me.  
 
    Wildriver watched us, seemingly as if he could read everything transpiring. He did not offer any opinion or emotion on our budding friendship or the hormones swirling between us. I did not insult him by pretending I did not like his granddaughter, and he did not rip out my throat, which seemed to be a victory for the time being. 
 
    For now, I just focused on keeping Olaf’s foot out of his throat and navigating this interspecies meeting with care and as much grace as possible. 
 
           
 
       
 
       
 
     
 
       
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
       
 
    Fifteen: 
 
    Dining with the wolves and other various canines was more civilized than most of my dinners with mortals over the years. Lycans tended to be extremely hospitable, even to their former enemies when they welcome you to their lands. Simply do not attempt to invade their sanctum without invitation or just cause for breaching their border.  
 
    The most nostalgic portion of the evening was the hand-prepared meal made from raw ingredients. Even the offering of pig blood for Olaf and I was taste and gamy. Lycanthropes were usually not going to have human blood on tap, but they offered that which they possessed readily. That part of their culture seemed unchanged, and it had been a cornerstone to our peace. They always respect the spirits of the slain animals of the hunt, so offering the lifeblood to those who can use it is also a tribute to the life of the beast.  
 
    Mortals take for granted the smaller lives extinguished in their everyday world and they pay extra not to be near or reminded of death. Ironic considering that immortals and wild animals face death daily, and yet some of us will only die if we are beheaded or heart destroyed. One might almost expect the mortals to be more sensitive to the matter of death since they face it far too soon by comparison.  
 
    Perhaps it is the very fact that mortality looms for them all, that they are so damn petulant about all things death? In over five-centuries, I have yet to find a conclusive answer to this query.  
 
    “We hunt crocodile now as well as the normal game you would recall. The barbecued croc is the tougher of the meat you have been sampling.” 
 
    Wildriver told me, and I looked up at him and said, “That is actually the best portion of my dish, personal opinion. If you have space, I would love to be part of a croc hunt one day.” 
 
    He grunted and said, “It’s a wild affair, more danger more thrills for the young wolves. It also keeps our senses sharp one can never allow their muscles to soften nor their instincts to dull.” 
 
    I nodded in agreement and said, “Aye, ye do not strike me as the type who dulls. How big are the crocs you guys take down?” 
 
    I asked the gleam of the hunt in my eyes so like the Lycans. Vampyrs were also passionate predators. We enjoyed the thrill of chase and battle. 
 
    “The average male is about nine and a half feet or more. They can weigh over five-hundred-pounds. Lycans might be cunning hunters, but we are outclassed in weight and sheer animal power. We must rely on the pack hunt to take down the crocs. It is extremely good practice for the young. Helps them cut their teeth on something that will fight until its dying breath. Good practice in case the demonic portals begin to open again someday.” 
 
    He said in a sober tone, and most of the wolves tended to look at him as an old-timer when he spoke of the demons. Nearly no one besides the apex himself could recall the actual demonic hordes. Personally, I believe the world may have been truly fucked if the portals had opened in Europe at this period because vampyrs were very disorganized and spread thin at the time of the portal breeches. It was sheer dumb luck for the earth that the demons seem to breach on the North American continent. Some of them had immerged in South America, and to this day there are savage demonic tribes loose in the darkness of the rainforests. To me, this explained much of Mayan culture. They often had an obsession with human sacrifice and evisceration, which is congruent with the demons of the realm which invaded our world.  
 
    Unfortunately for evil-doers, there are said to be as many hells as there are death gods and varying after-lives. Demons are the twisted living spawn of death realms born of agony, chaos, and the darkest most repulsive acts of all humanoid kinds.  
 
    While the vampyrs have always seemed more inclined to monitor and defend humans. The Lycans have generally taken to defending the natural world in its entirety. Part of me is shattered to think what possible feelings they may have with this modern and gassy world filled with smog and stifling bitter fuels.  
 
    “Well, I think we could all use some proper hunting practice. No hunt feels complete unless we are laying it all down almost like high-stakes gambling, no?” 
 
    I said, and he nodded in approval.  
 
    “I’ve heard you sank your claws into something rather lethal recently. I must say, a single night in the world again, and you have already managed to pick a fight with the most powerful immortal being you could stumble over. It could be happenstance, but we both know better than to believe that when it comes to you, Mavis.” 
 
    The Chief looked at me with a curious gaze. I felt his deep appraisal burning through me. He was curious as to how I had managed to damage the being when even Olaf’s hand explosive could do no harm.  
 
    “What can I say Chief, I tracked a strange scent left on a dead woman. That scent led me to a monster I scarcely could have imagined. If it is luck, it is of the most bizarre kind and I am certain a dark leprechaun must be involved in some manner!” 
 
    I said, and Olaf snorted. 
 
    “Yer about the only one who could make that suggestion with a straight face, Mavis. If any of the bad luck fairies are still kicking, they are not going to announce themselves to a former vampyr queen.” 
 
    He said, and I rolled my eyes and nodded. 
 
    “Aye, but I cannot really fathom my luck any other way. Except or unless I have a few dozen hexes of proper vodun hanging over me that I could not detect?”  
 
    (That option was equally as absurd since hexes did not affect vampyrs. Lycans also had powerful immunities against magical invasion. Having an animal living inside tends to leave little room for third-party magiks.)  
 
    “If the rumors of the west are any indication, it was your own mother who vanquished much of the darken fae tribes of the Britannia Wilds. I heard she was a true scholar-warrior woman in her time.” 
 
    I turned, as I heard another deep masculine voice, somewhat like Apex Wildriver, but youthful. The scent I picked up told me he was Aurelia’s younger brother. I was met with a six-one wall of late-teen muscle and power. He was not yet as tall as his grandfather, but the lad was certainly tall enough to dwarf me, not that this said much by male standards. 
 
    “Queen Mavis Aubrey, my grandson, Neil Wildriver. As your blood powers would have told you, he is the second of my three grandchildren.” 
 
    I nodded and I stood and offered him my hand in a clasp of greeting, he simply looked at it as if a viper were going to latch onto his flesh at any moment.  
 
    “It’s just Mavis these days, but it is wonderful to meet you. I see you have the strong look of your granddad in you. You also carry yourself with the disposition of a true ruler to come.” 
 
    I stated, and he seemed surprised by this. I was not accustomed to this period. I simply stated the obvious and remained cordial.  
 
    “Neil…” 
 
    I heard the low tone of warning in his grandfather’s voice. Neil finally seemed to abase himself and clasp my hand in a reluctant and loose greeting. His handshake left much to be desired, but I could feel the roar of Lycan's power inside his veins. He was certainly capable, and he also felt of the dark primal energy which hung on the elder Wildriver like a mantel of power. 
 
    “It’s nice to meet you, just Mavis.” 
 
    He said in a smart tone, which I instantly detected as mocking, but I smiled and showed fangs. Vampyrs do not have to appear hostile when we display our teeth, sometimes it is simply just a wide smile of amusement, like now. His youthful exuberance was deeply amusing to me. 
 
    “Ye remind me of my daughters at about yer age. I can see yer granddad has much yet to teach ye. However, I have every confidence in your eventual capacity to learn.” 
 
    I said, and Neil’s grip tightened down like a vice on my hand. To any lesser being, this would have been bone-shattering, but I was made of heartier stock. I simply returned his grip and held my smile as if satisfied with the silent game of chase we were playing. He was far from the first being to openly contend with me under the guise of a friendly game. I could sense his deep hostility towards my species, it was nearly unmatched by any I had come across. It took me nearly no time to deduce from the presence of this entire pack, that something tragic had befallen someone dear to Neil and a vampyr was the likely culprit.  
 
    “I am nothing like your blood-sucking daughter!” 
 
    He snarled and ripped his arm back as if I had indeed bitten him. His grandfather made a single snarl that snapped the attention of the entire field to him. 
 
    “We discussed this before Mavis arrived. If you cannot behave amongst our guests, then you shall return to your little sister’s side and play video games with her and eat inside.” 
 
    Neil gave an unruly look and grit his teeth, “I had to see what manner of beast begat a queen bloodsucker.” 
 
    I licked my lips and strut around him as if putting myself on display. 
 
    “Have yerself a nice little look then, lad. I’m just a wee ginger lass with a few years in her life. If ye have a grudge, that is fine son, but remember, I have been in prison for more than twenty of your lifespans. Whatever has ye all bent up and ready for a row, it’s not to do with me. However, I am certain I could offer some advice if your target is indeed a vampyr.” 
 
    Olaf seemed ready to charge the boy, but I shook my head and dissuaded him of this urge. 
 
    “Like I can believe a single thing your kind says!” 
 
    He snarled and then he gave me one final repellent look before he shot off in a very impressive blur of speed which usually only reserved itself for a vampyr. Lycans typically were faster and stronger in their animal form. They were entirely more powerful than humans in either form, but they are at their most lethal when shifted.  
 
    “My apologies, Mavis. I will speak to him later.” 
 
    Aurelia said, and I turned and shook my head. 
 
    “It’s alright, I know that look all too well. I was an orphan as well, lass. If I had known the identity of the man who killed my mum, heaven and hell would never have touched him for the ire of my small body.” 
 
    I said in a very cold and clinical tone, but I still felt deep simmering wrath for the way my mum had been discarded like rubbish on a Dublin street.  
 
    They seemed surprised by my deduction of facts, but it was simply a matter of math to me. All the tribe was present, except the parents of the apex children, which told me they were either on some trip or they were dead. By his behavior, I would wager they were dead. 
 
    With this disaster averted, I sat back down and finished my meal with the tribe, and I pretended Neil had not disrupted us at all. It was hardly a first for me as a former queen, so I had no issue playing dumb to their internal matters. 
 
    This did make me wonder how Aurelia had managed to move past her own prejudices to listen to me about the dead girl. That bespoke her unnatural maturity. 
 
    *** 
 
    After the feast, most of the tribe set off for a nightly run. I was left alone with the Chief as Aurelia and her siblings ran with the tribe. Olaf was running with them and Aurelia assured me that she was going to keep her brother on a metaphorical leash. I’d have doubted most any other Lycan if they told me that, but I had been with Aurelia when we fought that draugr. Even though we hardly came out of that scuffle well, she handled herself better than any Lycan had any right to.  
 
    “You do know, I could just see myself out if you’d like to catch up to them. Heaven knows an old wolf such as yourself could use the run.” 
 
    I said my tone light and joking. Wildriver chuckled and shook his head slowly. 
 
    “No, I wanted to speak in private with you. Aurelia has been keeping me apprised of the unfolding situation. This draugr, I have only heard of them in white men’s mythologies. My best youthful defenders couldn’t so much as dent its hardened skin.” 
 
    He said, and I shrugged and said, “I don’t really know more than you at this point, since Aurelia has been with me every time, I learned anything about them. I too had believed them confined to the pages of mythology. My people usually consider them an unflattering human portrayal of our vampyr species. This was more a shock to me than the passage of time in my absence.”  
 
    I told him, and Wildriver nodded and grunted.  
 
    “Your recent troubles have been almost insurmountable. I have witnessed many lesser beings lose themselves entirely in grief. For your behavior, and your willingness to defend Lycans, you will always have my undying respect, Queen Mavis.” 
 
    Looking up with wide eyes I put in, “I’m just Mavis now, Apex Wildriver.” 
 
    He smiled at me and gestured for me to sit on the log as he took a seat next to the spot he indicated. 
 
    “You are still unrivaled in your reign, girl. I have seen things, and the spirits whisper to me. Your destiny is not yet begun, child of the Celtic people. This is simply the first page in an entirely new history for all the species of this world.” 
 
     Wildriver’s yellow eyes seemed to burn as bright as twin suns. I felt the deep magiks permeating his words. He spoke not of what he had witnessed in this life, but what his attunement to nature allowed him to gleam about that which has yet to happen. It was exceedingly rare, but some elder apex lycanthropes could gleam the future possibilities. 
 
    “I sense your intentions are as heavy as the implications of your last sentence.” 
 
    I told him, and he chuckled and tossed a small piece of wood on the open fire. The flames swelled as they consumed the small log piece. Bits of wood crackled and popped into the air.  
 
    “I am dying, Mavis. The gift of sight comes to us when we were at the end of our journey. My wild god has revealed ripples on the pond of time. Not certain by any means, but all likely futures for not only the lycanthrope tribes but your species as well.” 
 
    There was a vast swell of magiks around us and I felt the darkness around us seeming to encompass our position. The campfire seemed to dim noticeably, and I shifted around slightly, looking for any possible threat. 
 
    “Certainly, there is something you can do to stop your death from coming to pass?” 
 
    I asked and I added, “Tell me what is to come, and I shall battle off even Hel herself from reaching you!” 
 
    My heart hurt for Wildriver, and I feared what was to come once he was not here to command the tribe to play nicely with my kind. I feared that Alexia was not long for this world, should one as angry as the youthful Neil Wildriver rule the tribe.  
 
    She smiled at me with such profound gratitude. 
 
