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Chapter One

A stone circle in the middle of the forest, I thought. I had no 
trouble seeing in the dark with my vampire vision. 
“Which way, Jade?” I said. I tried to find traces of Clive’s pas-
sage on the ground. 
Jade was part shifter and she should be able to pick up the 
scent quickly. Jade sniffed the air and turned slowly. 
“That way,” she said, pointing. 
I took off but Jade grabbed my arm, holding me in place. 
“Wait!” she said, pausing and looking at me strangely. “Dawn 
is almost here. Can’t you feel it?” She sniffed the air again. “A fire,” 
she said. “Follow me.” 
We ran with the wind. I followed two steps behind, wonder-
ing what she thought about my mistake. A vamp knows instinc-
tively when the sun is coming. I hoped she thought I was just so 
focused on my prey that I had not sensed it. I had been drinking 
only Jade’s blood for many days and I was changing. I was not 
ready to tell her. I was afraid she would stop giving me her blood. 
Jade, as the Angel of Death, had chosen to fall, remaking her 
mortal self into a combination of supernatural creatures, a mix of 
Fae, vamp, shifter, and witch. Through her will and her magic she 
did something no fallen angel had done before and I doubted she 
really had any idea of the full consequences of her choice. 
Recently I started to dream of the daylight, walking the beach 
at noon, naked in the wind and sun. I realized I could probably 
ignore the urge to lose consciousness at sunrise and wondered if 
I could stand the sun without burning to ash. Some vampires are 
better at staying awake during the day and a few could tolerate 
the sun for brief moments. It was a matter of who their master 
was. The ability was passed down from master to those that were 
turned by that master. My mother’s master was of the most pow-
erful lineage in the world and she turned me. This lineage was 
powerful, but completely at the mercy of the day, falling asleep 
at the moment of sunrise and rarely waking before dusk. The last 
few days with Jade, I had to pretend this weakness, even waking 
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during the day but not moving and giving away my secret. She 
would find out soon enough and I would deal with it then. 
“We’re being followed,” Jade said, not turning or pausing in 
our run, knowing I could hear her. “Shifters on both sides of us. 
I believe this is pack territory. I have no idea where or what pack 
this is. I believe we’re heading for one of their meeting places. 
Somebody is cooking breakfast.” 
As she told me I heard them. My sense of hearing was almost 
as good as hers, although she probably smelled them first. They 
were several of them on each side of us moving silently as pos-
sible, but we were moving so fast they could not be completely si-
lent. They closed in on our position and if this was pack territory, 
we might have a fight on our hands. Jade’s entire focus was getting 
me to a place of shelter. If she had to she could probably bury me 
under some leaves, but that was a last option. If I really focused, I 
sensed dawn was only a few minutes away. 
Just as I finished that thought we reached a clearing. A large 
ranch style structure stood in front of us. It was similar to the 
meeting hall where we stayed in North Carolina, a typical shifter 
place, twin chimneys on either end, probably half kitchen and 
dining area, knowing shifters. Between us and that place was a 
line of shifters, men and women as well as a few that had shifted 
into wolf form, large and imposing creatures. The ones that shad-
owed us also emerged. They had already shifted and they closed 
ranks to circle us from behind, preventing our escape. The leader 
was in front of us, a large, muscular man who looked somewhat 
familiar, although I could not place him. 
We stopped less than ten yards in front of him. 
“She is a vampire,” Jade said. “I must get her inside before 
sunrise.” 

“Guten Morgen,”  the leader said. “Welcome to Germany. Jade 
and Jane, I presume. Follow me,” he continued, leading us to the 
door. Except for one dangerous-looking female, the others stayed 
outside. As we entered, I felt the sun coming up. Ignoring it this 
time I said, “Thank you for your hospitality. I did not bring my 
sunscreen lotion.” 
Jade was silent, looking confused, staying close in case I lost 
consciousness and fell. 
“My name is Dirk,” he said. “I am the older brother of your 
friends Hans and Markus and I am the leader of this pack.” 
Motioning the girl forward, he continued, “This is Hannah, our 
younger sister and the pack’s enforcer.” 
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“Small world,” I said, smiling but not showing much fang and 
reaching out to shake their hands. 
Jade was still silent. 
 For once she was at a loss for words. 


* * * *
 Dirk motioned us to sit on one of the well-worn leather couch-
es. He sat across from us in a leather recliner while Hannah re-
mained standing, hovering near him. In front of us was a large 
solid oak coffee table with a few magazines spread across it. The 
top one was Der Stern and the cover had a picture of Jade and me 
at the train station on our way to Guildford, dressed as college stu-
dents. We had set our backpacks down and were engaged in a kiss. 
Jade had her hand on my cheek, drawing me in. As usual I had a 
hand firmly on Jade’s ass, the other around her waist, drawing her 
close. Her other hand was suspiciously close to my left breast. It 
was a romantic picture, black and white and just beautiful. 
“Wow!” I said. “I will have to get this picture from the photog-
rapher and have it framed.” 
“You make a nice couple,” Dirk said. “I have been following your 
adventures after talking with my brothers in North Carolina.” 
Jade was still distracted and fidgety, looking instead towards 
the big french doors to the left of us, leading to some picnic tables 
outside. “Can you cover those glass doors?” she asked. “The sun is 
going to hit them any minute.” 
“I will get a blanket to cover them,” Hannah replied. “I will 
also close the curtains on the windows.” 
As she did that, Dirk got a call on his cell phone. Jade and I 
heard the other side of the conversation easily. Two shifters in wolf 
form following the first person to arrive were dead, torn apart by 
brute force near the edge of pack territory. That must have been 
Clive. They had only partially changed back to human form and it 
was an ugly scene. 
“Bring them back for a proper burial,” Dirk said. “I have to 
inform their families. We will have a pack meeting here at the 
dining hall shortly.” As he ended the call, he looked our way, and 
Hannah rejoined us. 
“Let me tell you a story about our pack and the stone circle,” 
he said. “Our original pack leader, an alpha female by the name of 
Gretchen, claimed she was directed to start a pack here by a visit 
from an angel of God. Over the course of many centuries a great 
evil has emerged from that circle seven times and the pack has 
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been tested in battle on each occasion. From what we have been 
able to gather, the portal does not have a fixed point of origin. 
Each time that evil has come from different parts of the world. 
Sometimes powerful individuals and sometimes groups of peo-
ple have emerged in that location. We believe the will of God has 
forced them to exit at this portal. Make no mistake, whoever it 
was that came through will be back shortly and we will be tested 
yet again.” 
Jade spoke up. She was slightly more relaxed now the sun was 
blocked but still gave me a few inquisitive glances. “I believe the 
one that came through is the Devil himself. He has taken posses-
sion of a human named Clive Wishmeister. We are chasing him 
and we will find him and kill him. He is also responsible for our 
troubles in America.” 
“Our pack’s purpose is to fight, to do battle with evil,” Hannah 
said. “We train from a young age in all forms of weapons and com-
bat. Many of us go into jobs involving things like the military and 
security, much as our brothers Hans and Markus have done in 
your country. Like them, our pack members will always return at 
some point and we do not allow many to leave, keeping a strong 
presence here at all times. Monies earned outside of the pack are 
returned to the pack to maintain this force.” 
“Excuse me,” Dirk interjected. “I need to inform the families 
and announce an emergency meeting here. I will also double 
the patrols along our borders and set up some sniper positions. 
I’ll send our young that are not battle trained to a safe location. 
Hannah will remain here with you in the meantime. Jane, if you 
need to sleep, now is the time to do so. I will return with the pack 
leaders in an hour.” 
“I’m good,” I said. “Some coffee might help. Jade will probably 
take some as well if you have any.” Looking at Jade, I said, “I will 
tell you later, trust me on this.” 
Jade knew vamps don’t drink much of anything except blood, 
as it makes them ill. Hannah probably knew this as well but went 
to do as I asked. Jade’s eyes were full of questions and she reached 
over to hold my hand. 
“If you have espresso we will take a triple.” I spoke in Hannah’s 
direction, knowing her shifter hearing would pick up my words 
from the kitchen. Looking at Jade, I added, “Maybe you have 
some chocolate for Jade. It has been a long night and day already.” 
The espresso was delicious. I had not had any since before I was 
turned, several decades ago. Jade was still watching me carefully. 
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She must think I lost my mind somewhere in the portal transfer. 
Stretching out on the couch, I put my head in Jade’s lap. “I 
think I will take a brief nap after all,” I said. Looking up at Jade I 
said, “Wake me up when the meeting starts, please.” I was a little 
drowsy, but I was sure I would wake even during the day. 
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Chapter Two
About twenty of us gathered in the dining hall. Jade and I were 
there along with the pack leaders. Hannah read from an intel-
ligence report she compiled from pack members and contacts in 
the intelligence community. 
“Our information indicates his likely plan will be to go south 
to Hamburg from here. All indications are that he is in the upper 
echelon of the international criminal underworld and he will find 
plenty of resources there. That idiot bastard Jonah that leads the 
shifter pack in that area thrives on providing muscle and protec-
tion to these criminals. I expect he will jump at the chance to at-
tack us. He also has contacts with Neo-Nazi paramilitary groups 
we’ve had a few run-ins with in the past and I expect to see some 
of those returning with him. 
“Based on what Jade and Jane told me, I believe his goal is to 
bring a superior force to bear and eliminate them. My estimate is 
that he will not have enough time to put this force together today, 
but tomorrow after daybreak sometime is a good possibility.” 
“What makes you think he’ll return?” Jade asked. “He could be 
half way around the world by tomorrow morning.” 
“No evil has come through that portal without a great conflict 
taking place,” Hannah responded. “There is no doubt in my mind 
that our pack will be tested again.” 
Dirk spoke up. “I agree with Hannah’s assessment. We are on 
alert and we have moved our non-combatants to a safe location. 
Half of our pack is patrolling the borders now, and those not in 
wolf form are fully armed with assault rifles and other weapons. 
All our mines and booby traps have been activated. If these other 
shifters come, they will be met with a trained fighting force. They 
will most likely expect a standard pack response and not suspect 
we will have military style weaponry available as well.” 
He paused before continuing, “Assuming they don’t attack be-
fore sundown we will move Jane and Jade to high ground at a 
point where they can observe what is going on. Hannah will be 
with them and will direct our forces from there. As is customary, 
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I will lead the forces on the ground. Any of their shifters will be 
able to sniff out Jane’s location as she is the only vampire in the 
territory. Jade tells me this demon may be able to sense her lo-
cation as well, so we expect their forces to head in their direc-
tion. Herman, Wilfried, Gerd, Christof, and Frank are assigned to 
protect Jane and Jade and our other forces will converge on their 
attack point. We will maintain a small group patrolling in other 
areas in case they attempt an attack from two directions. Those 
not out on patrol will eat and then we will switch places. We are 
going to go in eight hour shifts so eat well.” 
Jade would join them for the meal, while I slept away the rest 
of the day. I had told her I would explain things tonight about my 
ability to stay awake during the day. I don’t know if she thought 
I had been keeping things from her or that it was something else 
but I know she trusted me. I would have no trouble sleeping. I was 
already drowsy. I was getting used to being awake during the day 
but I had only an hour of sleep so far and I was still not adjusted to 
it. I doubted I would be able to sleep much at night even with the 
changes taking place in my system. 