    “My girl, never did I guess to have a friend in a vampyr. I will miss our hunts together and the dignity and respect you bestowed upon me, even as I was forced to watch the other settlers sweep over these shores like locusts devouring everything in their path.” 
 
    I reached out and touched his hand without thinking of any possible reprisal. Wildriver simply grabbed my hand and squeezed it tightly. 
 
    “Hear my words child, blood is the key to your future. You have always known you are different. Your path is blood, and that is the only way you will defeat them. Even then, on the other side of the conflicts to come, you will find only destruction and chaos waiting for you. Mavis, I have seen what you are. You must find faith in yourself. Sadly, you do not have time to slowly transition back into this life. Life never slows down for warriors like you and me. We fight until our ghost is reaped and delivered to the next world.” 
 
    His disposition bespoke sincerity and a profound attunement to something greater than the normal plane of the living. My heart was heavy for him, not even for all the selfish reasons, but simply for the colossal loss of a powerful and wonderful figure of the Lycan world.  
 
    “There must be something I can do for you. You’re not dead yet.” 
 
    I told him, and he smiled at me and shook his head. 
 
    “Save those desires for the future. I am certain you will need this passion to preserve life in the years to come. Remember, there are consequences for all things. I have weighed the possible salvation of my life against the weight of the countering forces, and I have deemed it more dangerous for me to do anything to fight fate, girl. You must let me die, and you must accept what is coming for you, Mavis. Your life story is not even beginning. If you could see what I have, you would be in awe of yourself. I am only glad I was able to watch you as you begin down your path.” 
 
    I frowned at him; his wording confused me. 
 
    “You’re not making sense.” 
 
    He smiled patiently and said,” Just remember that your blood is more powerful than you could imagine possible.” 
 
    As far as cryptic elderly wording went, his was truly ominous and almost terrifying in that it made no sense, and I had no frame of reference to his possible meaning.  
 
    “It doesn’t make a lot of sense to confide such secrets to a rival species. Why risk the potential vulnerability?” 
 
    I asked, and he gave me a wolfish grin and said, “Nice try, girl, but I am not able to disclose more. Besides, you are no longer the queen of your mother’s people. You are a free agent, as the humans say.” 
 
    I blinked and nodded, despite feeling as if I was trekking through mental waters up to my eyeballs. His weird wording and his strange emphasis on my blood and power gave me pause.  
 
    “Something’s happening with this draugr?” 
 
    I asked, and he shrugged and said, “Certainly, but survive him, and you will only begin to fathom the very tip of the iceberg of risks and hardships ahead of you. Mavis, it would be much easier to give up and die right now. Your world will be blood and darkness and that is all I can say within the limits of the rules governing my gift. I was warned not to reveal too much to anyone, not even my grandchildren. You however do not fit firmly inside that same agreement. I trust you will be a friend to my Aurelia when the time comes?”  
 
    I swallowed and nodded without hesitation despite having only just met the young Lycan apex female. She was not someone I planned to lose interest in or stop associating with, bar her suddenly developing a desire to stake or behead me.  
 
    “Aurelia is a true force of nature. She tracked me down and demanded I come to look at her dead she-wolf. She is fearless in the face of what could have been an adversary.”  
 
    I told him, and he chuckled, and a glimmer of pride burned in his eyes. 
 
    “That one is my own soul divided and her wolf is indomitable. She will have a tough go of it once her brother comes into power. Many wish she would lead, but he holds the favor of the clan because he is my male heir. I would say more, but I don’t wish to spoil all the fun ahead of you.” 
 
    I laughed and tossed my head back and my hair flew back wildly. 
 
    “You’re horrible! How long do you have?” 
 
    I exclaimed, and then followed blurting out curiously. Wildriver shook his head and said, “It could be days or years still, but I need your silence on this issue. Give me your word you shall not disclose any of this conversation to Aurelia or anyone else.” 
 
    I nodded and said, “Aye, you have my word. I will keep your confidence and I will be here for you if you wish to fight this destiny you will not speak of.” 
 
    He smiled warmly and nodded in concession.  
 
    “You are a better friend than you ever were an enemy. Of that, I am eternally grateful considering you are the one being I still do not believe I could have bested in battle. Even as green and unaware of yourself as you are.” 
 
    He smiled wider, knowingly. I could almost see a fragment of a vision of crimson life swirling around me. His eyes snapped shut and then the glimpse was gone. I was not particularly skilled at telepathy compared to other vampyrs so I should never be able to invade an apex’s mind. Either I had just experienced another coffin delusion, or he had tried to impart an image upon me.  
 
    “Let us just agree that a battle between us would not have worked out keen for either of us or our various peoples.” 
 
    We laughed lightly and the logs crackled again as I felt the seemingly deepening shadows swirling around us. There was a sense of profound foreboding handing over our heads now. This was a sight no one would have pictured back in my day. Our alliance was very covert and my personal kindness towards Wildriver had been a very decently kept secret. Only my daughters and Olaf understood the nature of my vision for this new civilization. With some measure of luck, my daughter has managed to preserve this to the largest degree. 
 
    “We have company.” 
 
    He announced, and I looked up as Olaf strolled towards us with a devilish grin on his face and crimson blood around his lips. 
 
    “They caught a few nice deer. That was fun, you two should have come along, the dash would have done ye both good.” 
 
    He said, as he licked his lips and he moved closer to me as if he were my sentinel. Olaf was as friendly with the Lycanthropes as I, but he didn’t trust anyone with my safety, even now. The choir of victorious howls and roars could be heard for miles around in all directions. 
 
    “It’s a wonder that you lot have managed to carry on like this in this modern world without being discovered by some mortal with one of those hand-held recording devices.” 
 
    I said, and Olaf seemed amused listening to me attempt to describe any piece of technology. I once more was reminded that he was like my personal Loki. The Chief seemed to be in surprisingly good spirits, considering he claimed to be staring down his mortality. I just hoped for all our sakes that we had years and not days.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Sixteen: 
 
    How do you pretend not to know that one of the girls you like, is about to lose her grandfather? Not that I am positive he is correct in his death prediction. The only answer I could discover was, I couldn’t pretend with Aurelia, so I begged off and pled temporal whiplash from my two-centuries in a coffin.  
 
    My mood had soured drastically. My mind seemed to be moving towards a reflective morose twist, now that I had Wildriver’s words rattling through my mind.  
 
    The bell sounded alerting me to a visitor at my door. More than likely it would be Olaf, considering that the court was just pretending I was still in a coffin. My errant Viking warrior had taken off to handle some business at the company he ran for Alexia. Part of me found it mildly amusing that my once outsider bent on conquering my lands, now had a much more substantial and integral role in my own kingdom. No, former kingdom, I had to remind myself.  
 
    Nothing was easy, even with so much time to process change. There is no simple or easy way to just stop being a queen. My instincts were bent towards the authority I once commanded. In some ways, I still felt as if this kingdom was still my responsibility. Now, I just did not know how that allowed for my inclusion with Alexia running everything. Beyond my confusion and the dizzying sense of alienation and rejection, I was proud of my daughter. She had taken very troubling times and terrible immortal dangers upon herself and held her kingdom together.  
 
    I moved over to the door and I opened it as the scent of a blood mixture I had never expected assaulted my senses. His eyes were cold and blue as they had been when I saw him last as a mortal, but his blood smelled of Alexia. He was tied interchangeably to her blood, as well he already shared common scent markers. The redundancy of being sired by our daughter made his scent very repellant to my blood-sense.  
 
    “You’re a brave lad showing up at my door after the shite you’ve pulled. Give me a single good reason why I do not sunder your fecking body where you stand?” 
 
    I hissed in a low angry tone. He smiled a cold and political-like smile. He was very much a shark, my senses told me to be wary, even though he was not a match for my might physically.  
 
    “You cannot touch me, I am protected. Besides, Alexia would be forced to kill you, should you decide to make good on your threat. Move aside now, I am coming in.” 
 
    He said, and he brushed past me rudely inviting himself into my penthouse. To say I was irate, would be an enormous understatement. My blood boiled and my wrath swirled inside my veins. My fangs burned to attack him, and my claws itched to be released upon his person. Olaf’s words two centuries prior rang in my ears, “You should have dealt with him a long time ago.”  
 
    I hissed and clenched my fists. 
 
    “Get out, before I lose what little restraint I have towards you, Alexander.” 
 
    He seemed to delight himself in this like he was daring to dangle a limb above a wild animal, taunting it.  
 
    “Now, now, you crawled out of that grave of yours and you expect me to what, cower before you, Mavis? A lot has changed in two centuries and I am not going to just sit idle and watch you threaten everything we have built here. After your little stunt at our home on court, you have only destabilized Alexia’s position.”  
 
    I snarled and I rushed forward, slamming Alexander against the wall with a force powerful enough to crack the wood and the plaster.  
 
    “You have trespassed in my home, and you dare to lecture me on etiquette? You who is merely an opportunistic farmer’s son who fed upon your own fecking daughter’s lifeblood! Tell me, how close to death did you let your daughter get, just so you could have eternal life, Alexander?!” 
 
    He seemed less certain of his invulnerability now, but his smile remained. 
 
    “You cannot hurt me, Mavis. You are a dead queen. Dead queens do not kill the father of the current queen. If you were wise, you would start your life again back in Dublin or in whatever other holdings you still have. I know you still have places you could retreat to, so what are you doing in this city? Why are you meeting with the Lycans?” 
 
    I frowned and said, “You dare to spy upon me, boy? I can castrate ye where ye stand! Just give me half a mind to do so! Then ye shall spend eternity ball-less and impotent.” 
 
    He seemed to consider this possible fate for a moment and then he shook himself off the wall with all his might. I let him lose my grip and stood back a step. Despite everything, I didn’t plan to kill him right now. Alexia was indeed cross with me already. Alexander’s victorious smile told me he knew my line of thought. 
 
    “You were always quite easy to figure out, Mavis. You think too much about your kids and how they view you. Maybe if you were a little less selfless you might have killed me as a mortal. Alas, that has now passed us by. I have lived a very long time free of you and I would very much enjoy having my freedom back. Leave town and I will not tell Alexia that you have been meeting with her natural enemies.” 
 
    I smiled a sinister smile.  
 
    “Loving my daughters is not a weakness, Alexander. I lived over three-hundred-years before I had them. You could not comprehend that level of solitude. As for the Lycans, I was simply celebrating my return and speaking with an old friend. Wildriver is now and forever aligned with Alexia. If ye tell her anything, it will be the truth, that the Lycans are not the threat to the crown.” 
 
    He snorted and rolled his eyes, “Oh, yes, the draugr, however could I forget your malarky reasons for crashing the court with your rabble band. Do you think the nobles present did not notice the company you kept?! Now they are all talking, wondering if Alexia agrees with you. After all, she was your daughter. No one buys the lunacy that these supposed undead vampyrs are killing off royals. If anything, I would wager it more likely you have been free this entire time killing off the other royals yourself. That makes a lot more sense to me. Your position is extremely tenuous Mavis. If you leave now, I will not entertain this conspiracy theory any further.” 
 
    He laughed, and I barely managed to restrain myself from striking out at him. Alexander was the most ungrateful man I had ever encountered.  
 
    “Were not my riches, my bed, and the love of our daughter not enough for you?! I gave you more than you deserved considering all you were to me was the seed provided to make my children!”  
 
    He glared at me and hissed lowly. 
 
    “You fed me scraps like a dog at your table, lapping at your feet! You refused me the gift. And you never ceased to remind me that you could kill me!” 
 
    I glared into his eyes and I snorted. 
 
    “Considering how often you belittled me publicly, you are damn lucky I was so merciful. You never wanted for anything, and ye were far richer than any member of your family. You have never once experienced a single day’s hardship and you dare speak of me as if I were a fecking slave mistress to ye! Most mortals would be in bliss just to have known the body of a queen!” 
 
    He studied me and he seemed to lose his words for a moment. Part of me took this as a small victory, that even he couldn’t find an argument to rebuff with. 
 
    “Your time is the past old woman; it is time to fade out or risk being burnt out. I am sure we can still rustle up some fearful villagers to run you out of town if we tried.” 
 
    I slammed my fist down into the table before I could think better, and it collapsed with a crash as wood shards rained upon me. 
 
    “Bloody hell woman, that’s the second table you’ve killed in as many days!” 
 
    Olaf exclaimed, as he trots in and a wide-eyed Anne Devlin entered behind him. 
 
    “Alexander and I were just catching up on old times. You know how it is with former seed donors. They always seem to have something new to complain about no matter how well you treated him.”  
 
    Olaf rushed forward and snatched Alexander up by his very expensive-looking purple shirt.  
 
    “If I ever catch scent one of ye anywhere near Mavis again, I will vanish you. Have you ever considered what eternity encased in concrete would be like? Press yer luck with me boy, and I promise you will find out!” 
 
    Olaf hissed, and Alexander gave me one final look of warning and said, “Stay away from Alexia if you know what’s best for you, Mavis.” 
 
    He rushed out in a blur of speed that was hardly impressive to Olaf or I but was certainly beyond Anne’s ability to detect. She seemed to look around in shock, as he vanished before her eyes.  
 