* * * *
 Vamps love to flit about in the dark and I enjoyed our trek up 
the hill to Eagle Point. Hannah and Jade made good progress in 
a slow jog and I ventured out on occasion playing with security 
shadowing us on either side. Wilfried and Christof on our left 
couldn’t be fooled as they were downwind and could easily smell 
me coming but I managed to spook Gerd and Herman on our 
right a couple of times. I used this vamp trick some of the more 
powerful vamps like me can do that makes it seem as if you have 
teleported from one spot to another and I was showing Gerd and 
Herman how that worked. Too funny. I had gotten even better at 
this since I was on a steady diet of Jade’s blood. I had no doubt I 
was probably better than my Mom, Rose Red, now but I wasn’t 
telling Jade about this improvement anytime soon. I had shown 
her this trick a few times when we were fooling around and she 
said it was a combination of speed and some kind of vamp magic 
similar to a Fae glamour. 
Jade was just rolling her eyes, probably wondering where I was 
getting the energy and why I was in such a mood. Frank growled 
occasionally from behind us, letting me know what he thought of 
my little game. I had not eaten and I would accidentally bump into 
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Jade on occasion, letting her know what I thought. Later, she had 
said, after we had a chance to talk. Yeah, right. 
Hannah insisted we make a trip to their armory first and Jade 
loaded up with a couple of handguns and some Japanese swords, 
as well as various daggers and throwing knives. Hannah and our 
security carried more advanced automatic weapons. Jade insisted 
I take at least a dagger and I relented, sticking one in my right 
boot. Even though it was not the vamp way I would do as she 
insisted. I sensed the silver in their bullets and could just imag-
ine what they felt. Shifters are even more sensitive to silver than 
vamps. 
When we reached Eagle Point I saw they had cleared it of trees 
and brush. It was a small flat plateau in a rough circle about thirty 
yards across. Even in the dark I saw for miles in all directions. It 
was a clear night with a bit of a chill in the air. Our security set up 
a good sized tent for us and then dispersed back down the slope 
and spread out around us. I didn’t see anybody being able to ap-
proach us undetected. 
“I will get some rest while you two take the first watch,” 
Hannah said. She gave us one of her phones and showed us how 
to call various groups within the pack, including one number for 
the entire pack on speed dial. “Best thing to do is to wake me if 
you see something suspicious,” she said. “You might see some of 
our movements and not be able to tell if it is anything out of the 
ordinary.” She went inside the tent after that, taking her weapons 
with her. She knew I had to feed and would give us some space 
even though with a shifter’s hearing and sense of smell there was 
really no privacy in this. 
Most times when I fed from Jade we had made it part of our 
lovemaking but this time it was pretty clinical. We would have 
to make up for that later. As I finished, not needing much of her 
blood to fill me, I whispered to her, “Sorry.” 
“Love you,” she responded with a brief kiss. I saw she was okay 
with putting our little talk to the side for now, as we did have more 
pressing things to worry about. We sat in silence on a big tree 
stump, shoulders touching, looking out in the direction of the 
south. We would take turns getting up and checking the view in 
other directions as well. 
About one in the morning Hannah was up and Jade went to the 
tent for some sleep. As the sun approached with nothing eventful 
being observed, I retired to the tent as well for some sleep. Jade 
woke and went outside to help Hannah prepare breakfast. She 
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told me she would wake me if we were attacked. I had a feeling 
that would not be long. 
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Chapter Three
When Jade shook me awake, I saw it was late morning through 
the slit in the tent. 
“Something is happening,” she said. “Best be ready.” Then she 
left me in the semi darkness. 

This will not do,  I thought, sitting up and fully awake. That 
sunshine looked so inviting outside and it was time to test out my 
theory. Jeans, tennis shoes, a hoodie over my head and sunglasses 
would just have to do. If this worked I would surely have to get 
some sunscreen. I was pale and even if I could tolerate the sun, 
I would likely get sunburn. Without a second thought, I left the 
tent. Jade and Hannah turned immediately from where they were 
standing, eyes filling with shock. 
I really missed this. I loved the sun before I was turned and 
overnight had become completely afraid of the day as my vampire 
survival instincts rose in full force with my change. Drawing my 
hood back from my head and removing my sunglasses, I turned 
my face towards the sun, loving the feel of it on my skin and sens-
ing no ill effects from the sun’s rays. 
All of a sudden Jade was at my side, grabbing my arm, trying 
to move me back inside the tent. She looked scared. I was one of 
the most powerful vamps in the country and of the most power-
ful bloodline possible and I was not going to be pulled back inside 
that tent. I had no doubt I had become much more powerful with 
a steady diet of the magic that was Jade’s blood. 
“Not moving, Jade,” I said, as she desperately tried to budge 
me. I noticed she was starting to tear up and I drew her to me in a 
hug, whispering in her ear. “I’m good,” I said. “Trust me.” 
We separated, holding hands, and Jade stepped back a bit. 
“You are so beautiful in the daylight,” she said, sniffling. 
I smiled, showing her my fangs fully extended. “I am not sit-
ting this one out. Show me what’s happening.” 
Hannah had turned back around and we joined her on the 
southern end of Eagle point, looking toward the edges of pack 
territory. 
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We could hear automatic weapons going off sporadically and 
as we watched a boom in the distance followed by a puff of smoke 
rising above the trees. 
“Land mine,” Hannah said, smiling. “Bet they didn’t count on 
that. Our pack knows where they are and which paths to avoid 
when they are activated.” As we watched, we heard several other 
explosions and the sounds of gunfire dramatically increased. 
Hannah turned in a circle and pulled out two sets of binocu-
lars from her backpack. She gave one to Jade and asked her to take 
a look in other directions to make sure we were not attacked from 
two sides. “We are really spread out right now,” she said. “Some of 
our forces are converging on that side while others remain. Once 
we are fairly sure no additional spot is attacked we will send even 
more of our pack to where the fighting is taking place. Some of 
our forces are taking preplanned sniper positions between here 
and there.” 
“I hear something,” Jade said, walking to the eastern side, 
raising her binoculars. She wasn’t looking towards the forest I 
saw, but rather slightly upward towards the sky. I couldn’t hear 
anything. A shifter’s hearing is better than a vamp’s. 
“Choppers,” Hannah said from behind us, facing west, binocu-
lars up as well. “Many of them,” she continued. “This is something 
we didn’t count on. We have a few stingers out there but there 
must be at least ten choppers coming from this direction.” 
She picked up her phone and dialed to alert the forces on the 
ground. While she waited for an answer she continued, “Heading 
straight for our position. How many coming from your direction, 
Jade?” 
“A dozen or more,” Jade said, “also heading straight towards 
our position. Tell your forces to concentrate on those coming in 
from the west. I will take the ones coming from the east.” 
I drew Hannah back to the edge of the point. Jade in drag-
on form would take up much of our little space here. Jade shed 
clothes and stood in the middle getting ready to shift. 
“We have a little air force of our own,” I told Hannah as Jade 
changed. 


* * * *
 The transformation to her dragon form was amazing to watch. 
Jade told me the more magic shifters had inside of them, the larg-
er their beast form was. Jade, as the former Angel of Death and 
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part powerful witch as well, had a ton of magic. Thirty tons of 
dragon emerged from her shift and she unfurled her wings that 
stretched from one side of Eagle Point to the other. I grabbed hold 
of Hannah because I knew what was coming. The crack of wings 
sent up a big gust of wind and I braced myself so we would not be 
blown over the edge. Jade was simply beautiful even as a dragon, 
I thought, as she headed towards the larger group of choppers to 
our east. At this point, even I saw them as tiny dots in the sky and 
could just make out the sound of their approach in the distance. 
“We need to move,” Hannah said. “Jade might be able to stop 
her group but we only have a few stingers and the group coming 
from the west will be here in a matter of minutes. There is also 
a cave about half way down on the eastern side that we can take 
cover in.” She called our security on her phone and gave them in-
structions to meet us at that spot and then we started our descent 
back down Eagle Point. 
As we climbed down, Hannah was constantly on the phone 
and both of us kept looking east through gaps in the tree cover to 
see what would happen when Jade encountered the choppers. She 
was huge and they would see her coming. She was covered with 
dragon scales but I had no idea what kind of protection that would 
be against bullets and I knew her wings were less protected than 
the rest of her body. We both stopped at a fairly open area near the 
cave entrance to observe the battle. 
I heard machine gun fire as she approached them head on. I 
didn’t know what damage she might be taking but she kept com-
ing. As she got closer, the two choppers in the lead fired missiles 
at her, both hitting her in the center of her body as she reared up 
to try and rise above the path of the missiles. I heard her scream 
of rage and pain from here and she dipped slightly, falling below 
the level of the coppers, but righted herself in midair and contin-
ued her flight now slightly upward towards the group. One of the 
choppers in the rear veered sharply off to the north and headed 
away from her approach. Evidently they wanted no part of getting 
up close and personal with a dragon in flight. 
For the others, it was too late as she was in the middle of the 
group, swatting a few with her great tail, spewing fire on others 
and grabbing yet another out of the sky and crunching it with 
her arms. In a matter of seconds there were choppers burning 
and exploding and falling out of the sky. The last chopper to the 
rear managed to fire a missile at almost point blank range as she 
crushed it to her chest. This time the scream was one of pure 

 Page 12

Jane
agony as I watched her fall towards the ground and behind the 
trees. 
Hannah was still and silent beside me, not speaking to the 
voices on her cell phone in front of her face, demanding to know 
what went on. 
A vampire who has turned someone or has fed from them 
many times has a blood connection with them. It was good for a 
few things like knowing when they are near, or in this case know-
ing if they were still alive. My senses told me she was not dead. 
“She is still alive,” I told Hannah. “I don’t know her condition 
beyond that.” 
Frank was the first of our security to arrive and entered the 
cave with us. It was a small cave, dark and wet, going only about 
twenty feet in before it narrowed and came to an end. 
“I told Gerd to stay below us,” Frank said. “The rest will take 
positions above. They are almost here. I think we might have got-
ten a couple of them judging from what I saw and hear but there 
are still many left.” 
I heard them approaching as well. They were almost at the 
point. 
“They are not going to know right away that you have moved,” 
Hannah said. “If Clive is in that group, sensing Jade will not help 
him and it will be difficult for any shifters up there to track you 
without them landing.” 
As she finished talking we heard the sound of machine guns 
firing at the top, probably ripping that tent and our campsite to 
shreds. Then came the sound of a few choppers descending to 
land on top. 
“I’m going to help Frank find a few branches to hide the cave 
entrance from above,” Hannah said. “I’m not certain if they can 
see it from the air but I don’t want to take that chance.” 
As she left I heard her on the phone telling the rest to dig in 
and be prepared for fire from both the ground and air. “I am ac-
tivating the mines and traps around us,” she continued. “This is 
going to get real ugly real fast.” 
I hoped Clive would be one of the ones on the ground. I could 
not wait to get my hands around his neck. 


* * * *
 We moved to rear of the cave. Hannah had two phones out, 
talking to Gerd as well as to Dirk. 
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Dirk brought a few of his pack members with RPGs and was 
almost to our location. 
We heard machine gun fire from outside the cave. As Hannah 
predicted, they strafed our side of Eagle Point from their chop-
pers. Several bullets zipped through the branches hiding our 
opening, and we moved to the side as far as we could go so there 
would be no chance they would hit us with a lucky shot. 
Then a few louder explosions as Dirk arrived with the RPGs. 
“They got a couple of them,” Hannah said. “Dirk said the rest 
are heading for a clearing not far from here. He thinks they will 
try and trap us between the forces above us and the ones that are 
landing now. Dirk has three of our pack with him and can spare 
no more with the attack still going on at our border, but they are at 
the base of the point between these guys and our location so they 
will give us some help that way.” 
“Gerd reports the forces up top have started to descend toward 
us,” Hannah continued. “They are much closer so we’ll start down 
and meet up with her just below us and continue on to Dirk’s 
group. I have activated all mines and traps in the whole sector. 
Our pack knows what to avoid but they will follow your scent so 
we’ll come really close to a few mines. We will step over a few trip 
wires so make sure you follow my steps exactly.” 
As we left the cave there was the sound of automatic rifle and 
small arms fire above and we heard the bullets whizzing by. I was 
not liking my first experience with a fire fight. You never knew 
when an unlucky bullet would find you. Fortunately the trees were 
thick here and most would be stopped by the time they reached 
us. As we made a slow descent, a smaller explosion from above 
rang out. 
“Land mine,” Hannah said, smiling. 
I followed exactly in her footsteps and we stepped over a few 
trip lines along the way. She kept up a running conversation with 
our two groups as we left and I saw Frank waiting for us to join 
him just below us. 
“Dirk just lost two of his group,” Hannah said. “He reports this 
group is much larger and he thinks Clive is with them because he 
smells something not exactly human or shifter approaching. They 
are starting a slow retreat, with just the two of them left now, and 
will meet us at the base of Eagle Point below. There’s a group of 
large boulders there that will provide us some cover from both 
directions and that’s where we will make our stand.” 
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The gunfire was a constant thing, both above and below, and 
we still heard an occasional mine going off. “Wilfried and Christof 
are down,” Hannah said a few minutes later. “Silver shot.” 
Vamps were much better when it came to bullets and even 
silver ones although silver pretty much sucked for most supes 
and took longer to heal. This is why the supe population is going 

down,  I thought. If I got my vamps back together I would train
them the way Dirk trained his pack. 
Modern weaponry was not an equalizer, it was an unfair 
advantage. 
A big boom came from behind us at what sounded like the lo-
cation of the first trip wire we stepped over. The group behind us 
was closer and had my scent. As we met up with Gerd we sped up 
a bit.  Hannah must be skipping some traps and just avoiding the 

mines,  I thought. We started getting more fire in our direction as well. They knew they were getting close. 
“We have lost Herman as well,” Hannah said. She took a bul-
let in the shoulder, and stumbled slightly. “Passed through,” she 
said, grimacing. “I will be okay.” Gerd was not so lucky, taking a 
shot through the head and dropping to the ground dead. Hannah 
continued and didn’t even stop to check for signs of life. Her whole 
forehead opposite the bullet was gone. We were running. “Almost 
there,” Hannah said and suddenly we came out of the slope to an 
area at the base of the point, full of large rocks, small trees, and 
boulders that had fallen down from Eagle Point over many cen-
turies. We took shelter in the middle of the larger boulders, and 
she fired back up in the direction we had descended, a few explo-
sions immediately following. “Aiming for the mines near them,” 
she said. “All of our security is down.” 
Dirk and one of his pack members joined us from the other 
side. We were now just where they wanted us, the devil on one 
side and certain death back up the mountain. 

 Page 15

Rose Montague



Chapter Four
Hannah was whispering real low. I had a hard time picking it 
up. A shifter’s hearing is better than a vamp’s. 
“Only five that I can smell on the up-slope,” she said. 
“Double that on our side,” Dirk whispered back. “I have a large 
group of help on the way, maybe fifteen minutes before they come 
up behind them. The initial attack at our border was not success-
ful and only a few of them managed to escape back out of the terri-
tory. We took few losses there, as it was simply a diversion for the 
real attack on Jade and Jane.” 
Dirk and his remaining pack member, a man named Jonas, 
were facing back the way they had come, popping up out of the 
rocks to fire a few shots. On my side, Hannah and Frank were 
doing the same, shooting back up the slope. I sat in the middle 
staying low, trying to see a way I could help. Fifteen to five was 
not good odds, especially since one of those five had never fired a 
gun before. 
“We don’t have that much time,” Hannah said. “They sent one 
on our side back up the slope. I can hear him climbing a tree, 
probably a sniper. We’ll be sitting ducks in just a few minutes. I 
am firing in that direction but if he’s smart he is climbing up the 
opposite side and I would have to get real lucky to hit him.” 
As she spoke I extended my vamp senses back up the slope. 
A vampire could sense certain things, not so much a function of 
hearing as much as a form of vamp magic. There were five heart-
beats up that way and I sensed which one she was talking about. 
“I have an idea,” I said, pulling the dagger out of my boot. “That 
little vamp trick might come in handy about now.” I was talking 
about the illusion a vamp has of moving from one place to another 
in the blink of an eye. Jade said it was a combination of speed and 
a form of vamp magic like a glamour the Fae use. Regardless, if I 
could pull it off, they would not know until I was there. It was a lot 
of ground to cover even to reach the closest but I sensed I could 
pull it off and I would head for the guy climbing the tree. 
“Do you have a way to set off the remaining mines up that 
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way?” I asked Hannah. “I need a distraction. We either do this 
now or make a run for it which doesn’t sound too promising.” 
“Do it,” Dirk said, nodding towards Hannah. 
“Five seconds,” Hannah said, pushing a button on her cell 
phone. 
That would be all the time I needed to prepare as I had already 
begun to think about it. A big boom went off, a multitude of explo-
sions back up the slope all the way to the point rang out so close 
together that you could hardly tell it was more than one. 
I was up and over the rocks in the blink of an eye and at the 
first asshole’s position before he knew what was happening. I 
would to have loved to sink my fangs into his neck and drink and 
my fangs were fully extended but I simply could not take the time, 
as enjoyable as it might be. My dagger in the side of his head, in 
and out in an instant and I was gone and at the tree the sniper was 
scaling before he even hit the ground. 
It’s not true that vamps can fly, but for the more powerful ones 
like me, going up a tree is almost as easy as going for a jog in the 
park. About the time he heard me and looked down from his spot 
about two-thirds up the tree, my dagger took him under the chin 
and up into his brain. I flung him from me and ascended the rest 
of the way to the top so I saw what was happening. 
Two of the remaining three had a tree between themselves and 
me, probably shifters, I guessed, smelling vampire and spilled 
blood behind them. I took out the cell phone and said, “One and 
three o’clock, Hannah, short burst only please.” 
I saw Hannah and Frank pop up, getting a quick burst off in 
those directions. About the time the sound hit I was down the tree 
and at the other attacker’s position. 
My vamp magic was getting a bit thin by now and he saw me 
coming a second before I got to him, getting one round off into 
my chest before he also had a dagger in his brain. “Fuck,” I said, 
sliding to the base of the tree sitting on my ass. The bullet missed 
my heart but it would take a minute for me to recover enough to 
regain my feet. Vamps are hard to kill, but easy to disable with 
silver shot in the right places. 
I reached over to the man I’d killed, pulled his neck to my 
mouth and drank his still warm blood, emptying him in seconds. 
That is the cure-all for most wounded vamps and I felt myself 
healing up. The high powered round had passed right through 
me, and in a few moments it would be like it never happened. 
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Chapter Five
I leaned with my back against the tree for support as I pushed 
myself to a standing position. I let my vamp sense spread out, 
checking on the other two still alive on this side. I sensed two 
human heartbeats but they were moving away, heading east from 
my position. 
I pushed the button for Hannah on the phone she gave me and 
asked for their status. 
“Just exchanging fire with the other group below,” she said. 
“We got one, no injuries to our group. I smell the other two on 
your side bugging out, heading towards our eastern border. We 
managed to wing one of them but they look like they don’t want 
any part of what you did to the rest of their group.” 
“I am going back to the sniper tree,” I said, making my way up 
the slope as fast as I could stagger then ascending up the tree not 
nearly as quickly as I had done a few minutes ago. I was healing 
quickly. 
As I got near the top I paused to look in their direction. I pulled 
out the phone, still connected to Hannah’s phone, and reported. 
“Looks like they are all close to the tree line on your side.” Just as 
I finished two of them darted into the open area carrying what 
looked like grenades. 
“Grenades!” I shouted into the phone. “Shoot now!” 
They popped up firing, hitting both men approaching but not 
before one managed to throw a grenade towards their position. 