    “Good evening, Anne, sorry you had to see all that.” 
 
    I said, and she bats her lashes and shrugged slightly as she walked closer. 
 
    “Hey, um I just thought I would come by and see how you were settling in.” 
 
    She said, and I frowned. 
 
    “Not that I am displeased you are here, how did you ever find me?” 
 
    I asked, and she held up her phone device and said, “Oh, you were tagged in a bunch of pics and Tweets. Everyone in New Orleans knows some mysterious Irish Aubrey hottie is staying here.” 
 
    She explained, and I nodded, and muttered, “Infernal devices, the lot of them! I’ll never know how the feck Olaf has managed to hide himself for this long with everyone taking ridiculous self-pictures.” 
 
    I murmured out and Olaf put in, “They are called selfies, and I am extremely good at not being photographed. I am like an anti-Tweeter ninja. No one’s going to catch this man unawares.” 
 
    He said, praising himself and I murmured, “And ye are very humble as well I see.” 
 
    He grunted and gave me a grin.  
 
    “Is that any way to think the guy who helped get your beautiful young caller up here?” 
 
    I smiled back showing my fangs off. 
 
    “Thank you, Olaf, I knew there was a reason I kept you around. Apparently, it was to help me sneak lasses into me room.” 
 
    He nodded in approval and said, “Aye My Lady, ye should have figured that out long ago. We could have made a game of it for centuries!” 
 
    Anne laughed and she looked between us curiously studying us both. 
 
    “You know, for a couple of like ancient vampires, you two certainly are goofy!” 
 
    She said, and it did not sound like she meant this as an insult. Olaf nodded sagely and preened in pride.  
 
    “Lass, I could tell ye stories about this one. She’s a real pussycat once ye get past all that tough queenly bravado she exudes. She’s also a world-class prankster.” 
 
    He said, and I hissed at him lightly warning him.  
 
    “Huss you!” 
 
    He chuckled and said, “A drink or some dinner, lass? We can get anything delivered here, perks of being an Aubrey and such.”  
 
    Olaf explained to Anne, and she shook her head widely. 
 
    “I’m good, thanks, mister Olaf.” 
 
    He chuckled again and said, “It’s just Olaf. Well, I shall take my leave, seeing as my lady is now giving me that evil eye of hers. Nothing good ever befalls one under that gaze.” 
 
    He said only half-joking and he soon vanished. Anne and I were left alone with a sudden silence as the door to the front snapped shut suddenly. 
 
    *** 
 
    Anne eyed the penthouse with keen interest, and I smiled showing my fangs, and said, “Tea? We have coffee as well, but I don’t know what time you are due for rest.”  
 
    She wet her lips and nodded, “Tea would be nice, thanks. I’m always a bit of a night owl by nature, so I won’t be sleeping anytime soon.” 
 
    Anne looked me over as if studying my every line and nook. Unlike a certain wolf, she knew very well her fancy lay with women. I could sense her nerves and her desire mixed in a ravishing odor that seemed to infuse itself to her human scent. Her blood pumped in a quick pulse of her heart. The mortal normal being slightly higher than the vampyr pulse.  
 
    Moving over to the stove in the kitchen area, I began to explore the pantries until I found an old kettle pot.  
 
    “Thankfully, the art of boiling water has not changed in eons.” 
 
    I jested and Anne snickered at that and bobbed her head. 
 
    “Your place is beautiful, and extremely old-looking, not that that is a bad thing. I just don’t even recognize half the items in here.” 
 
    She confessed and I hummed in agreement. 
 
    “Aye, well, I have yet to modernize much. Olaf had electricity run through the place and he took the liberty of installing a television device and some infernal computer device, but I have not really learned much about them yet. I spent some time exploring the modern histories and sometimes watching a few movies Olaf bugged me to watch.” 
 
    She winked and nodded as she followed me to the kitchen, and she leaned against the table. Her ass hugged her tight jeans so much that it almost seemed to serve itself up on the table as if an offering for my fangs to sink into.  
 
    “Olaf was that hot Viking dude?” 
 
    She asked, and I nodded. 
 
    “So, you like men too?” 
 
    I asked more in observation and she shrugged.  
 
    “Occasionally, but I would say I am about ninety-percent lesbian.”  
 
    I liked my lips and murmured, “Interesting split, I suppose I would wager that is about how one might describe me, considering I had two daughters before I was imprisoned.” 
 
    Her eyes widened and she said, “You don’t look like anyone’s mom I’ve ever seen!” 
 
    I chuckled darkly in amusement and I turned the faucet on and filled the kettle with water. 
 
    “Alexia Aubrey, she is mine. She used to have a twin sister, Abigale.” 
 
    Her mouth widened and her eyes seemed to water slightly in sympathy. 
 
    “I’m sorry. How did she die?” 
 
    I sighed and said, “Musketeers firing upon my door as it opened, assuming I was coming out for the night. Some vile assassination attempt. Dear Abigale was caught in the fire, and I lost my mind in grief, slaughtering dozens of mortals. Alexia was forced to seal me away in that coffin you found me crawling out of.” 
 
    She seemed to still and her mind seemed to process this information for a long moment. 
 
    “I would understand if ye wanted nothing more to do with the likes of me. I have blood on me hands.” 
 
    She strode forward a few steps and stopped short of me and searched my eyes as if looking for something. 
 
    “Did you kill anyone who did not shoot at your house?” 
 
    She asked, surprising me, and I shook my head and said, “Not that I can recall. I never left my own lands before Alexia wrestled me down and subdued me.” 
 
    She shrugged and said, “Then I forgive you. Perhaps you should have already forgiven yourself, considering I would have done way worse if someone shot my kid.” 
 
    Her words surprised me, and I almost stepped back in shock.  
 
    “You know, I had believed mortals incapable of surprising me any longer, yet you have managed to shock my mind.” 
 
    She winked playfully and said, “Well, coming from a literal MILF, that is an honor and a privilege.” 
 
    She did a relatively decent curtsey randomly and I laughed. 
 
    “I’m not even sure what a MILF is, but your tone makes it sound like a positive.” 
 
    She nodded and bit her lip and said, “Play your cards right fang girl, and I might just show you later.” 
 
    Her bedroom eyes called to me as if she were a succubus beckoning me to my own demise via orgasm. Not only was Anne not terrified of me, but she was also still a bold and headstrong young adult. Her eyes were like cool blue flames. Her posture and stride we both indicative of her sexual confidence. She was sexy and she was sure of herself. Everything about her was modern and well beyond the puritan behavior I had become accustomed to while living in the past. My people were pagans, and we believed a nice romp or an orgy was simply good for the energy release one required. Pagan rituals and practices all stemmed from beings with excessive levels of magiks which needed to be expunged as well, so we tended to be hypersexual.  
 
    Even at this age, most would still condemn me for already setting my eyes upon two young ladies. My affections and interests in either of them no less than the other. Explaining such things to people who are not of my kind is difficult. Being one of the very last of my kind does not make this any easier. 
 
    “Careful lass, I might truly bite, if you torment me too well.” 
 
    I murmured loud enough for her to hear, implying the more sensual meaning to a vampyr bite. It was impossible to remove biting and bloodletting from a vampyr’s sex games. She smiled widely at me and chuckled in deep amusement. 
 
    “Do you really believe I would track down a literal vampire if I was too scared of her teeth not to play?” 
 
    She asked and her use of the word “play” certainly made my heart jump and my hormones roar to life fully.  
 
    “Keep distracting me so, and I might manage to burn water.” 
 
    I said in a sincere tone and she giggled at me and flipped her black and blue hair over her shoulder, and she licked her lips again, this time a bit slower. Her every action felt like a seduction to me, and my needs were paramount from two-centuries of solitude. 
 
    “Are you as bad a cook as I am, then?” 
 
    She asked in amusement and I rolled my eyes and puffed my chest slightly. 
 
    “I managed to raise two girls for more than fifteen years without poisoning them. I believe that lends my cooking for credibility!”  
 
    Anne laughed and added, “Probably helped that half their diet was blood, no?” 
 
    I laughed in amusement and conceded to her point.  
 
    “Unfortunately, fer me, ye might have a bloody point.” 
 
    I confessed, and she giggled, and as if it had been divinely orchestrated, the pot kettle whistled, announcing it was proper boiled. I turned and tended to the pot, and nearly burnt myself forgetting to find a mitt first. 
 
    “I was about to say…” 
 
    She murmured and watched me fetch the mitten from the drawer. I smiled and winked at her in amusement.  
 
    “I may be an immortal creature of the night, but I am still prone to the same lapse in thinking as any other being.” 
 
    She nodded sagely as if she knew this all along. Anne’s smile was infectious. She seemed to live her life loud and proud in every manner. Nothing about her was shut up or restrained. As result, she seemed to be happy and free-spirited in all her ways. Part of me envied her this, seeing as I spent hundreds of years living mainly for others or for my kingdom. I’d rarely done a single thing that was for Mavis alone. Even having my girls had been partially desire and partially my responsibility to produce an heir. (Which turned out to be an incredibly good decision!) 
 
    “I tossed out my novel vampire expectations a few nights ago.” 
 
    She told me, and I frowned slightly, and she explained further, “There are a lot of fiction stories about vampires. None of them very accurate as it turns out. I guess I can generally assume humans wrote them all since I would think a vampire would have at least gotten some of your behavior correct.” 
 
    I hummed and added, “Or, they are intentionally incorrect to keep the mortals looking in the wrong direction. Classic immortal misdirection can be found across history.” 
 
    She tipped her head in a slight concession and added, “Or that, yep.” 
 
    I managed to rend myself from her enchanting gaze long enough to secure teacups and I plucked out two tea bags and placed one into each of the cups, then I poured the scalding water over the bags and I watched as the water slowly bled to light brown in each of the cups respectively.  
 
    “Milk, sugar?” 
 
    I inquired, and she nodded and said, “Some sugar, please.” 
 
    Her tone was velvety, and I felt my body clench as she seemed to cue my body once again to her intentions. My power my senses were on overdrive now. I could feel everything she was feeling, and it took an immeasurably level of restraint to behave in a sane and patient manner. With this mortal, I seemed to feel as if she could hunt me, and pursue me, not simply becoming prey. I am far too dominant a personality to be sexually attracted to one who cannot hunt as well as being hunted. That is a curious nature for any apex-type being that I have ever seen. Though I have met a few who do get aroused by omega types, that is not my thing.  
 
    I sat her teacup on a small plate and handed it to her carefully. 
 
    “Give it a few good blows before you test it.” 
 
    I said, and her eyes seemed to turn positively sinful in response. 
 
    We had several long pauses as we both attempted to cool our tea a bit and we wrestled our hormones under control again. It was probably a good thing that I was the only one feeling both of our feelings together because if she could feel me right now, she would not be wearing any clothes or capable of a single lucid thought beyond screaming my name on her back as I ravish her consenting core. 
 
    She finally sipped her tea and nodded in approval and said, “I can honestly congratulate you on not burning the tea. It’s tea, and tea is good.” 
 
    She said, I could still sense the tension in her tone. She was nervous as if we were being escorted on a public courting ritual with a human chaperone hanging just behind us scrutinizing our every interaction. Seeing as they did not approve of homosexuality back in my previous time, two girls could not have such an open courting then. At least now it was more-or-less considered normal.  Proof that not everything changed over ages of time was a bad change that and Google, which is basically a brain inside a search engine for even the simplest of chaps. Something we surely could have used back in the old days! 
 
    “Tis good I still know how to make anything after so long. I will need a willing test subject to practice my recipes upon. If anyone is up to the task?” 
 
    I asked, and she smiled at me, and said, “That sounds like a date to me,” 
 
    Her smile was bright, and her heart fluttered as did mine. My nerves felt as if they had been jolted with electricity. Even after centuries, I could feel like a lass again as I gazed l0ongingly upon a fair maiden of keen interest.  
 
    “Aye, I was not trying to be too subtle, lass.” 
 
    I said in a sassy tone, and she sat down her cup, and she grabbed my head and gently kissed my lips as if losing all control of resisting the urge to taste me finally, and I closed my eyes as my tongue penetrated her lips and tasted her bitter-sweet flavor so laden with the essence of tea. 
 
    Reluctantly, I recalled my lips and drew myself back, and cleared my throat of the lump forming. 
 
    “As much as I’d love to shred all your clothing and throw you against the first hard surface I can, I do believe I should show you the proper supplication of observing courtship rituals before I lay siege to your person.” 
 
    I said, and she stared into my eyes with a heat that could have melted solid ice in seconds. Her sinful lust burned as passionately as mine, yet I was determined to show her dignity and restraint, if only for a spell. 
 
    “Is that your fancy-pants way of telling me you want to take me out before you sleep with me?” 
 
    She teased me, and she brushed past me, picking up her tea, and emptying the contents down her throat. 
 
    Anne smiled wickedly and turned to saunter out the kitchen door clear through the living room. My heart was in my throat as I ached. By the time she closed the door with one final wave of her fingers. Now I felt as impetuous and young as she was, but I managed to resolve myself to wait until our next encounter. 
 