Crap,  I thought as I went back down the tree, fast again. I heard two grenades going off about the time I hit the tree line on this 
side and I saw the other group jumping the rocks at our position. 
More shots rang out and I was there a few seconds later. That had 
been enough time for me to see the result of the attack. Everybody 
was dead or down but Hannah and Clive. They struggled together, 
wrestling. As I jumped the line of boulders to land in the middle, 
Hannah managed to get a gun to Clive’s head, firing four shots 
in rapid succession into the side of his skull. I stopped, thinking 
it was over, but Clive’s head just sealed up and reformed, zombie 
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like, and he managed to throw Hannah to the side. He pulled a 
hand gun at his belt. 
I moved then, sticking the dagger in his back. Vamps know 
where the heart is and I hit my target. He didn’t even slow down, 
raising the gun towards Hannah. I was right at his back trying to 
pull the knife back out with one hand and holding the arm with 
his gun down with the other. It was as if the knife was stuck in a 
pot of Super Glue. I was strong but it was not moving. Clive was 

strong as well, impossibly strong,  I thought as we staggered to-
gether in a weird sort of dance. 
He spun, his arm holding the gun moving towards me now 
sideways, not trying to shoot Hannah any longer but throwing me 
off him with a sweep of his arm. I couldn’t hang on but I did man-
age to grab his gun and take it with me. It fired as he let go, sacri-
ficing his gun to see me fall away to the ground. 
As he turned his back to Hannah she was on him in an instant, 
a large combat knife in her right hand, legs wrapped around his 
waist from behind. She sawed at his neck with that thing. It must 
have been super sharp because she had more success than I as 
she forced his head back at the same time, not letting the flesh 
knit together. 
I regained my feet, shaking my head to clear the cobwebs. 
I took a beating against the smaller rocks on the ground as he 
swept me off him. 
Clive suddenly back slammed Hannah against a large boulder. 
I heard ribs breaking at the impact but she did not let go. I tackled 
Clive from the front, and we all fell together in a weird roll on the 
rocky ground. The knife still in his back bothered him not in the 
slightest. It took all my strength to hold his legs together so he 
could not rise. He tried to pry me off with one arm and Hannah 
with the other. 
She was making good progress and had her knife all the way 
to the back of his neck, grinding against his spine now. We both 
sensed he was getting desperate. Hannah had hit upon a way to 
kill him by removing his head. 
Then a sudden burst of magic and an evil, smelly, fiery hot 
force burst out of him in a circle, carrying Hannah back to slam 
up against that same boulder. This time I heard her leg break with 
a distinctive snap. I was battered against the boulders on the oth-
er side, dazed, cut and bleeding. Through somewhat blurred vi-
sion I saw him rise and pick up the handgun and step towards me. 
Out of nowhere, as if in slow motion, flew Jade. She was naked 
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and cut up as if she ran a long way through the forest not stopping 
or slowing down for little things like limbs, bushes, and small 
trees. 
She landed in the same position Hannah was in a moment 
ago, legs wrapped around his waist from behind. She pulled his 
head back from where it started to heal. I heard a large sucking 
noise as the partially healed flesh re-separated. I made my feet 
again about the time he started to stagger back towards the larg-
er boulders again. He planned to slam her into them much as he 
slammed Hannah. 
I went for the same plan as well. “Mother fucking son of a 
bitch,” I growled as I started towards him. Jade would rip his head 
off any minute. There was not much left holding it together. 
Then that same magic burst out from him again. It was not as 
strong as before, since we weakened him considerably, but still 
strong enough to break Jade’s hold on him. She flew back, and so 
did I. This time he didn’t hang around, but leapt the line of boul-
ders and headed east in the direction the other two in the group 
above us took, towards the eastern border of pack territory. 
I don’t think he realized how weak Jade was but did know how 
close we came to killing him. 
Jade leaned against a boulder, sitting but not trying to regain 
her feet. Fangs out and red eyed, she was vamped out. This meant 
she was out of resources and needed to feed. Hannah also stirred 
and dragged herself towards Dirk who was moaning in a pile of 
rocks to our right. He was still alive and I sensed his heartbeat 
and knew he would heal. 
I sat next to Jade and brought her mouth to my neck. Her fangs 
sank in immediately and instinctively. 

Bastard,  I thought, thinking of Clive. We would track him 
down. 
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Chapter Six
Hannah and Dirk both managed a shift to wolf form before re-
inforcements arrived. Dirk returned to human form to direct the 
pack but Hannah remained in wolf form to track Clive. She waited 
on us. I was ready but Jade was still recovering. I knew how much 
energy it took to shift into dragon form and she suffered a lot of 
damage, just managing a shift back to human form before she ar-
rived to help us fight Clive. My blood helped and Dirk gave her a 
few chocolate bars as well. One of the pack members had some 
espresso beans and she crunched on those, muttering expletives 
as she remained sitting and eating. 
Dirk gave her one of his T-shirts to wear, since she arrived nude 
and covered with scratches and bruises from her run through the 
forest. It didn’t look as if she tried to avoid much in her hurry to 
get to us. That was a good thing because we would be in serious 
trouble without her help. Most of the scratches and bruises faded 
now. She was a fast healer, not needing a shift to heal most inju-
ries quickly. 
“Based on how fast I sensed him moving, you might could still 
catch him if you leave now,” Dirk said. He looked at Jade, who had 
her mouth full of espresso beans. “I really underestimated the 
force this guy could put together in such a short period of time. 
We will have to acquire a good supply of surface to air missiles to 
protect the pack in the event this happens again.” 
From what I gathered as the main force of the pack began to 
arrive, the majority of losses the pack suffered were here, with 
only a few killed at the borders and the attackers pretty much 
wiped out by mines, snipers, and booby traps. 
“We need some really sharp blades,” Jade said, popping up 
from where she sat. “That human he occupies is almost all demon, 
just enough left to keep him living in the human realm. What he 
did is an abomination, and he must be destroyed.” 
Various pack members handed Jade sharp instruments of 
which she picked out two for each of us. She took a belt off one 
of the attackers we killed, attached a couple of them and gave me 
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the remaining ones to carry in my boots. One of the female pack 
members gave Jade a pair of running shoes from her pack and 
with a nod to Dirk we were off, Hannah in wolf form leading the 
way, tracking Clive’s scent. Dirk remained behind. 
Jade and Hannah ran with the wind, Hannah leading the way. 
I took the rear. Vamps were generally faster than shifters for short 
bursts but this was a marathon in territory that suited shifters. 
Clive might be fast but from what Dirk could tell when he started 
his run we still had a chance to catch him before the edge of the 
territory. I might be the only hold up as I would tire faster than 
Jade or Hannah. 
I knew Clive had a destination and direction in mind as we ran 
at top speed. He stuck to a north east direction and tore through 
minor brush and brambles without trying to avoid them, knowing 
the shifters would track him. About an hour into the run, I tired. I 
gave Jade a good bit of blood and I was hungry even after draining 
an attacker earlier. Jade glanced back at me when I fell behind, 
her eyes asking if I needed a break. I just pointed forward indi-
cating they continue the chase, but both Jade and then Hannah 
slowed somewhat to match my pace. I intended to keep my prom-
ise to Rose. Clive was not going to escape. 
“Passing the border,” Jade said, about thirty minutes later, not 
turning in my direction but knowing I would hear her. “We are 
getting close. I smell him just ahead of us.” I pushed myself as fast 
as I could go but I was nearing my limit. 
“I hear cars and smell pavement ahead,” she added a few min-
utes later and I heard the sound of a car slamming on brakes. 
Shortly after that we burst out of the woods onto the edge of a 
four lane highway. 
Clive was about one hundred yards to our left, clinging to the 
hood of a black Mercedes, front now dented up. Big skid marks led 
from where we left the woods up to his location. Cars approaching 
from both directions slowed down, gawking at the scene. As we 
started towards him he jumped off the hood of the now stopped 
car and ripped the door from its hinges, metal screeching in pro-
test. With one hand he reached in and pulled a woman out. He 
flung her twenty feet in the air in the direction of the woods and 
got in the car, stomping on the gas as we started our run towards 
him. We got within about ten yards of catching him before the 
car’s speed surpassed what even we could manage. 
Hannah howled in rage and Jade cussed again. I was too out of 
breath to say anything. Cars both in front and back of us came to 
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a stop, staring at the wolf in the road with the girl in just a T-shirt 
and tennis shoes, knives sticking out of her belt and the rather 
obvious vampire out in the daylight with the red hair and red eyes, 
fangs fully extended. They were about to get another surprise as 
Jade shifted to dragon form. Hannah and I backed up to give her 
room. 
Screams came from the cars as some of them backed up or 
turned. The shift took much longer than usual. Jade must be at the 
limit of her magic as well. I saw several people taking pictures with 
their cell phones. This would make the news. The world would 
soon realize what Jade’s beast was. 