     
 
     
 
     
 
         
 
     
 
         
 
       
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
       
 
    Seventeen: 
 
    Nightmares of my coffin years reaped my mind as I slept. Memories of the delusions and the wild wonderings of my lost centuries played havoc upon my nerves. I woke up in a start and I wiped sweat from my brow and tears from my eyes. There were seldom any torments invented as creative or custom-tailored as the ones which we make for ourselves.  
 
    Hell might have been a welcome change of pace for my mind, considering the price I had paid for two full centuries. Abigale’s bloody body lay before me, and my hands were steeped in the blood sacrifice of my child. I screamed in abject horror as the power rushed around me, the power of her blood.  
 
    “Mum awake up. Mum!” 
 
    I heard, and I shot up hissing in a feral tone as not Abigale, but Alexia stood over my bed. Her blonde hair was neatly curled, and her make-up done up impeccably. Her business suit bespoke power success and extreme wealth. She wore a light blue suit which suited her eyes. I felt almost in awe of the woman before me. My awe was enough to pause me in my admiration for several long moments. 
 
    “Lexi?” 
 
    I asked, almost terrified she might be another hallucination. However, she nodded, and her beautiful curls tumbled around slightly. She was vastly different than me, but her wild Celtic hair was the same, even if not the same color.  
 
    “Yes mum, it is I.” 
 
    She said, in a personal tone, not at all queenly. Her softer voice was that of a daughter to her long-lost mum.  
 
    “How are ye this morning?” 
 
    I asked, and she snorted and seemed to forget herself for a long moment. 
 
    “You’re still going on like that as if the evening is morning and morning is nighttime.” 
 
    She commented and as I sat up and I shrugged as I stretched like a very flexible cat.  
 
    “Is it not the case for us? We often sleep in the day and wake at night; therefore, our day and night are inverted upon itself.” 
 
    I commented in a matter-of-fact tone and she smiled displaying her fangs slightly.  
 
    “I suppose that makes as much sense as anything else in life.” 
 
    Alexia said, and she sighed. Olaf entered my bedroom next, and I frowned at them. 
 
    “Now I know this is not a pleasant mother-0daughter morning. What has befallen the kingdom, and what is to be asked of me?”  
 
    Alexia looked down and away and she murmured, “Dad was taken, as was your mortal girl. The thing left a note.” 
 
    Alexia said, and she held out a parchment for me, and I accepted it studying the neat calligraphy. This was a dying art form in this mortal world, something I almost expected I might never see again in daily life.  
 
    ‘Come for them and bring your wolves if you care to.’ 
 
    It said, and there was no signature. A droplet of Anne’s blood sealed the letter. I sniffed it deep, and I felt her blood trail all around my apartment where she had been only a night prior. 
 
    “Curious that it took your father as well.” 
 
    I said, and I withheld any more hurtful remarks. 
 
    “I understand my dad came by to speak with you last night?” 
 
    Alexia pried and I nodded and said, “Just some old business from before the coffin. Nothing of grave import. Mayhap the draugr mistook his visit for a male caller at my door?” 
 
    I asked, and Olaf grunted and murmured “Good riddance.” Alexia seemed to flash her disdain at Olaf, but she did not say anything further. She clearly had a strained relationship with the right-hand of the kingdom.  
 
    “What have you come for?” 
 
    I asked, and Alexia straightened herself up, and she looked deep into my eyes.  
 
    “By all right, you owe me nothing, nor my kingdom. Yet I am here to ask you to rescue my father. I cannot admit this publicly, but I know that if anyone can withstand this royal assassin, it is you and not me.” 
 
    She seemed to play with her button on her suit jacket absently. This nervous tick reminded me of Abigale so much. I was almost shocked to see it in Alexia, but then I remembered that she had taken in all that remained of Abigale. She had embodied some of her sister’s essence. My heart warmed, despite the unreasonable nature of her request. 
 
    “Daughters never owe their mothers for the love and dedication they are given. While I could honestly care less about your father, I will do this for you, my child. I would go to hell and back again for both of ye, Alexia.” 
 
    I told her, and Olaf hissed and muttered, “Brilliant, you’ve just signed up for group suicide by draugr!” 
 
    My eyes flicked to him and I gave him a warning look. 
 
    “Olaf, I will not ignore the request of my daughter. She deserves more than I could ever give her in repayment for my absence. Besides, I will not allow this assassin anywhere near the queen of North America. It will never cross her court or her home, not unless I am dead and vanquished.”  
 
    Olaf glared back at me and snapped, “That’s what is about to happen to you if you go to this thing! It is a trap!” 
 
    I looked deeper into his eyes and I ground out, “Then help me even out the odds, Olaf. You and I have faced down all manners of darkness before. Or did you lose your nerve and your balls while I was in that fecking coffin?!” 
 
    He winced at the question and cupped a hand over his testicles as if reacting to some phantom pain.  
 
    “Would ye like to check and see if my balls are still working?!” 
 
    He asked, as he threatened to unzip his trousers and I gave him a dead-eyed glare daring him to release his contents upon my eyes. He finally sighed again and said, “There is no doubt, I am coming with you. I only remain that Alexander is not worth the trouble!” 
 
    My eyes flashed crimson and I hissed at him in a deeply primal apex-vampyr tone. 
 
    “No, but Anne is, as is Alexia who will be next on his list of royals to kill! You will stand beside me or you will stand down!” 
 
    He nodded and turned to Alexia, “For the record, this is the very last thing I am doing as a member of this kingdom. I am officially rogue after this. I will not clean up behind Alex ever again!” 
 
    He said, and I frowned, wondering what that meant, but no one seemed inclined to fill me in. Alexia looked guilty and sorrowful, but she conceded and said, “I figured as much now that mum is back. I was only borrowing you as I always suspected. However, thank you so much for all the years you helped me hold this kingdom up, Uncle Olaf.”  
 
    She said in a tender tone, and Olaf blushed slightly beside himself from the love of a girl he helped raise. He had not stood beside her all these years simply out of loyalty to me, but rather because he loved Alexia as well. It was a rare thing to see Olaf cherish someone so tenderly who is not one of the many lovers he has paraded through the court with over the years.  
 
    “You did fine on your own kiddo.” 
 
    He said, and I smirked at him, the big softie!  
 
    “I’m not going to ask for your vampyrs, but I will need to have you inform the apex of the wolves that the draugr will soon be cornered, should they wish to help me extract some swift retribution upon him for all his sins.” 
 
    I said, laying down the foundations of a battleplan mainly comprised of charge the draugr and his trap with as many Lycans as possible. Olaf knew what I was thinking, and he offered, “I know a few crazy fae rogues who would be good for a battle or two.” 
 
    My eyes widened and I arched in question, “Can we trust them?” 
 
    Olaf smiled wide and said, “They’re crazier than both of us combined, but yes, I trust them in a fight. They have no ties to the darken or the light kingdoms now either. They were outcast for falling in love.” 
 
    He explained, and I quickly nodded, deducting the reason why. They were opposites, one was a darken and one a light, which was not supposed to be allowed, as if the heart could ever be controlled or demanded. 
 
    “I’ll call Gregor and have him and Alice here in under an hour.” 
 
    Olaf informed me, and I nodded. I wanted to race off right now to go pluck Anne from the metaphorical jaws of the beast, but I knew that her survival hinged on me mounting a proper rescue mission with time and consideration.  
 
    “Thanks, I will go prepare for battle while you lot make yer calls. Just make sure that the wolves and the fairies are ready to leave in the next thirty-to-forty minutes. I would like to get this done as soon as possible to increase the chances of success.” 
 
    I said, and Olaf nodded in understanding. He gave me a very theatrical bow and said, “As her majesty commands.” 
 
    My eyes rolled almost of their own volition as he seemed to manage to keep my mind from becoming too hung up on the potential death and blood laying just beyond this moment. There was an exceptionally large possibility I would never see Anne again to learn what this modern date might entail. 
 
    Part of me was torn inside, even though I had not actually slept with her yet. I felt as if I were on the verge of losing someone greatly important to me. This was illogical and completely out of the blue. I could hardly see this draugr’s choices in hostages as rational or logical. How had he gotten close enough to my penthouse to sniff out who was close to me? If he did his research about me, he should have realized that Alexander was a terrible choice and Anne was a very new acquaintance. Most immortals would have allowed them to die horribly and never lift a finger to aid them. Not if it requires combatting a draugr. By all right and reason, I should simply allow them to be fed to the monster.  
 
    “Very well, I’ll BRB.” 
 
    Alexia said, and I frowned but nodded despite my lack of comprehension.  
 
    “That means be right back. It is a human short-hand speak often used on text messages.” 
 
    Olaf explained, and I gave him a wide-O with my lips, and he snorted and added, “BRB as well.” 
 
    And he vanished from sight and I sensed him outside the balcony as he began to dial his fairy friends. I was frustrated that I was so out-of-the-loop at this time. I was left to stand around and dress as others made the calls to help me find justice for the many dead this draugr had killed while I slumbered.  
 
    My daughter made several calls, most of them to the Lycans around New Orleans. She also informed several of her close friends that we were about to undertake an expedition to free her father. She was stubborn as a post, just like her dear mum, because I noticed her use of the term “we.” She was not one to be left off a fight. Part of me wished to object, but I knew too well that she was the queen now and there would be no stopping Alexia from doing as she pleased.  
 
    Being that I couldn’t do anything else, I marched off to my wardrobe and I found my old combat leathers and my belt of blades, and various other choice weapons. These leathers, tunic, and trousers were spell-woven to enhance natural combat abilities ever so slightly. They were also spelled to reinforce the body’s resistance as well. I could survive several enormously powerful attacks with this enchantment. I had a few fae friends over the years, despite the constant wars in Dublin. 
 
    My cutlass blade was forged of fairy flame and darken fae ore deep underground in their homeland outside Tren Na Nog. I slipped into the tunic and trousers which had been a much larger spectacle in full black leather when I last wore them. Now it seemed very little differed from men and women in the world when compared to my time. Even if the leather was not the common type of material worn daily.  
 
    “I see you found those old rags. I should have thrown them out years ago, but I figured I should hold on to them in case you decided to resurrect yourself.”  
 
    Olaf said, and I turned to look at him as I fastened my belt with five small throwing daggers and my cutlass on my waist.  
 
    “Lucky you, I would have been forced to kill you, had you tossed out my favorite battle outfit. One does not mess with a lady’s wardrobe, no matter how close a friend he is.” 
 
    I commented and he grinned and made a dubious expression. I oftentimes wondered what was running through Olaf’s mind, but I never actually wished to read his thoughts for fear of what I may find there. The known perversions would be more disturbing than the many unknowns I could imagine, more than likely.  
 
    “We need to get guns, lots of guns. I will have a vamp I know raid the local Marine base supplies.” 
 
    Alexia commented, and I arched a brow at her, and she gave me a mischievous look as she prowled into my bedroom. 
 
    “What? This is not my first nor my fifteenth battle.”  
 
    She stated and I bobbed in understanding. 
 
    “Bring all the artillery you wish, but I do not need any devilish devices to do my warring for me.” 
 
    I said in an obstinate tone and Olaf gave me a placating look and said, “Aye my lady, we all know you prefer to fight the dinos with tooth and claw, like a good T-rex.” 
 
    I scoffed and murmured. “I don’t know what that means, but I know it is somehow fun at my expense!” 
 
    He nodded and Alexia put in, “Dinosaurs, they lived way before us. People have been digging up their fossils and relics for hundreds of years now. I guess that was just a bit after your time?” 
 
    She asked and I cringed, realizing he was calling me a fossil!  
 
    “I will have my revenge upon you, Olaf!” 
 
    I promised him darkly, and Alexia seemed to agree as she silently watched the vow of violent retribution, I made him.  
 
    “Personally, it seemed to make sense in comparison. Also, it was pretty funny!” 
 
    He stated and I murmured, “I’ll have ye fitted fer a jester’s costume upon our survival of this conflict. That or a noose.”  
 
    He shrugged as if I were not threatening to hang him. We have had our little dance of violence for centuries now. He knows when I am not being serious and when I am absolutely serious.  
 
    “Fairies are on their way now. They will help us counter any magiks, assuming there is any to counter. I do not see a draugr being much of a magiks weaver. That is not to say he is acting alone.” 
 
    He said, and I saw the dire warning in his expression and I grimly nodded in agreement. 
 
    “Aye, that is how I read everything. No way this is all the actions of one deranged monster. That would be too much of a wild coincidence and if it was all him, why not make himself known as the new ruler in all the providences he has slaughtered the local clans in?” 
 
    My assessment seemed to give Alexia pause, as she appeared to have been wrestling with this same grim reality. My daughter was no one’s fool. She knew this was all framed too neatly for a single undead monster to be controlling everything. That was also likely the reason she came to me instead of attempting to try her own hand at freeing Alexander. Alexia was brave not stupid, so she would not willingly commit suicide. That gave me great relief as a parent.  
 
    “Hopefully, he does not have magical back-up here and now. I don’t see how he could anticipate what is coming for him now.” 
 