It could not be helped,  I thought, as Jade inclined her head down to me. Clive could be anywhere in the world before we tracked him 
down again if we did not keep him in sight. It was now a race be-
tween one tired dragon and a beat up Mercedes. 


* * * *
Nothing beats riding a flying dragon,  I thought, as we set off 
in pursuit. The car had about a quarter of a mile lead on us as we 
started after it. It looked as if we were gaining at first and I knew 
Jade was going as fast as she could but we were no match for the 
Mercedes on an open road. As we fell farther behind, Jade rose 
higher in the air to keep the car in view. 
I suspected a dragon’s eyes are pretty good. They would have 
to be to see from a high altitude, but I had problems keeping track 
of the black dot that was Clive’s car. About twenty minutes into 
our chase he ran into some traffic and slowed. Glancing behind 
us I saw quite a following of cars, all chasing the dragon. I noticed 
a couple of police cars almost directly below us. I couldn’t tell if 
they were trying to catch Clive in his speeding car or just trying to 
maintain pace with the dragon. 
I had no doubt this would make the international news and at 
least Mom would know we were still in the hunt. I would call her 
when I got a chance. My red hair whipped behind me and I hung 
on to a couple of dragon scales, legs straddling Jade’s neck, having 
to hold on tighter each time her wings beat downward. Up ahead I 
saw some flashing lights behind Clive, probably a police car chas-
ing close behind him. We could use all the help we could get,  I 
thought, hopeful that would slow him down some. We headed in a 
northern direction and slightly east and if I remembered correctly 
from the location of pack territory a good bit north of Hamburg, 
we would soon reach the Baltic Sea. 
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About the time I smelled the salt from the ocean, we lost Clive. 
I felt Jade’s irritation and indecision as she continued to follow the 
main road. I no longer saw the police car lights ahead, and that 
was all I’d seen to indicate Clive’s position in a while. 
We passed a few exits with roads leading in other directions 
but maintained our position above the main highway. I knew Jade 
hoped Clive was still somewhere on the main road because if he 
took off in a side direction we might still spot him. We soon had 
other problems to worry about as two military fighter jets dropped 
from above us to pace us on either side. NATO jets, it looked like, 
the two pilots staring at us from up close, but far enough away 
not to get in the way of Jade’s big wing span. They had no way 
to communicate with us. Dragons don’t have a built in radio but 
each pilot motioned us to descend, catching my eye and point-
ing downward. Jade just kept going but I was worried they might 
shoot us down. I had no idea what they thought or what kind of 
orders they had. 
I took a moment in between wing beats to tear off my shirt. 

What the hell, I thought,  it couldn’t hurt. I mean what guy is going to shoot down a topless girl on a flying dragon? It sure was 

exhilarating, in any case. 
We passed another dense forest to our right as the road took 
a more easterly swing. About the time I saw the outline of a fairly 
large city ahead, the jets made their move, one going directly in 
front of us and slowing down with the other directly behind us. 
Jade maintained her pace edging up to the one in front. The 
heat from its jets and the smell of fuel bothered me. She was not 

going to be deterred,  I thought as the one in front veered off to the side to avoid her running in to him. 
She let out a long stream of fire ahead of her, letting them 
know getting in front of her again might not be the best plan to 
take. She took a big chance,  I thought, as the main road reached 
the city. If Clive was down there with all those other cars I could 
pick out as Jade descended, I had no idea. I suspected we lost him. 
The two jets moved behind us and I heard fire as tracers ran past 
us on either side. Jade kept dropping in apparent acquiescence to 
their demands to land and we passed the other side of the city, the 
ocean straight ahead and absolutely beautiful from our vantage 
point. 
We landed on a small stretch of beach, Jade throwing her 
wings back to slow her landing and me hanging on for dear life 
as we touched the sand, her giant legs making deep skid marks 
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behind us. The jets roared over our heads out towards the ocean 
as Jade shifted back to human form, nude and gorgeous on the 
beach. People along the big pier to our right stared at us and a few 
on the strand where we landed now stared as well. I stripped as 
well, taking my jeans, boots, and panties off. I had a dream of be-
ing nude on the beach and I was making it true. I handed her the 
boots with the two daggers and she put them on, still not saying a 
word. I heard the sounds of the sirens approaching and after mak-
ing one last pass over us, the jets headed back inland. I guess two 
naked girls were less threatening than the dragon but we would 
still have company soon. 
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Chapter Seven
“Let’s run,” Jade said and started a fast sprint towards the 
piers to our right. We must have been a sight. Even I could tell the 
growing group on the pier took cell phone pictures. I kept pace 
slightly behind Jade and to the left and she made a quick turn to 
some stairs leading from a motel parking lot to the beach. A four 
door cab waited, back-on to the beach with both rear passenger 
doors open. I took the left and Jade took the right. We slammed 
the doors and the driver stomped the gas, tires screeching into 
the road running along the strand and going in the direction away 
from the sirens. 
“Late, late, for a very important date,” the driver said in perfect 
English with a slightly British accent. “I was worried you were not 
going to make it.” 
I looked at Jade and she shrugged, obviously also having no 
idea what was happening. He was a strange one, wearing what 
looked like a tin foil hat in a triangle on top of his head with a stub 
of cigar sticking out from his right ear. 
“Uh, we might be a little short on funds,” I said, and he laughed 
in delight. 
“Not that I couldn’t guess that one,” he responded, chuckling. 
“The message got through,” he continued, pointing to his hat. 
“Only the important ones do.” This time Jade looked at me and I 
shrugged. The whole thing was a bit perplexing. 
He made a variety of turns as we headed through town. Every 
light went yellow about the time we reached the intersection and 
changed to red as we passed through. 
“Serendipity,” he said as we went straight through a changing 
light. “Serpentine,” he said as he made a turn through a changing 
light. He never had to slow down. Traffic ahead turned off before 
we caught up and traffic behind caught the lights. In the mean-
time we swayed back and forth as he made a right at one light and 
a left at another. 
We were outside the city in no time as the cab with pedal to the 
metal sped around one curve after another somehow staying on 
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the pavement, tires still screaming in protest. All of a sudden he 
made a sharp right onto a dirt road I had barely time to register 
before we turned. Jade slammed up against me as the car fish-
tailed a bit before straightening out and flying up the dirt road, 
leaving a cloud of dust in our wake. 
In no time we made our destination, what looked like a centu-
ries-old castle, and as the cab driver slammed on brakes we did 
a one-eighty spin and came to a stop right in front of the gated 
entrance, his cab now pointing back the way we came in. 
“Right on time,” he said. “Welcome to the Sisters of the Sacred 
Lamb Convent!” He got out and opened my door, waving us out. 
A nun in a long habit opened the gate as we exited the car. 
Handing the driver a few bills, she said, “You didn’t tell me they 
would need clothes!” 
“Added bonus,” he replied, handing her a bill back. “No tip re-
quired.” With that he got back into his cab and drove off, leaving 
Jade and me standing there befuddled next to the nun. 
“I am Sister Tess Truly,” she said holding her hand out for a 
shake. 
“Ah, I’m Jane and this is Jade,” I replied. 
“I’ve got your room ready,” she replied. “Coffee should be done 
and a big steak is on the stove. Oracle Joe didn’t mention the 
clothes. He probably knew about that but neglected to mention it.” 
“Thank you,” Jade said and I saw her visibly perk up at the 
mention of steak and coffee. She made several shifts today and I 
could tell she was at her limit. As we entered the main hall, stone 
walls and floors greeted us and we turned in the direction of the 
smells of steak and coffee. 

Another Twilight Zone moment,  I thought, following Jade and 
Sister Tess to the kitchen. Sister Tess called for some clothes to 
someone ahead. 


* * * *
 White sweats, fuzzy slippers and coffee for me, add a steak for 
Jade and we were sitting and relaxing at the table in the large 
kitchen, watching a TV on a wall in the corner. Local news, mostly 
about us. 
Sister Tess finished serving us and sat next to me. Jade was at 
the end of the table to my left, Tess to my right. We were all watch-
ing the news of our little adventure today. Sister Tess had sent one 
of the younger sisters on an errand to find some sunscreen lotion. 
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Although I was not in danger of turning to ash in the sun, I was 
pale and just as susceptible to getting sunburn as any pale person 
out in the sun for several hours. Looking at some of the photos 
people had taken, I thought at least the top half of me was almost 
pink in appearance. 
The local news devoted almost the entire evening hour to us 
and Sister Tess switched it to the BBC news after it ended. They 
were in the process of showing various cell phone pics and vids 
people took of us in the air and on the beach. There were a few 
really good ones. Somebody had gotten a good picture of us as 
we took off in pursuit of Clive, from in front of us. Jade had just 
made that first flap of her wings and she was only about five feet 
off the ground and you saw me clinging to her neck, my long curly 
red hair flying behind me in the wind. You could tell how huge she 
was with me in that shot and a few cars close behind us. Her paws 
looked about the size of some of the smaller cars as she was angled 
upward slightly at that point. 
Another good one that must have been taken by one of the jet 
pilots with his smart phone showed us from the side. In it you saw 
just a little of the other jet pacing on the other side. Jade looked 
about four or five times the length of that jet. I must have taken 
my shirt off at this point and they had not bothered to blur out 
anything. I looked focused and determined. Jade reached over 
and squeezed my hand at that one. 
Somebody on the pier must have had a telephoto camera and 
had a great shot of us on the beach after I had taken my pants off 
and given Jade my boots. She stood to the ocean side of me on one 
foot, that boot already on. She had her other leg bent upwards as 
she pulled the other boot on. You saw the hilt of that knife stick-
ing out the top of the boot. I had my head back, looking at the sky 
with my arms spread out to my sides and the ocean breeze blow-
ing my hair out in a spread behind me. They had not bothered to 
blur out any interesting bits either and we looked good, dangerous 
and beautiful. 
Tess had her laptop out and surfed the internet for pictures as 
well. She commented that we made a pretty couple. 
“Your mom is not going to be too happy about this,” Jade said. 
“You better call her. This thing with you out in sunlight is going to 
scare her half to death. You have not even told me about that yet.” 
“Two birds, one phone,” I said as Sister Tess handed me her 
iPhone. She also turned the laptop screen towards me so I saw a 
report from one of the British rags, the one Mom called the Daily 
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Fail. Same picture with a headline of Vamp Princess and Dragon 
Girl Frolic on the Beach. They had not bothered with blurring any 
of the interesting bits out either. 

Oh, my God, that one is going to make her really mad,  I 
thought as I pushed buttons, calling her. The sun should have just 
gone down over there and I hoped I could warn her before she saw 
the news. 
Wishful thinking as it turned out. 
“I am never going to live this down,” she shouted. “What were 
you thinking? Excuse me for asking, but when have you been able 
to walk around in the daylight, much less totally nude in the sun? 
I hope you killed that bastard Wishmeister. If not you are going to 
be in serious hot water with me, young lady!” 
“Yeah, well about that,” I replied, glancing over to Jade who 
was interested in what I had to say. “Jade’s blood changed me. All 
for the better, at least so far,” and I reached over to squeeze Jade’s 
hand. “Clive got away, Mom. We are on his trail, and we will find 
him, I promise you.” 
“I suspected that,” she said. “You need to be careful of her. 
Others will come to the same conclusion. There are many power-
ful vamps out there that would joyfully kill you for a chance to be 
a day-walker. Do you know where Clive has gone?” 
I had not thought of my actions putting Jade in danger. I 
was chagrined and I looked at Jade with an apology in my eyes. 
She moved her chair over next to mine and put her head on my 
shoulder. 
“We don’t know where Clive is yet. My guess is he may have 
taken another portal somewhere before we made the beach. I 
didn’t see any airports or train stations as we tracked him but we 
will have to check that as well.” 
“I will put my network to good use to try and find him. Call me 
daily for updates. Just before you called I spoke to Jill about the 
news. She is concerned that the dragon thing may cause you some 
trouble. She wants you to call her as well.” 
I had not thought about that either. In our haste to catch Clive 
we really put ourselves in a bad position. After shutting off the 
phone and sighing, I gave Jade a kiss on the forehead. This had 
just gotten a lot more complicated. 


* * * *
 Jade fell asleep with her head on my shoulder and I carried her 
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to a room Sister Tess prepared. She was exhausted. I was not tired 
at all. The changes in me were hard to get used to. I had no desire 
to sleep so I stayed up with Sister Tess, giving her the rundown on 
our adventures. All she knew was what Oracle Joe told her which 
was to prepare for to visitors that would need a safe place to sleep. 
“He has a connection to the universe that few have,” she said. 
“Most people like him end up in the insane asylum. The infor-
mation coming in from beyond becomes too much for people to 
handle. He has learned to separate the important stuff from the 
other noise coming in. That tinfoil hat of his probably doesn’t help 
but he thinks it does so we play along with it. This is not the first 
time he has brought me a message from God and I learned to pay 
attention to what he has to say.” 
“Right now we are chasing the devil,” I said. “He is in posses-
sion of a human named Clive Wishmeister. We lost him some-
where along our route ending at the beach. Jade believes he head-
ed for another witch portal, possibly in this area. Mom has her 
information sources on alert and looking to where he may have 
gone but if we can find this portal, it might save us some time.” 
“Then my path is clear,” Sister Tess replied. “I will shelter you 
here until you find out where he went. I will also contact the leader 
of the local witch coven before I go to bed and she might offer you 
some assistance in your quest. Perhaps I can arrange a meeting in 
the morning.” 
“Can you give us a phone to use?” I asked. “Maybe some regu-
lar clothes, jeans and sweatshirts, tennis shoes or boots and some 
underwear? Mom will be happy to reimburse you for any expens-
es we incur. Right now we don’t have access to any funds. I am go-
ing to ask Jill if she can help us get hold of some of our resources, 
but in the meantime we arrived with nothing of value.” 
“Of course,” Tess said. “This is what we are here for. We will 
hit the stores in the morning and get what you need. I am going 
to make some calls from our land-line, so feel free to use my cell 
phone in the meantime.” 
Leaving the phone with me she went out. I was still in the 
kitchen, more coffee was brewed and I was not yet craving blood. 
I hoped Jade would be recovered enough after her rest. I didn’t 
want to ask for a blood donation from any of the sisters here un-
less I absolutely had to. I was keeping an eye on the TV. They were 
going through our adventure constantly with even more pictures 
trickling in. They finally mentioned the carjacking on the road 
where we began our chase, but so far failed to say what happened 
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with the car or Clive. It was frustrating but the bigger story was 
the day walking vamp princess and the dragon girl shifter. One 
expert after another gave opinions and it looked as if they were 
finding every crackpot they could with any crazy opinion at all to 
air.Tess returned after a few minutes as I surfed the web on her 
laptop, looking for local news related to the black Mercedes and 
Clive, without any success. Google was not my friend on this 
search, giving me more of the same stream of pictures and cell 
phone videos. It looked as though our getaway in the cab had not 
been noticed, so perhaps the hand of God or some power that 
Oracle Joe had kept our escape secret, at least to this point. Tess 
certainly had no fear of us being found, as she had faith both in 
God and Oracle Joe. 
“The leader of the witch coven is a rather strange one, goes 
by Catherine, and she has a cat familiar named Snoggins. Make 
sure you speak to Snoggins. It will help you in your dealings with 
Catherine. 
“I will take you to her at noon tomorrow, which should give us 
time to find you some clothes. She saw the news and is interested 
in talking with both of you and said she would help in any way 
she can. She is known as a powerful one in witch circles but still 
a bit unusual in the way she does things. You can trust her as we 
worked together before. We sheltered a couple of her group here 
that had some trouble not too long ago.” 
“Thank you,” I said. “I guess I need to call Jill. Maybe she can 
help us in some way. It sounds like we may have put a kink in her 
actions on our behalf in the States.” 
“Good night then,” Sister Tess replied. “God’s grace be with 
you. We have not sheltered a vampire before but I can offer you 
my blood if needed.” 
“With luck, that will not be needed,” I replied. “Jade’s blood 
has changed me in some ways and I don’t need to feed often but I 
appreciate what you are offering very much. I don’t know how we 
will ever be able to repay you for what you are doing for us.” 
“This thing we do gives us purpose,” she said. “God wants us to 
do these things, and so it will be done. Get you some rest as well 
and feel free to use the laptop and phone for as long as you need 
to. I will see you in the morning.” 
As she retired, I picked up the phone to call Jill. The Winter 
Queen would not be happy but I was still looking forward to talk-
ing with her. We made a great team, Jane, Jade, and Jill. The three 
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J’amigos we called our little group. We made an almost unbeat-
able combination. Tomorrow would be an interesting day. 
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Chapter Eight
The shower was painful. What the fuck was I thinking?  kept 
going through my mind. A pasty white girl riding a dragon topless 
in broad daylight! I was pink bordering on lobster red just about 
everywhere and some places that shouldn’t ever get sun burned 
made it even worse. Jade called me a big baby as I was just too 
scared to apply the sun burn lotion Sister Tess rounded up for me. 
I really thought she enjoyed putting on that salve a bit too much. It 
was a local witch salve probably made by the coven whose leader 
we were going to visit today. It was cooling but the application was 
still a bit of a torture. I added this to the list of probably not the 
smartest things I have done in life. 
Jill had not been pleased at all with our exploits. The authori-
ties had already cleared the pack and the other supernaturals 
involved in the prison “massacre”, saying there was just no way 
they could tell who did what and the whole issue of who was hos-
tage and who was prisoner was also undetermined. However, as 
the alleged ringleaders of the whole episode, Jade and I were still 
wanted for questioning and warrants against us were still out-
standing. She said that if Clive were smart he would be back in the 
States right now where authorities across the country had BOLOs 
issued for us. The fact that we had been spotted in Germany might 
help a little but they already knew we had a way to get in and out 
of various countries without their knowledge. 
The dragon thing had been passed off as a fantasy of some of 
the witnesses at the prison. Now they would be taking a closer 
look at this as a real possibility. This would put Jade in even more 
hot water. In addition, Jill said there were already rumors on the 
news and in vamp circles that dragon blood was the reason I could 
now day walk, as there really was no other logical explanation. 
The ability for a vamp to move around in daylight was something 
many vamps saw as a potential game changer in their constant 
battle for power. 
Jill said the powers that be still did not know about Jade’s abil-
ity to change her appearance and this was something she insisted 
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we do immediately. A disguise for me and a change in looks for 
Jade must be made before we took another step outside. I prom-
ised her we would do that. She advised us to hide by the drawing-
attention-to-ourselves method. That worked for all three of us in 
the past. 
Jade gave Tess a revised shopping list. I would lose my most 
distinctive features. The long curly red hair would be a short 
bleached blond tomboy look. Long sleeves and makeup would hide 
my freckles, and I could have colored contacts to make my eyes 
purple instead of red, with a purple streak in my hair to match. I 
was to keep my fangs in as much as possible and keep my mouth 
shut at all times, letting Jade do the talking. I drew the line at the 
suggested body piercings. The rest would just have to do. 
I cried as Sister Tess cut my wet hair, towel wrapped around 
my neck and Jade directing the makeover. Vamp tears are a bit 
bloody and Jade darted in with her finger and picked them off my 
cheeks saying, “Thank you, thank you.” It got to the point between 
that and Sister Tess trying to soothe me that I was almost laugh-
ing and crying at the same time. I fed from Jade after she applied 
my sunburn salve, and she had several cups of coffee and another 
steak for breakfast. 
I explained to Tess what we were doing and that is why Jade 
let Tess see her transformation. She got the long hair I lost, dark 
and thick, almost midnight black and halfway to her waist. Her 
eye color changed from the beautiful jade color to a dark color 
as well. Her skin color darkened as well, giving her a distinctive 
Mediterranean tint. Matching pentagram tattoos appeared on 
both cheeks. Black sweatshirt, black jeans, and black tennis shoes 
completed her ensemble. I matched her exactly in my clothes. It 
made a good contrast with my bleached hair and pale skin. Jade 
looked witch and she let the witch come out during her transfor-
mation. Even I felt the power of her magic. 
“The cab is here,” said a nun as she entered the room while 
Tess applied my makeup. 
“I will ride with you to make the introductions,” Tess said. 
Oracle Joe waited patiently outside, leaning against his cab, smok-
ing that stub of a cigar I last saw in his right ear. Jade loved cigars. 
I was now attracted to the smell as well and wished I had one. I 
must have got that from Jade as well, and I would tell her later. 