    I said, and Olaf nodded in agreement. 
 
    *** 
 
    Aurelia showed up in twenty-five minutes of being called with over a dozen wolves nipping at her heels in excitement, ready to hunt beneath modern New Orleans.  
 
    She was dressed in a little black dress, which seemed a shocking and attractive option for a woman ready to prance into battle, but then again, wolves never do fight clothed or even in human form if they can help it.  
 
    Alexia was courteous with Aurelia. I noticed the strain between them. They did not trust each other much, but they kept this to themselves even if I could still plainly read their expressions. Olaf was polishing a large war ax which had been his favored weapon since ancient times as a Viking raider.  
 
    “Remember, we’re there to kill baddies, not to plunder maidens.” 
 
    A smooth voice said to Olaf, as a platinum-blonde long-haired male fairy came into view of my door. He was tall, almost as tall as Olaf, at six-two. Beside him strode a dark elf ranger, nearly as tall as her male companion. Her dark-blue hair was meant to naturally blend with the shadows, and her purple eyes deep and haunting. I had seen many like her in the wars around Dublin in my youth. The fairy male had silver eyes that matched his hair so perfectly and he was chiseled muscle and perfectly toned sun-kissed golden skin. He was a Sidhe magiks caster. His powers were potent, and I could feel the shimmering and the swirling rage of wild fae magiks all in his general vicinity. He was one of the more powerful casters I had ever come face-to-face with. 
 
    “Gregor, my old friend! I see she’s still keeping you alive for the time being!” 
 
    Olaf roared and the woman smiled a mischievous look that called to the sinister nature of her dark elven heritage. They both had long slender ears and aside from one appearing like a shadow elf and the other a sun-soaked elf, they were nearly similar in other regards. Alice was chilly, which spoke of her winter magiks heritage. The two were contradictions to one another and in most logical and rational places they might have been fatal enemies and not lovers.  
 
    “Nice sword.” 
 
    She murmured, as she eyed my blade with lust. I smiled and tipped my head as I admired the ancient Japanese-style katana at her hip.  
 
    “You as well, fairy forged katana?” 
 
    She nodded and added, “Frost-forged, to be precise.”  
 
    I widened my mouth in shock. 
 
    “Those are truly rare! The foragemaster of winter has been missing for some time unless he has resurfaced while I was sleeping?” 
 
    She shook her head and wistfully sighed, “If only he had, we might not be on the verge of defeat in so many providences. Not that the darken fae care much what happens to me anymore.” 
 
    Her tone was mildly bitter, but also sad. Clearly, they missed their homes, but not enough to quit each other. No one I knew relished being excommunicated. 
 
    “You are aware of the dangers you will face going into the den of a draugr? There is no promise of victory or survival if you accompany me. We all very well could die on this mission.” 
 
    I said, and Olaf murmured, “Come on now sour-puss, let’s not dishearten the troops before the march, yeah?” 
 
    My frown bespoke the measure of confusion upon that line. He seemed to keep forgetting how few cultural and social references I could comprehend right now. I may have been awake several days now, but I hardly had the time to deep and exhausting research on all the various topics I was sorely lacking in. 
 
    “We don’t require promises when it comes to a hunt. We wolves know not to expect our foes to roll over and show us their bellies easily. We will have our revenge for the senseless slaughter of our clan mate!” 
 
    Aurelia snarled and the other’s howled in agreement. I was accustomed to seeing humanoid wolves howl, clearly, Alexia was not. She seemed to be shocked by the primal behavior. I knew all too well how blurred the line between man and beast was with them.  
 
    “Are we missing anyone?” 
 
    I asked, and I heard labored breathing from the stairs and a still very youthful-looking former guard came into view. I’d nearly forgotten Alexia had taken a mate until I saw him drop the crates he was heaving and wrap his arms around my daughter with profound affection.  
 
    “Lexi, I raided the Marine base. We have enough automatic weapons to hopefully put a dent in these monsters!” 
 
    Jack Redfield was very nearly the image of his father now. He was over six-foot-tall, and he was brown hair, blue-eyed, and slightly scruffy from forgetting to shave for several days. He was skinny, but well-muscled despite his slim figure. 
 
    “Jack! Dammit, you could have been home days earlier!” 
 
    Alexia chastised him, but her tone bespoke her happiness at seeing him. He seemed equally as happy just to gaze upon her as if he was worshiping at the altar of Alexia.  
 
    “Queen Mavis… I mean, former queen.” 
 
    He blushed as he looked between us, and I smiled at him.  
 
    “Hello Jack, it’s genuinely nice to see you once again. I am happy that you have taken such good care of Alexia.”  
 
    I said, and he nodded and said, “It’s my joy in life, even when she’s mad at me, which is most of the time as far as I can tell.” 
 
    He said, still the slightly goofy youth I remembered. I smiled and we exchanged looks of understanding. Alexia was a wild-tempered girl, and I could see that had not changed. I was simply happy to see who she had decided to place her trust and her love. I could not have hand-selected a better suitor for her if I had tried. I guess she was also a lot more hetero-normal than me, but that was her choice, not mine. 
 
        
 
              
 
     
 
    

  

 
   
           
 
       
 
       
 
      
 
     
 
     
 
          
 
      
 
      
 
        
 
        
 
    Eighteen: 
 
    With all the hunters we are likely to get assembled and ready to go, I began to trace the blood scent of Anne. No doubt the droplet was left for this very purpose which suggests that he knows about my blood tracking ability. That was never public knowledge, even though some high-powered beings of multiple species knew, none were likely to dispense this particular skill on a whim.  
 
    This left only unsettling options for where the information had leaked. Most thankfully, I could rule my own daughter out, given that she had no earthly idea where her father was being held, and that she had to come to be in the first place. There were potential rivals who may have seen this draugr as an opportunity to stir up enough chaos to make a play for Alexia’s throne, but I did not judge that as likely either. 
 
    Ultimately, I was going to have to rush in and hope for the best. I would have to ferret out any potential insider sources later. Given my new situation, that task proved exceptionally trying, but I was not about to let a traitor roam freely endangering my daughter. Not a second time! Since Abigale, I have learned how tenuous my world is even when I believe myself insulated. I will never take for granted my safety or security again.  
 
    One does not forget being hit so hard that you nearly never recover. Even if the only blow in my case was psychological. The target of desire was the throne, so I was doubly damned if I would allow anyone to touch Alexia.   
 
    I didn’t even wish her to come along on such a dangerous mission. I however lost my right to decide such things for my daughter two centuries ago. She was now a grown immortal with a burden and responsibility all her own. I might not agree with the priority level she is giving to her father’s life, but that was her choice. I always knew the girls adored Alexander, even if he was not an impressive male specimen outside looks and charm. I had only chosen him to be a seed donor after all. I had not intended for him to end up an immortal in my daughter’s court. 
 
    Something was rotten in New Orleans, and it was not merely these undead vampiric minions. They were simply the very tip of a new spear threatening to lance the Americas now. Though I may be running in blind right now, I intended to turn over every stone to obtain answers to lead me back to the source of this disaster and punish them, no matter how terrifying they might turn out to be. Nothing this drastic and well-controlled happens without a conspiracy of some form. I have witnessed enough shifts in power over the ages to learn this. Power was once again shifting and realigning in this world. I intended to ensure my daughter’s place once the dust settled. Anything else was irrelevant to me. I was beginning to see that this was likely the very reason I was even free and roaming the earth once more. I am certain Abigale would wish me to protect Alexia after everything I have put her through.  
 
    “I’m going to sit in the shotgun of your front seat.” 
 
    I told Olaf, and he smiled and snorted at the same moment. 
 
    “It’s just shotgun, that is the term for riding in the front passenger seat.” 
 
    He corrected and I shrugged and moved towards his car and said, “Either way, I am going to sit there and navigate as the trail leads me. Just drive and be prepared to turn and change directions on command.” 
 
    Olaf grunted and replied, “Aye, I’ve done this on horseback before, it’s the same concept my lady.”  
 
    I flashed him a fang-filled grin and he seemed to eye me with prolific amusement in his features. He was deriving massive amounts of joy as I stumbled my way through modernizing. The unfortunate side-effect of your loved ones knowing you are not likely to go mental and murder them all, is they tend to assume you’ll forgive them for being little shites to you later!  
 
    “Same thing, but a horse is a lot slower than a car.” 
 
    I said, and Olaf seemed to physically restrain himself from touching that statement deeper. I could feel the trickster wishing to unleash himself on me, but he knew too well how serious the battle we were venturing into was going to be. Even Aurelia and I did not understand the limits of the draugr as Olaf did. He had battled them at length and survived to tell the tale. I was also going to have to force him to sit and tell me every detail of that history at a later date, but for now, I was going to have to improvise and hope for the best.  
 
    “Jack and I will ride in the next car.” 
 
    Alexia stated and she began to move to climb into another SUV, unsurprisingly, she was not going to allow her husband to drive her around like a princess. Part of me was immensely proud and the other part found immense personal amusement in how similar she was to me and how obviously headstrong. I was personally amazed that she even came to me for help. Her skills as a tracker should have left her keen enough to manage to find Alex alone. I sensed the unseen hand of Olaf in this behavior. I wager he gave her a lot more of his mind before he gave her his resignation from service today. Either that or Jack had talked her around because I don’t see Alexia being capable of coming to me of her own power and with her own idea. She will try to work on any problem on her own without help from mummy or daddy. This was both admirable and possibly her greatest weakness simultaneously. 
 
    “Be careful, I know you’re all grown and powerful in your own right, but I am still your mum.”  
 
    I said in a tender tone, and Alexia gave a single tip of her head, and then she climbed into the car with her usual obstinate look of determination. Despite myself, I had to force past this motherly instinct to shelter my daughter. It screamed through every bone and every fiber of my being. Nothing could ever force me to stop worrying or defending her, ever. This realization was a burden that I would happily carry throughout life if I were able to watch her from afar and enjoy seeing how remarkable she was. There was no reward and no prize, save for the reward of the woman I raised and birthed flourishing and inspiring the world she lived in.  
 
    “Let’s move out if you’re ready to start now?” 
 
    Olaf asked me, and I nodded my confirmation and I climbed into the car and he waited for my first direction to come. After a moment I closed my eyes and I cleared out my mind, forcing all other thoughts and desires from my mind and I focused on the drop of blood in my hand. I drank down the scent and I felt the blood-sense surge through me as I saw the orange-ish pathway of blood display itself before me.  
 
    I Spotted several massive blobs of concentration and I soon realized she had a small open wound when she was taken. Even a little blood left a large imprint in the colors of my sense. I pointed south-west and Olaf sped off.  
 
    The city was nothing but Black and the various shades of blue, red, and orange of different scents on my radar at this moment. My blood tracking was a sort of extra sight. I saw the world filtered through the colors of smell as it pertained to every creature’s blood chemistry. In short, I was a literal bloodhound. I was the very personification of unshakeable as far as hunting went. None could elude me, save for erasing their entire odor from existence, which there were some obscure magiks for, but not readily available or public knowledge and access.  
 
    “It seems like he opened up one of her small vessels so that I could easily trace her, Olaf. Any lingering doubt that this was not a complete set-up, is gone now. I could see her even if I was following a hundred trails simultaneously at this point. She was bleeding enough when he took her.” 
 
    Olaf frowned and hummed to himself as he meditated on this confirmation about our situation.  
 
    “I would not be your friend if I did not suggest you abandon this quest now, but I know you will not listen to that reason, Mavis. You will rush in and spring this trap. I just hope we have enough power on our side to break free of what snaps closed around us, Mavis. You are not the only one you are placing in a dire emergency.” 
 
    Olaf told me, and I scowled at him and murmured, “That was a cheap blow, mate! Even fer you, that was way south of the boxing line!”  
 
    Olaf snorted again and said, “That’s not how the saying goes, but it works I suppose.” 
 
    He seemed to be keen to correct my every miss use of every idiom in the English language! Not for the first time, I wished to pummel him into the pavement, but I was going to have to put that off until later. For now, I needed my fool intact and helpful to my cause. Later, he was going to be my black and blued fool bleeding on the floor, but I am merciful. I will let him heal afterward!  
 
    “I can practically hear what you’re thinking. I am going to vanish for a few weeks after this, let you cool your jets before I reassert myself into your business.” 
 
    He said in a musing tone, and I gave a single snicker of humor and then I focused on tracking the obvious large orange blood signature and I pointed north-east as the scent turned, and Olaf skidded and jerked his wheel as he struggled to make a sudden turn right. 
 
    “Keep the bloody carriage on the road you Viking fool!” 
 
    I Exclaimed and Olaf roared, “What’s being a Viking have to do with any of this?! Also, it’s not a fecking carriage, it’s a damn car!” 
 
    He knew I was mostly just venting my own nerves before the battle, and he was doing a sound job of distracting me as my mind followed the scent. I gave him a few more turns and then I frowned as I saw the scent traveling beneath the surface.  
 
    “Under bloody ground, I should have figured.” 
 
    I muttered to myself and he seemed to stare at me as I indicated to stop. 
 
    “We have to go down somewhere nearby.” 
 