Maybe it could be when she trimmed my hair again,  I thought. 
My vamp metabolism would try and return my hair to its natural 
length and color. In a day or less, the red roots would show and 
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my hair would need constant bleaching and trimming to maintain 
my disguise. 


* * * *
 Catherine had a little wood cabin out in the country surround-
ed by farms and woods. A beat up pickup truck was in the drive-
way. Oracle Joe opened the doors for us. 
“My part ends here,” he said, taking Jade’s hand and helping 
her out of the cab. 
Jade responded with a hug and a big kiss right smack on the 
lips, surprising him but also pleasing him no end. 
“My turn,” I said and gave him a real Jane kiss. Jade was a 
good kisser but she lacked experience and she was not in vamp 
mode. I give him the real deal, even grabbing his ass and squeez-
ing him up against me. We could not have escaped or found a safe 
place without his help. 
His tin foil hat ended up on the ground and Sister Tess fanned 
herself with a few bills she had out to pay him with, saying, “Oh 
my, Oh my,” obviously flustered. 
“No fair, no fare,” Oracle Joe said, and with that he was in his 
cab and off down the dirt road leading to the main road. 
As Tess led us to the cabin door it opened, revealing the witch 
inside. Tall and slender with straight blond hair, she wore a sun-
dress with sandals. Except for her jewelry you would not know 
she was a powerful witch and coven leader. She had a big penta-
gram necklace around her neck with strange and large rings with 
unusual shapes and designs on every finger. She also had a mul-
titude of bracelets on her wrists and ankles. A beautiful male cat 
wound himself between and around her legs. 
“Welcome to my home,” she said, waving us inside. 
Sister Tess made the introductions. “This is Jade,” she said. 
“Jade this is Catherine, the witch I told you about.” 
Shaking Jade’s hand, Catherine spoke in a melodic voice with 
perfect English. “A witch as well,” she said. “This is a surprise, and 
what a witch you are. I can see the power just rolling off you! I 
heard you were a dragon shifter but a witch as well, it is a pleasure 
to meet you.” 
“We are grateful that you are willing to help,” Jade said and the 
cat made a leap up into her arms with Jade catching him perfectly, 
almost as if she expected that to happen. 
“That is Snoggins, my familiar.” She laughed. Snoggins took a 
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moment to look my way and hiss. “Snoggins can feel your magic, 
Jade. He is not too fond of vampires.” 
Witches and vampires have a long history, most of it not pleas-
ant. Witches could sense a vamp easily and apparently their 
familiars could as well. My disguise would not hide that and it 
might be a problem down the road. 
“Hello Jane,” she said. “I have heard of the vamp princess as 
well.” She shook my hand also, something most witches would not 
even conceive of doing. 
Seemingly reading my mind, Catherine added, “I have a won-
derful charm that will hide your true nature from other witches. 
Now, where did I put that thing? Sit here,” she said pointing to the 
sofa. “Just give me a moment.” 
As she looked around, a car horn sounded outside. “That will 
be my ride,” Sister Tess explained. “A few of the nuns are going 
to the farmers’ market just down the road. Our groceries are a 
bit low at the convent. Call the convent if you need to stay over 
another day,” she said as she left. 
“I will take them anywhere they need to go,” said Catherine as 
we sat down on her pretty well cat clawed up sofa. 
As she danced around looking for that charm, I looked around. 
We were in a large kitchen area that took up two-thirds of the 
cabin. Various tables were set up with just this lonely sofa for sit-
ting. There were no chairs with the tables and they were covered 
with books, jars containing magical ingredients, and arcane in-
struments. Some of the books were open to a particular potion or 
spell. A large kettle for potion making was in the center of each 
table. 
Two fireplaces opened on the end wall to our right, one for 
heat and one designed for cooking. Along the walls, counters went 
around on both sides, each containing two double sinks. Cabinets 
with glass doors also went all the way on both sides, all full of vi-
als and jars. A lonely old style fridge stuck by the doorway to the 
only other room, seemingly out of place with everything else. I 
saw no stove or microwave. There was a steel pitcher with a hook 
on one of the counters from which I could sense hot water with 
various containers of herbal teas ranged in a circle around it. 
Both fireplaces were going, logs crackling and flames flaring as 
we watched. The other room of the cabin was evidently her bed-
room and bath area, and took up the remaining third of the cabin. 

Custom designed for a potion witch,  I thought as she returned 
with her charm. 
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“Put this around your neck,” she said, handing me a necklace, 
pewter, with what looked like a salamander hanging from it. “I 
will invoke it,” she continued. “Jade, please watch this. All you 
have to do is to say the key words and pour a little magic into the 
charm.” It will last about a week and then will need to be re-pow-
ered.” Pointing at the salamander she said, “Karma Chameleon” 
and the little chameleon that I thought was a salamander changed 
color to a black to match my outfit. 
“Nice,” said Jade. “I can’t sense vamp at all when I look at you, 
Jane.” 
“Now,” Catherine said pulling a stool out from under one of the 
tables, “What else do you need my help with?” 
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Chapter Nine
It turns out there was a portal near our location called Damp 
Steinkreis in a forest close to the Baltic Sea. It was a witch-made 
stone circle portal. The original destination was lost over many 
centuries but about twenty-five years ago, it was reactivated 
with a new destination. The Fremont Troll under a bridge in the 
Fremont area of Seattle was designed to give witches easy access 
to the American west coast. Holding a red Volkswagen and con-
structed of steel and concrete it looked like a bridge troll that had 
plucked the car from the top of the bridge. Some of the rocks in 
the stone circle being red added to the German connection. Over 
a period of years witches on both sides of the portal activated it. 
Now when witched traveled to the Fremont troll, they almost 
appeared as if they were emerging from the car. Catherine took us 
to the location in the woods and we stood before it. It was similar 
in appearance to the one we emerged out of in Pack territory just 
a couple of days earlier. 
“I can smell him,” Jade said. “There is nothing else that smells 
demon like Clive’s scent.” 
“It feels as though there has been a recent activation,” said 
Catherine. “You might want to consider if he has left any traps for 
you on the other side before you take the portal as well.” 
Saying that she let Snoggins to the ground, and pointed at the 
portal. He proceeded to spray one of the red rocks and then ex-
plore the circle, sniffing all the while. Hissing and spitting he ran 
back to Catherine, jumping into her arms. 
“There is danger on the other end,” said Catherine. “I would 
suggest another route, now you know where he has gone.” 
“He probably left a surprise for us in Seattle,” I said. “Just wait-
ing for us to follow. I bet he has snipers or some of his people eager 
to put an end to us.” 
“Are there any other portals in that area of the US we can 
take?” asked Jade. 
“A few, but nothing around here,” Catherine said. 
“How about a universal portal, like Stonehenge?” asked Jade. 
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“There is one near Seattle,” Catherine responded. “No univer-
sal portals near our location here, though.” 
“Can we not change the destination of this one?” Jade asked. 
“That would take a ton of power,” Catherine said. “We will get 
the coven together to prepare it for a one time change in destina-
tion and with your power you might be able to pull it off. It is 
called the Maryhill Stonehenge and is a few hundred miles from 
Seattle, but that is your only choice anywhere in that area.” 
“Let’s do it,” I said. “The longer we wait the further behind we 
get. We need to pick up his trail quickly. We don’t have ID much 
less passports to take traditional transportation and even if we 
get that it will take at least a day or two and then we have to make 
the trip. I think this would be much faster.” 
“I agree,” said Jade. “Catherine, can you call your coven here? 
Are enough of them available right now to come and do the re-
quired preparations?” 
“Let me make some calls,” she said, digging out her cell phone. 
“This might be fun.” 