    OI told him, relying on his far more recent experience with New Orleans and its growth. 
 
    “There should be sealed catacombs and passages from the early French and the hidden pagan depths where the dark worshipers would hide to practice their rituals and rites.” 
 
    I felt my hairs stand on end and I groaned. 
 
    “Dark druids, never a keen idea, but I suppose we have little other choices. I’m never going to be able to track anything on their grounds. They will have permeated the entire area in blood sacrifices if they are anything like the old dark ones.” 
 
    I told him, and Olaf nodded in agreement and added, “I get the feeling that was the intended consequence designed into this trap. Someone knows you very well to have lured us out here. There were a lot of nasty rituals down here and a lot of dark things spilled into this reality from these catacombs.”  
 
    He reminded me and I bobbed in agreement of his assessment of the unholy nature of this dark site we were being ushered into.  
 
    “Remind me to find them and behead them post-haste once this matter is resolved, assuming I still have all my own limbs.” 
 
    I said, and Olaf snorted and nodded. 
 
    “You know me, always down for a little head between friends! I mean, we did miss the French Revolutions for the most part, so I consider this to be a great time and place to make amends for that!” 
 
    He said joking and I shook my head as I struggled to contain my morbid amusement with his morose sense of humor. 
 
    Olaf nudged his head and pointed to a dark tunnel parallel to the street we were traveling on.  
 
    “There is an old entrance in there we can open up, but it might be a lot faster once the fairies arrive. We sealed this place up pretty tight last time.” 
 
    Olaf stated, and I nodded in agreement and said, “Aye, let’s get going then. Let me know if you recall any more recent changes down here that might concern us doing battle.” 
 
    Olaf grunted and added, “I already am thinking about that, but I am surprised anyone outside your inner circle even knew about this place in the first place. You never were very open about dark druids of any type. They were your own personal bane. Not exactly something a ruler advertises to the public.”  
 
    He stated, and that only solidified the very things I was already thinking for myself on these matters. Someone was pulling strings, someone with a lot of personal details of my history. Or so it all appeared to the trained and savvy eye of a former queen. One does not live over five centuries without noticing even seemingly coincidental overlaps and alignments of certain dangerous weaves of fate.  
 
    *** 
 
    “The seals appear to be broken.” 
 
    I told him and Olaf grunted as he pried the thick iron door inside the rancid tunnel open. Even now the miasma of various ancient rites and rituals was clogging up my blood sense and masking all potential life or un-life ahead of us. The catacombs were filled with a large number of bodies too plentiful to even fit into the graveyards or family crypts from the first major boom of New Orleans. Many various skeletons lay on stone slabs as we moved deeper into the musty ancient passages. 
 
    “This is totally disgusting! Remind me to have this place fille din with concrete once this is all said and done! That smell its almost blinding!” 
 
    Alexia exclaimed, and I turned and said, “Focus on your other senses and block out your blood detection. Even your slightly less pronounced version is being overloaded with all the various death and sacrifice throughout the centuries.” 
 
    She grimly nodded and she closed her eyes as if to help her will her senses into focus. Alexia was a lot less adept at utilizing this seventh sense of ours. Her blood tracking was great by vampyr standards, but it rarely manifests as a type of sight for her, as it did with me. I wager she only saw these sites because of the sheer quantities of blood spilled over time. Blood offerings are the most powerful force of nature. Death and life are not uncommon in dastardly summoning and various high-level dark castings. 
 
    “Lexi be on your guard. We are about to enter the very inner sanctum of the former dark druids. I am not even remotely positive I dealt with half of their sinister spell works when I closed this place down and sealed it off from New Orleans. There can be many traps or evils lurking in these tunnels.” 
 
    I warned her and she nodded and said, “I know mum. I have all your royal logs to review as queen. I can finally read for myself what measures you took in each conflict. I simply didn’t realize just how repulsive dark blood rites were until now!” 
 
    She said in a dire tone and I nodded once and said, “Aye, it’s the very worst of our kind. The dark druids were the very heart of the purpose for our pagan kind being deemed too dangerous to abide. Though there were some political aspects to forcing Catholicism upon all the Old World of that time, it was also as much the dark druids doing both human and immortal, who gave us all a death mark with the establishments of the era.” 
 
    I explained and she nodded again, and she studied the area as we moved further into a deep dank, and dark shaft of near lightlessness. Vampyr sight is keen beyond measure, which made the journey slightly less ominous than it would have been for a mortal to dare to travel in near-absolute darkness. 
 
    “This is all interesting news to me, considering the clans of Lycans had not seen the Old-World until well after the conquest of the Americas.” 
 
    Aurelia commented as she came to stand next to me, and she studied the various bone and blood workings of remnant rites and rituals still discarded haphazardly on the ground as we passed. 
 
    “There is still tremendous power flowing through these bones. Not to mention, the sinister energy which almost feels alive in this place. I don’t need to have met dark druids to know they are freaky bastards. This entire tunnel system is an abomination to everything the wild god and my people stand for.”  
 
    Aurelia said with no shortage of growl in her tone. Alexia gave her a sidelong look and asked, “What are you planning to do with all this new information? It could be used to incite unrest in the status quo.” She said, and Aurelia rolled her eyes and scoffed. 
 
    “Naturally, my grandpa will get a complete retelling of this tale, but I doubt it is anything he has not heard from Mavis herself. Despite popular opinion, Mavis was very transparent with h8im over the years. It is why I dared to approach her about these murders that caught our attention working cases with the FBI.” 
 
    Aurelia told Alexia, and my daughter seemed to consider this for a long moment and then commented, “Sometimes it seemed so much more effortless when mum was queen. Every step we take seems to offend someone in your tribe in recent history.” 
 
    Aurelia made a humming sound of agreement and said, “The reverse appears true as well with your people to mine. Times are rough and alliance fray. Nothing lasts unless both sides maintain the balance and keep talking.” 
 
    Aurelia sounded wiser than her years should have permitted. They seemed to speak relatively at ease with one another. Alexia was not behaving as if she believed our species superior, which tended to be the common folly of most noble or royal vampyrs. Many such species issues divided the immortal communities into terrible and bloody manners.  
 
    “Not to interrupt the civics and inter-species politics conversation, but I believe we are about to have a few more problems than simple bigotry!” 
 
    Alice interrupted, and I turned towards her voice and followed her uneasy stance to the source of a malicious miasmic blood pool on the ground and I swore in a string of obscenities that might have made Olaf blush if he were not so preoccupied. 
 
    “Fuck, I hate blood rituals!” 
 
    Olaf groaned out tiredly and I unsheathed my cutlass, and I made a small cut on my palm, smearing the blade with my lifeblood. I closed my eyes and murmured to myself, “Tri-goddess, bless this blade that it may strike true against these foul beings.” 
 
    I saw the frown on Aurelia’s face as she tried to puzzle out the rite I invoked suddenly. I felt a surge through my veins and my sword flashed bloody as it steeped the blade. 
 
    “Is that not blood rite?” 
 
    Aurelia asked, and I nosed in confirmation. 
 
    “Aye, just not the malignant kind. A simple blood offering to the Morrigan to enhance my blade and to empower the blood offered on the cutlass so it may unravel the spell works it sunders.” 
 
    She was studying my sword, clearly having noticed the visible glow of blood-red on the blade now. Vampyrs were typically not capable of magiks, but I was a druid, so I had some abilities available to me, like any other immortal Celtic druid of old. My understanding of the rites and rituals was limited somewhat because my studies were scant and cobbled together over my lifetime of uncovering hidden tomes and lost scrolls. My mum had been trained as a student of the druidic ways from birth. By my birth, it was not safe to openly practice or teach a wee lass the old ways for fear of discovery.  
 
    “Lycans should probably play supporting roles right now and stick to the firearms. These bloodwork’s will likely be largely immune to tooth and claw. However, I have the sinking suspicion that was the very purpose of awakening such darkness once more in this place.” 
 
    Alice chirped, “This is exciting and completely vom! Olaf you certainly take a girl to the very worst of places!” 
 
    She cheerfully said in her lyrical fairy tone. Strangely, I felt no threat or malice from her, despite being a darken fae. They were not particularly keen on my kind. Particularly because I was an Irish Celt the very species of vampyr they had waged war against for years beyond reckoning.  
 
    “Can your mate use fairy flame?” 
 
    I asked and she nodded and smirked proudly. 
 
    “Yep, yep, all you have to do is help me hold these buggers off for a bit and it will be a fire in the hole she goes!”  
 
    Alice said, and I nodded, even though some of her statement was barely decipherable to me.  
 
    “My blade will hold back the bulk for now. Alexia, you handle the left flank and see to it that none of the bloodwork attack the Lycans. This here is our first task. They must preserve their strength for the trials to come later.” 
 
    I said, and she nodded and muttered something about me not being the boss of her, but she unsheathed her beautiful katana and cut her palm, and began to chant a rite of offering to the Morrigan. I saw her blade coat itself in her blood and glow pulsing in time with her heartbeat. Even with our differences, she was mine, and my blood clearly did flow in her veins. As a mum, that was a feeling nothing else could possibly match. 
 
    “Umm, what the hell!?” 
 
    One of the wolves exclaimed and I turned as I saw dozens of dead arising, almost completely skeletal. I could see dark runes carved into the bones and I swore to myself again. 
 
    “Aim for the runes, Alexia. Stick to the plan, and I will handle this blood-fiend in the miasma.” 
 
    I told them and everyone seemed to be too freaked out to move more than needed right now. Olaf raised his mighty ax and roared a battle cry, and he charged the closest group of skeletons like a berserker on the ancient Nordic battlefields. His brutal cunning was breathtaking, and he was still the only man I could admire for his beauty in the carnage. This was the warrior I had faced down so many centuries prior.  
 
    As the skeletons closed in, Alexia headed off the flank and I moved forward into the dark sickening blood miasma. Amid the massive, congealed offering of many slaughtered mortals, I saw the corpses perfectly bent and twisted into a sort of pentacle. 
 
    “Bugger all, this is a damn higher summoning! A blood demon!” 
 
    I snarled and I readied my blade as the thing clawed its way into our reality, and I cleaved into several of the body parts, dismembering the victims and breaking the pentacle before any more of the demons could take notice to the rip in reality. 
 
    “Ok, that is something you don’t see every day!” 
 
    Alice chirped and I almost felt amazed at how excited and happy she was about this violence and mayhem. It had nearly been lost on me just how crazy and mischievous fae was at heart!  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Nineteen: 
 
    The blood demon was about six-feet tall, and he oozed of the dark sickly lifeblood used to lure him through the summoning pentacle to this reality. He was vicious, with four large red arms and black nails five inches long curved lethal jagged and razor-sharp. It had been over a hundred years before my sleep since I dealt with something on this level. Even then, it had fought me to a near-even match for some time before I managed to best the beast and purge it from this world.  
 
    Yet more information only a few would have access to.  Not having the time to contemplate possible betrayal, I had to focus on the vicious demon before me or risk losing my head to its bladed claws. The demon’s vicious curdling roar nearly deafened me at this range in such a confined passage.  
 
    I juked around as it launched a flurry of wild strikes. I parried and kicked out, staggering the beast backward, and it swatted swiftly, and I narrowly evaded the blow in time. The dark red beast snapped its massive, blackened maw of disgusting fangs at me and I arched back to further avoid its following assault. There was no relenting and no fear in the monstrosity.  Battering me with blows so numerous that I back-pedaled and focused on defense rather than assault.  
 
    There was no chess-match of wills in this fight, simply chaos made flesh and ravenous for my bones. I cut ribbons of the arms and the chest flesh as I weaved around the beast in careful circles of my own sinister lethality. My prowess felt unchecked compared to my previous battles. A new vigor surged inside me unlike the power of resilience I had formerly recognized as my own.  
 
    Alexia and Olaf scrambled around me, hacking, and slashing through the many skeletons being raised.  
 
    “Lexi, focus on the runes, destroy the invocations. I assume you can recognize blood runes?” 
 
    She nodded tersely and muttered, “I’m a tad, busy mum.” 
 
    Another voice cut over them and said, “I can sever spell works with my claws. It’s an apex thing.” 
 
    Aurelia said, and she wasted no time as she shreds her clothing and her massive five-foot pure midnight wolf sprout before us in all her glory. She let loose a savage roar so bone-jarring that it staggered the many dead things clamoring towards us in the passage. Such feral might and primal charisma made fur and fang were breathtaking, and deeply arousing to a girl like me. She shot through the crowded corridors and batted aside multiple skeletons and she keenly wove a path through and began targeting the black and red runes etched on bone and the stone surfaces. Nothing matched her agility and her accuracy in cunning feral deployment. Her wolf moved not like a beast, but like a furry woman of massive intelligence in bestial form. 
 
    None could possibly question the beauty and majesty of her species after witnessing her deft execution of tactical assaults and mindless maneuvers of evasion and defense. She even stopped and mauled several dead beings before they could touch our vampyrs and Lycans. Her warrior princess wolf was proving to my kind that she could consider them allies and that she was honorable in her dealings. No smart vampire would usually dare allow a wolf of her ferocity anywhere near them. However, this skirmish changed the game completely in New Orleans, even if there would be many bigots to fight along the way, for years to come. 
 
    “Aid her, keep the dead off Aurelia while she destroys the runes! Fight as one people!” 
 
    Alexia commanded her vampyrs, and they didn’t hesitate to back up the wolves now struggling with the swelling ranks of the dead as we seemed to lose nearly all progress forward in the catacombs.  
 
    The skirmish raged on as I darted and dodged blows while carving into the flesh of the demon every few swipes, I would find another micro-second to slash between its attack frenzy. Like the tempo of the brass and the percussion, I timed myself without falter in tempo or rhythmic discharge of bladed blurring whirls of masterstrokes of my cutlass. The art of combat with a melee weapon is elegant and beautiful, nearly comparable to passionate lovemaking in some ways. Both release euphoric sensations when executed properly. 
 
    Using all my guile and all my centuries of practice, I danced the blade dance around the demon. I lost all need to consider my limitations of old. Aware but uncaring that my power only seemed to have magnified since my entombment.  
 
    The demon was still terribly lethal, and extremely capable of opening my guts, yet I managed to stay a step ahead of it at every turn. I fought like a fury in the tempest of her battle-trance. My blows were sound and well-focused, yet they were executed like madness incarnate at the same time.  
 
    There was art in chaos, beauty in savagery, and I spun, juked, and slashed with the gale-force of many funnels of death. A giggling mad fairy girl with a shining blue blade swished and swirled around me, barring any intrusion in my dual. Her mastery of the death winds was admirable, and truly something to fear if turned against you. A dark magiks of air and elemental death simultaneously.  
 
    She slashed not so much with her sword as with the winds which flew from her blade, severing limbs and hacking through chest cavities. Her mate focused on summoning up fairy flames inside this pitch-dark place. Usually, this could be achieved much faster if there was any heat or fire to draw elemental assistance from or to draw from the sun’s rays. However, it was several long minutes before Gregor finished his chanting and his ritual was completed. Fire flashed bright and green flames began to leap across the contingent of undead vying to flay us all.  
 
    “Keep moving on, Mavis! I can finish that beast!” 
 
    Aurelia snarled shocking most of the room to realize she could speak in her wolf form. It made sense considering her vocal cords should still be the same roughly. I could only guess the Lycans merely preferred non-verbal communication as wolves.   
 
    “That brings a whole new meaning to ‘speak girl,’” 
 
    Olaf murmured to himself as he battered three skeletons with her massive broad ax. He laughed and swirled the melee weapon as if it were a simple staff and not a hunk of metal that weighed far more than I did!  
 
    All around us the vampyrs and Lycans moved in unison and fought in sync with each other, utilizing the individual strengths and guarding each other’s vulnerabilities. Two species which had quarreled as long as ours had known their adversaries’ weak points, only they were focused on fortifying these points in one another presently. 
 
    “Aurelia, you better not let that damn thing kill you, or I will summon your specter just to kill you myself!” 
 
    I told her, and she snarled a feral challenge at the demon as it launched itself at me again. Aurelia barreled over it with a bone-snapping force, and she tore off one of its arms in her first volley of mauling and slashing attacks. No canine creature had ever moved so lethally fast or acted as precisely as if a furry assassin.  Beyond all doubt of who and what she was, Aurelia was prime fear made fur and flesh. 
 
    She darted around the beast and she snarled again rending and snapping at it as the demon lost its focus on me and turned to face her now enraged with the pain and loss of limb it had suffered at her paws and fangs.  
 
    “Go!” 
 
    She repeated to me, and I hesitated only long enough to spare her a final nod of thanks. Roars and screams rolled through the tight passageways as I charged ahead at top speed. I could barely feel anything beyond the blood and death, but I detected a threat of orange again, and for a moment I caught sight of Anne’s blood track. She was ahead, and hopefully still alive.  
 
    *** 
 
    A cavernous opening blindingly before me as I hit a junction point. It appeared almost like a massive underground arena of some sort. I realized quickly that this must have been where the dark druids congregated for their learning and their lectures. However, it seemed to take on an entirely different use now. I realized a moment too late; I was outnumbered in legion. A massive throng of ghoulish undead hissed and clacked their teeth in hunger as I saw their ranks close in a full circle around me soon after I was clear of the entrance. 
 
    This is the trap portion of the evening! 
 
    I thought to myself sarcastically. The other summoning and rites were simply to divide me from the others, leaving me alone to face down what seemed to be hundreds upon hundreds of ghouls and standing over Anne at the alter or platform, whatever it had been, was the massive draugr. 
 
    “I would have killed her instantly, had I been sure you would come to claim her regardless, but I was uncertain how her death might affect your blood skills.” 
 
    He said in a hissing tone.  
 
    “Just let her go, I’m here and we’re going to battle this out either way.” 
 
    I said in a calm tone, and he hissed and said, “I think not. All of these are but food and fodder to be added to our collective!” 
 
    He said, I rushed forward even as his massive four fangs sank into her fleshy neck and her lifeblood poured from her neck.  
 
    I screamed in pain and rage, and I leaped for him only to be headed off by dozens of ghouls in my path. I slashed and whirled in a frenzy of power and agility. Ghouls were quick and deadly, but hardly a match for a vampire queen of old. I slaughtered them in droves as they approached me stacking corpses into mounds in mere minutes. The warrior queen flashed and swung in deadly arcs of calculated anger. 
 
    My blade dance evolved, moving through multiple tempos and rhythms seemingly at random. There was nothing but pure chaos to the dance of death as steel flurried and severed decaying limbs and heads or bisecting torsos.  
 
    “Yes, you are unique in your splendor girl. None have lasted as you have. None but you could make sport of my children. I shall feast upon your savory lifeforce and you will fuel my power. Your blood will soon join your human lover’s inside of me. A befitting end to a tragic romance cut down too soon.” 
 
    He said in a cold tone almost dispassionate, but I could feel his rapt interest in me. 
 
    “I will destroy you, even if it costs me everything!” 
 
    I exclaimed, and I flashed between his ghouls and I swirled and danced through them, cutting down eight mindless beasts in a single arc of my singing blade.  
 
    “I dare say you might even slaughter them all, well, if I were not to become involved, that is.” 
 
    He smiled and I scarcely had any warning before his speed nearly overtook me in a single clawed blow. He swung massive claws and I barely juked them. His next snap of a backhand caught me in the face, and I swung backward in a daze before correcting myself and nearly becoming ghoul food for my troubles. The draugr laughed in a discordant tone of horrifying amusement at my predicament. I’d never faced such uncertainty before, even when I battled the blood demon with my powers as they were before the coffin. Now even with the increase to my might, I felt almost like this was hopelessness personified. 
 
    Several ghouls snapped on my arms and my side with their nasty jagged fangs and I screamed in pain. I pulled free and spun in a wild deadly arc with my cutlass becoming crimson-steel manifest and I noted several open gashes on the draugr’s chest as he narrowly evaded my attack.  
 
    “For something said to be invulnerable, you certainly do spend a lot of time with open wounds around me.” 
 
    I commented and he glared and said, “You are a mystery to me. I can assure you, no vampyr has ever touched me as you have. I wish I could find the cause of this, but alas our time together is limited. I have places to be and people to kill, mainly your daughter.” 
 
    He said, and I dodged his next attack, but ghouls barred my escape and he grappled me rushing in from the side and he yanked me against him with a brutal force that no vampyr possessed in combat. His massive teeth dug into my tender neck before I could even breathe much less scream. 
 
    I could feel the agony of his fanged violation of my body as he slurped greedily of my powerful lifeblood. There was nothing I could do but feel as he was quickly exsanguinating me as if I were a mortal. The usual cause of vampyr exsanguination is only when they attempt to turn a mortal into a vampyr, but they lose too much of their own font of blood in the process. That and the mystical impartation of sire to initiate is interrupted and the vampyr flickers out of existence having failed to properly impart the font of life to the mortal converting their blood to immortal. 
 
    Slurping and various savage noises of passion and ecstasy were all I could hear around me as the world dulled and darkened. My eyes drooped shut and I felt weakened as more and more of my blood drained from my body.  
 
    I felt the churning crimson outside of me humming with power. The power felt as if it was farther from my person than I was accustomed to experiencing. It felt as if the draugr had sucked down part of me and not simply stolen blood.  
 
    My struggle became increasingly futile as he pulled more of the power from inside my veins. My eyes seemed to darken, and I thought mayhap I had begun to awaken from some new and terrible delusion inside the coffin. I could smell it, feel it, and taste the bitter stale air once more. 
 
    ‘Tell me, mum, are ye going to sit in here forever? Or are you going to get up off yer arse and avenge me?’ 
 
    My slowing heart ached as I heard the voice as clearly as if she were real.  
 
    “Abigale…” 
 
    I hoarsely choked out and I could see our old plantation house in the darkness of full evening as my ginger-headed twin child smiled at me. Her eyes so much a mirror of mine as she looked upon me with a sassy look. 
 
    “How…?” 
 
    I asked, and she shrugged and said, “I am but a specter now, mum. However, tell Lexi that I am most grateful for how closely she has kept me with her all these years. Most twin royals end up fighting violent and fatal wars over the throne, but my sister willingly transformed herself so that some part of my spirit could inhabit her and live through her vicariously. That’s how I can speak to ye now. Yer a bit closer to the edge of death than you should be, mum.” 
 
    Tears melt my flesh from the heat as they poured as freely as the blood vacating my veins.  
 
    “Is this real?” 
 
    I asked her, and she shrugged. 
 
    “Donno, part of me seemed to be stuck here in the dark with you, and the rest was having fun with Lexi all these years. Something about our blood, mum. Your blood to be more precise. Grandpa said he couldn’t tell me everything yet. He told me only that I needed to tell ye to awaken yer blood fully or else your destiny is over before ye even begin.” 
 
    I stared at her visage and I pondered the meaning of her words. 
 
    “Mum, you have to let go of me here. You cannot safely return to this place again or else I am afraid your mind will truly fracture this time. I tried to keep ye busy and safe last time we were here, but it took some time for your mind to recover from the trauma of your first blood sacrifice being committed in my name and my blood.”  
 
    Abigale said, and I frowned, and she looked up and gave a sheepish smile. 
 
    “Sorry grandpa, I’ll be good, just one sec, ok?!” 
 
    She spoke so like Alexia, modernized and current in time. As if her mind had somehow kept living all this time, either that or this was a final parting delusion.  
 
    “I’m not supposed to say some things that you’re not ready to hear. Mum, you must focus, feel the power outside your body. It is still your power!” 
 
    Her words seemed to ring through my mind and echo like they were a roaring cascade of ocean water. I could not make much sense of what she told me. However, I was faced with only two options right now, fight or die. This delusion was giving me something, some hint of power. I could feel the connection to her, a single droplet of blood that had gotten inside me the night Abigale was shot down in front of me. 
 
    Further past this, I could feel a massive reservoir of blood dark crimson and filled with unimaginable power, a power I felt connected with. 
 
    “I have to go mum, but you’re ready to face this life on your own finally. BT-dubs, you have a few seriously cute girls in your life, I mean, wow! Totally babes and yet you just got free. You’re like the Don Juan of vampyr. Except you don’t have a penis, obvi.” 
 
    She said, and her words were nearly lost on me except I comprehended the essence of their meanings. 
 
    “Remember, it is all your blood!” 
 
    The voice said as she grew further from me now. I reached out for her, but I couldn’t grasp Abi before she vanished in front of me. Pain as naked and unfathomable overcame me once again.  
 
    It was near as if I couldn’t feel the violation of the draugr now. I could still feel the power of my blood, and somehow, I felt none-the-less alive, even as I was nearly fully exsanguinated now. The draugr and his minions gorged upon my lifeblood and made sounds of ecstasy. 
 
    “The sweetest most powerful of all blood I have ever tasted! I can break free finally! I no longer feel the invasion of the master’s mind!” 
 
    He amazed and reveled with his dead things as they slurped of my font of life. I could feel their necrotic bodies around me and the still waters of their blood. My blood seemed almost as if it would not merge with theirs. I realized in some strange epiphany what Abi had been telling me. It was my blood, my power. Somehow, I reached out to it, calling it pulled upon it as I raised a limp right hand and I defiantly struggled to force my hand up despite the massive fatal blood loss. 
 
    “Impossible! How are you still moving and breathing?!” 
 
    I pulled at the string of the deep crimson blood tie in my blood tracking sight, and I yanked it back towards me. I felt almost immediate relief as hot rich life poured down my throat and I felt the neck muscles and veins knitting themselves closed as my power re-entered my body.  
 
    I impulsively pulled and yanked making a wide circle of red around me and in my normal vision the ghouls were beginning to explode who had sampled my blood, and the crimson liquid swirled in a lethal circle of death around the others as I swirled the thread in the same motion. A funnel of razor-sharp death bisected many of the armies of ghouls and I felt the draugr stumble away from me suddenly, as if in incredible pain. 
 
    The sight of crimson death in a bloody wheel of viciousness and massive bloody glaives of some old Celtic design formed in my blood. I was amazed as I accepted the blood back into my veins slowly, even as I kept toying with the connection to what was outside my veins and I moved the massive glaives in a cutting wheel of doom to further level the odds against me in the room massacring the ghouls.  
 
    It had never occurred to me that my ability to incite blood terror inside others might only be the very beginning of what I could do with blood. At this moment, I also realized that what I could do with my own blood was limitless save for my imagination. There was something about my intrinsic connection to the font of blood-life which differed from other vampyrs. Something that both my girls must have partially inherited from me in some manner.  
 
    “What…are…you?!” 
 
    The draugr said in a tormented and fearful tone, suddenly its cold dark eyes were filled with the terror of impending doom. 
 
    “I’m just a very peeved former queen, and I have taken back what was stolen from me.” 
 
    I said not at all sure how to verbalize the way my blood had been called home to my body and re-entered me as if it all had a mind and will of its own. I felt the strings of my every vein now more clearly in my blood sight. I realized I could call my own blood like a weapon if I wished. That suddenly dawned upon me as to how I had inflicted damage to the draugr. I had coated my blade in blood, mum had taught me the ritual, only I was beginning to realize that it had nothing to do with the Morrigan. She must have known something was inside me, something more powerful than other vampyrs.  
 
    “Not even the ancients wield blood like this!” 
 
    He snarled and his wounds slowly began to close again. The draugr rushed towards me in a frenzy of slashes and kicks. His movements seemed somehow easier to read now. I could follow the still blood in his veins everywhere he went. No speed he could manage to outpace my visual connection to the blue and purple of his cold blood.  
 
    I rubbed my palm against my cutlass, and I felt the lifeforce move outside my body as I tested my theory and coated my vampyr claws on my right open hand with my crimson blood. I felt the claws re-enforce and the blood seemed to harden like a diamond on my claws.  
 
    I sheathed my left, hand blade on my waist and I rushed the draugr meeting him half-way as he came for me in one maddened final push for victory. My claws ruptured his chest cavity with ease and my bladed fingers pierced deep inside destroying his heart as they had many vampyrs in my years of battle. 
 
    I pulled my claws out and I slashed in a wide arc with my long claws, his head severed from the tendons of his neck, and the bone broke beneath the fury of my assault. The draugr’s head tumbled to the ground at my feet and I saw Olaf staring in open awe at me having just entered the large room.  
 
    The massive swarm of ghouls had been cut down mostly in wheels of death and dark cold blood coated the floor all around me. The remnants of the forces retreated in a terrified hurry. The carnage of the heaps of bodies beneath my feet was unlike any level of death and destruction I had ever previously inflicted in any war no matter how bloody. 
 
    “Well, I guess you don’t need any help in here…” 
 
    Olaf said in a tone part musing and part awe. I turned and gave him a slight smile to assure him I was fine, then I searched the horrible carnage for the slowing human pulse. I saw Anne looked up at me similarly in awe and shock, barely alive. I rushed towards her and I used my left hand to pull her up into my lap.  
 
    “No, no, don’t die yet! Anne, look at me!” 
 
    I cried to her, and she seemed to struggle to turn her head and stare up at me.  
 
    “He…hey…” 
 
    She gurgled out, and I felt the blood on my claws began to soften and run into the palm of my hand as I tilted her head back and I began to pour the liquid life down her throat. I felt something like magiks imparted from my body as I willed this part of my essence to become one with her, hopefully healing and transforming her. I envisioned this process inside my blood vision disconnecting the blood inside her now from my threads and connecting it to her slowly fading thread of life.  
 
    As if by some miracle of vampyr magiks, I watched in awe as her complexion paled slightly and long canines grew out where her human ones had been previously. Her eyes flashed crimson and then back to blue again as she seemed to stabilize and then she passed out in my arms as I felt her body transitioning into an immortal. 
 
    “What have ye done?!  I have never seen a turning so seamless in my long life, Mavis. Ye are not exactly a vampyr, are ye?” 
 
    Olaf asked, there was no hostility or fear in his tone, more like rapture and amazement. I could feel his loyalty was still intact in some manner. It was like his blood called out to me, and I could sense him and his life essence so profoundly.  
 
    “I don’t know, but I believe it is past time I learn who the hells my father is, don’t ye?” 
 
    I said, and he snorted and nodded in agreement. 
 
    “Let’s get this mess cleaned up and get the girl to your penthouse before the sun rises upon her first fledgling day, my lady.”  
 
    He said in a tender nurturing tone. I handed Anne to him as if she weighed nothing at all. Olaf moved with swiftness and vanished returning her towards the outside world with all due haste. 
 
    Aurelia came into the open space in her wolf form and she studied the wreckage around me with keen interest. She sniffed the air and the wolf's mouth opened and said, “Something is different about you now. I feel, more. Both of us can tell, you are not like the people you were born to. Maybe that is why grandfather trusts you?” 
 
    She said as if to justify her own budding trust in me. 
 
    “I don’t have answers for ye right now little princess, but I promise to try once the time is right, and we are more alone than we are now.” 
 
    I said, and she nodded her large wolf head. She looked into my eyes with her feral yellow ones, and I saw the heat of the humanoid staring back at me, even though the humanoid Aurelia seemed bent to refuse what and who she was right now. 
 
    “If ye would be so kind, we need to purify this place.” 
 
    She nodded again and said, “I will get my Lycans on the task and I will have this place burned and sealed completely.” 
 
    She said, and I bobbed in agreement. I felt suddenly tired now having used muscles of metaphysical abilities I didn’t even know I had previously. I felt hungry, horny, and tired. With both the girls, I was interested in busy in various ways, I hoped to at least sate the other two of those needs soon. 
 
    “Hey, lookie what Olaf’s got!” 
 
    He said as the massive VViking came over all too pleased with himself as he re-appeared before me with a completely hogg-tied and gagged Alex, who was glaring daggers up at Olaf as if his eyes were about to burn holes into the Viking’s flesh.  
 
    “Do we have to free him?” 
 
    Olaf asked, and I scowled and said, “No choice, my girls love their daddy.” 
 
    He looked extremely disappointed with this, and hesitantly, Olaf cut Alexander free.  
 
    “Must you be such an oaf while you tend to someone?!” 
 
    Alex exclaimed and Olaf glared at him and murmured, “A thank you would not be unwelcome, considering I’d have happily left you to rot once we filled this place in with concrete.” 
 
     
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue: 
 
    Anne slept for three entire days as her body changed like a caterpillar in its cocoon. I watched nearby as I read on Google and other various internet search engines, learning about the passage of time in my absence.  
 
    In the background, I played Irish TV, mainly a strange and addictive cop drama called Red Rock. I was perfecting the modern Irish lass in this show. I was bent not to give up my Celtic heritage, even if most people in the Americas spoke with a Yankee accent. 
 
    “You know, I find the modern changes in phrases of the Irish and the British to make more sense to me than the American equivalent.” 
 
    I looked over to my large housemate and Olaf smirked and shrugged at me. 
 
    “Makes sense, since that is where you originate, and you spent most of your life speaking Gaelic as your primary language long before you spoke English.” 
 
    I conceded to his point with a nod, and I kept watching the drama as I felt Anne stirring in the bed. She was not long for her sleep now. My blood connected us as her sire, and I felt her more keenly than I had ever felt anyone previously besides my children, but not in the same manner as I felt them. 
 
    Alexia had been busy mopping up after the stray ghouls who were trying to feast on the nighttime passersby in New Orleans. However, I noticed when I did see her, that I could in fact detect something still inside her blood that was her twin. I could almost see Abi smiling back at me living with her sister as one. My new and strange world was only beginning around me. Everything that I have experienced seems like it should all be one wakeful delusion and not reality.  
 
    “Mavis, you do realize that everything has changed now. Your powers, your differences from others. Also, the invisible hand of some sinister immortal guiding these events throughout the world and inside this kingdom.” 
 
    Olaf said, and I nodded in agreement and I looked up at him. 
 
    “Something is coming for us all I fear, but that was always the case. We have simply stirred the pot while we defended against the initial assault.” 
 
    He grunted and sighed.  
 
    “I still cannot begin to understand how you managed to destroy the draugr as you did. No blades or claws worked upon them before. Mavis, I have always felt something different inside you. It is part of what caused me to become so interested in you initially.” 
 
    Olaf confessed and I arched a quizzical brow and asked, “And yet you didn’t try to take my former kingdom for your own while I was stuck in that coffin.” 
 
    Olaf snorted and said, “I’m not sure even I can handle your daughter. She and I are about a match for one another despite my enormous advantage in age and years of power accumulation. No child of her age should be able to match me, yet she does. Like mother, like daughters.” 
 
    Olaf said and I smiled in pride as I beamed at him.  
 
    “They are magnificent, and I am somehow more at ease to know that Abi does live on in some manner. I guess poor Jack is going to have to deal with the full ire of both my stubborn children as his wife in that single body. Poor lad, he’s got it bad, don’t ye think?” 
 
    Olaf laughed roaringly and then cupped his hand over his mouth looking towards the second bedroom I had decorated of Anne’s mortal apartment with all her things and her apparel. She would need to stay with me now as I taught her how to live this new immortal life and I help her through her first couple of cycles until I was sure she could manage her thirst like a proper lady and not drink mortals to death.  
 
    I had only two options in the cavernous carnage, let her slip into final death or free her of the mortal coil. Even I was shocked at how much easier my blood seemed to transition her to vampyr, than a normal vampyr turning. I’d never attempted to use my blood on anyone, due in large part to being a queen and thus responsible for the entire kingdom.   
 
       Aurelia was visiting regularly to check in, seemingly curious about Anne for some reason and utilizing the excuse to strike up conversations. She seemed to be hedging to me that the FBI immortals could use my expertise in tracking down powerful immortal evildoers.  
 
    As for her case, with Alexia’s help, they all managed to find an off-the-grid ex-con with a terrible string of unsolved murders linked to him to subdue and compel. They carefully wrapped up the two murders for the mortals. Some might question the morality of using a being as a scapegoat, but I assure you, he was as much a serialized murderer as the draugr I killed. Even vampyrs find such beings monstrous and disgusting. Most of us are no different than humans in our view of taking innocent life. We think it is a waste. 
 
    “She’s going to wake soon; I can feel it.” 
 
    I told Olaf, and he studied me and nodded. 
 
    “I’ve heard that the sire can feel the blood connection for some time upon making a vampyr. I cannot imagine this sense being any less pronounced with you, considering your seeming super-powers with blood.” 
 
    Olaf stated and I frowned at him, I was already familiar with Superman and other such comic characters which mortals wrote to inspire hope and spur youthful imaginations.  
 
    “I’m not some alien with laser eyes, Olaf. I just seem to have an extra gift or two. However, I am still a vampyr, just the same as you.” 
 
    He grinned wide at me and his fangs gleamed brightly in the light of the TV. 
 
    “Whatever you must tell yourself, my lady. However, you know the time is coming when you will have to admit you are something more.” 
 
    He said cryptically, and I scoffed at him and hissed but there was no anger or threat to the hiss. He knew me too well to jump at every hiss or curse, or death threat I made! In my defense, you try living with this brute bully Viking for centuries on end and not finding a bit of verbal and physical abuse necessary to keep him in line! 
 
    “I don’t have any answers, Olaf. I just know it is about time I begin the process of researching in Avalon. Mum left me the tomes and the records of the lost divine library for a reason. It is about time I look into what she was into before she passed.” 
 
    I said and he nodded and said, “Aye, my lady, I am here to help ye with that process no matter how long it takes. Alexia has now accepted my resignation and has entrusted Jack with my former duties. Her father seems certainly very cross with her that he was not selected for this position of power.” 
 
    Olaf said in profound amusement, and I smiled at him as if this warmed my heart—which it sort-of did.  
 
    “Feck me, I will still have to tolerate that gobshite, despite how much I want to lop his bloody head off!” 
 
    I fumed at Olaf and he nodded and put in, “Kudos on the proper use of gobshite, there we might even have you speaking proper post-modern teen-speak soon enough!” 
 
    He said, and I raised my middle finger in response since I had learned exactly what that meant here in America. Olaf chuckled as if this only further proved his point.  
 
    “Olaf, more than anything, I am counting on you to help me navigate these sinister threats looming on the horizon. If whatever was manipulating that draugr is not less powerful than its minion, then we are not even close to out of danger yet.” 
 
    I told him, and he nodded and grunted. 
 
    “Thankfully for us, we have you and yer super-blood on our side, my lady.” 
 
    He said and I stuck out my tongue in response as I felt Anne stirring in the next room. Come what may, I knew we were going to navigate the strange and terrifying new destiny together as a small clan of our own making, assuming Alexia did not decide to ban us from New Orleans. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Thanks for reading! 
 
    If you enjoy this or any of my other stories, you can follow me on @Ariastorm3 on Twitter for up-to-date information on my new projects. 
 
    Gina Giles PI Series Book Two Coming Soon!  
 
    Blood and Darkness Series Book Two Coming Soon!  
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