* * * *
 A bunch of naked witches surrounded us musically chanting 
something in an Ancient language. Catherine led the circle with 
a tree branch in her hand, going around the stone circle coun-
ter-clockwise with us in the center. A pentagram made of yarn 
marked the center of the stone circle with Jade in the center of 
that and me just holding her hand. 
Jade had her head up to the sky, eyes open but unfocused, 
waiting for the go-ahead from Catherine. A few of the witches had 
tambourines and would occasionally whack themselves on the 
rear end with them. There was no particular pattern that I could 
hear. One of the witches cackled occasionally, a high pitched 
sound that made me think she was quite insane. This only con-
firmed what I always thought about witches in general, just weird. 
Fortunately, I was just there for the ride. 
Catherine called out for Jade’s attention and I felt her pull on 
her power invoking the portal. First in one direction I sensed and 
then a change to a new destination and in a blink of an eye we ar-
rived in the middle of the Maryhill Stonehenge, both of us lightly 
staggering with the transition. 
There was a little witch a few steps in front of us. She was prob-
ably only three or four years old, and already had a pentagram 
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necklace around her neck, probably attracted to the power release 
in our arrival. 
“Mommy, Mommy!” she called, and I noticed several other hu-
mans walking around the memorial taking notice of us as well. 
Jade swayed against me, feet still unsteady, and I leaned into her, 
putting my arm around her waist and preventing her from falling. 
It must have taken a huge drain on her power and her hair was all 
frizzy and sticking out from her head. I knew she would be hungry 
and would need to eat something soon. 
The child’s mom, also a witch, strode over and put her hand 
protectively on the child’s shoulder. The child meanwhile raised 
her arm and pointed at Jade, her mouth open in wonder. I knew 
Jade in witch mode would appear to other witches as a mountain 
of power, something they would both respect and fear. 
“Don’t point honey,” the mom said to the child. Looking at me 
she said, “I felt you arrive. Do you need our help?” She addressed 
this to me because Jade looked like she was about to faint. 
“Please,” I answered. “She needs food. Coffee or chocolate if 
there is anything nearby.” 
Looking out between the stones I faced was a big river. The 
concrete Stonehenge was built overlooking the river. There was a 
road on the other side but no structures in my view. 
“Here, let me help you,” the witch said, coming on the other 
side of Jade and also supporting her. “There is a little gift shop 
and they might have something. My name is Caryn,” she added. 
“This is my daughter Rae.” 
“I’m Janet,” I said. “This is my very tired friend, Janice.” I had 
not thought much about what names we would use and these were 
the first ones that popped into my head. 
Ignoring the other humans walking around the circle and tak-
ing pictures, Caryn led us through the inner circle and down a 
small slope towards a small structure that was a gift shop. As 
we drew near, Jade perked up somewhat. I could tell she smelled 
something she wanted in there. As we entered the door I saw a 
male witch behind the small counter and that was where Jade’s 
nose pointed. 
On the counter, I saw two bags of chocolate covered espresso 
beans right next to the register. Jade untangled herself from us 
and made the last step and snatched up a bag, ripping the top 
off and pouring some in her mouth, chomping loudly with a few 
of the beans falling to the floor. Rae happily started after a few 
wayward beans, picking them up. Her mom took a step back, just 
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watching. We were the only people in the shop. Looking around, I 
saw the circle was presented as some type of war memorial, hid-
ing its real purpose as a witch portal. 
“I’m Jonah,” said the clerk. “Here to help any arriving witches 
from around the world.” 
I answered because Jade was still crunching and pouring more 
beans in her mouth, still spilling some as the little girl was laugh-
ing, enjoying the game of chasing the beans. After she gathered a 
few she offered them to Jade who would stuff those in her mouth 
as well. I saw a spark of intelligence finally showing up in her eyes. 
“We need to get to Seattle as quickly as possible,” I said. “Is 
there a bus or shuttle that runs out here?” 
“We are from Seattle,” Caryn said. “We can give you a ride.” 
I knew that if Jade hadn’t still had her mouth full, she would 
be whispering, “hand of God” to me. I knew we were on the right 
path. 
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Chapter Ten
It was an old beat up two-tone Dodge Monaco but we were 
not complaining. There was plenty of room in the back seat and 
Caryn had told us we had a several hour drive before we made it to 
Seattle. It was a spur of the moment thing for them to come down 
and Caryn said she just wanted to give Rae a feel for a universal 
portal as part of her early education as a witch. 
As we drove the radio softly played Somebody Loan Me a 

Dime. 
“That’s weird,” said Caryn. “The radio in this thing hasn’t 
worked for years.” She turned knobs and pushed buttons but the 
song stayed on. 
I looked at Jade. Rae sat between us, handing Jade handfuls of 
the second bag of chocolate espresso beans. She was attracted to 
Jade’s power and was having a good time. Jade just shrugged as 
she crunched. I didn’t think it was her doing. 
The song changed to She Caught the Katy and Caryn asked 
over her shoulder, “What are your plans in Seattle?” 
Jade swallowed and answered, “We’re on a mission from God.” 
Then she took another handful of beans from Rae and stuffed 
them in her mouth. 
I slowly banged my head on the window, thinking okay, why 

not?“We’re chasing the Devil,” I said. 
Rae thought that was pretty funny. Giggling, she asked, “What 
are you going to do with the Devil when you catch him?” 
“We are going to annihilate him,” I responded and she thought 
that was pretty funny as well. 
The music stopped and we drove in silence for a while, Caryn 
not asking anything else about our plans. 
About an hour later we stopped for a break at a small diner. 
Caryn said they had not eaten and this place was supposed to have 
some good burgers. I told her we had no money but she had said 
it was not a problem. The smell of those now gone espresso beans 
had left me craving some coffee as well and Jade had perked up 
even more, thinking about a steak most likely. 
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It was between the breakfast and dinner hours. Caryn had 
driven down before daybreak to get an early start on their day. 
There were only a few customers at the counter or in booths, and 
we took a booth as well. Rae sat with Jade and I sat on the side 
with Caryn. 
Caryn and Rae got burgers and Jade ordered two of the break-
fast steaks with nothing else and coffee of course. I asked for cof-
fee as well, telling the nice waitress I was not hungry. She was a 
middle aged human with a pleasant personality, just bursting with 
energy and friendliness. I was betting she did really well on tips. 
Caryn and Rae were on dessert and I had started on my third 
cup of coffee when trouble arrived. Jade’s head snapped up. She 
probably smelled the guns. Her back was to the register but I had 
a good view as two thugs with ski masks came in with sawn off 
shotguns. One grabbed our waitress and dragged her to the coun-
ter, shotgun under her chin. The other was close behind, shotgun 
pointed towards the customers. 
“Nobody move!” he shouted. 

This would not do at all,  I thought. I liked our waitress and 
these guys looked high as a kite and dangerous as hell. 
“Take the one on the left,” I told Jade in a whisper, and I was 
gone. 
My vamp trick came in handy again as I was next to the one 
holding the waitress in the blink of an eye. I grabbed the shotgun 
before he even registered my presence and pulled it away and up 
from our waitress. The shotgun went off, putting a hole in the ceil-
ing, with bits of plaster raining down. With my other hand I had 
grabbed the robber’s other arm and stretched it out, dislocating 
his arm from his shoulder. He stumbled back, screaming. I had 
his shotgun but he was in so much pain he was already turning 
towards the door they had come in by. 
Jade had left the booth by this time. She faced us with her pow-
er rising and her hair sticking out in some sort of static charge. A 
huge wind came up and threw the other guy through the door back 
outside, door flying off as well. The guy I disabled followed, tum-
bling in the air and out the door as well. 
Nobody moved, the silence broken only by the sound of the car 
starting up outside. I guess they had enough. 
“Time to go,” I said back over my shoulder to Jade and strode 
towards the now door-less exit. 


* * * *
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“So much for keeping a low profile,” Jade said when we re-
gained our spots in the car and Caryn took off down the road. 
“What the fuck?” Caryn said. 
Rae laughed. I could tell Caryn was pissed. Rae had her back to 
the action and did not see the brief fight. 
“Janet went poof again, Mommy,” said Rae. 
“Yeah she did,” said Caryn. “Not even possible. What exactly 
have we gotten ourselves into?” 
“It was a robbery,” Jade told Rae. “Janet doesn’t like bad guys.” 
Looking towards Caryn she added, “The cops are going to want to 
talk to us and we probably only have ten or twenty minutes before 
they put out an alert. It is probably best if we don’t tell you every-
thing. Go a couple of exits down and drop us off. Just tell them we 
asked for a ride north and after this robbery you let us out on the 
side of the road.” 
“Witches help witches in trouble,” Caryn said. “However, I 
have to think about my daughter. This is moving beyond giving 
you a ride to Seattle.” 
“This exit looks fine,” I said. We were in a pretty underdevel-
oped area with lots of land. We could always make a run through 
the countryside if needed. 
Caryn took the exit ramp and let us out at the top. Jade asked 
her to be vague about where she had dropped us off. That might 
give us more time. We did not want to be talking to the cops at 
this point. 
We stood there holding hands for a moment and Jade gave me 
a brief kiss. 
“You did the right thing,” she said. “That is all I ask.” 
“I liked our waitress. It was good coffee.” 
Jade laughed as we looked around. There was a small struc-
ture off the road a few hundred yards to our right. In front was a 
line of motorcycles. 
“Can you ride one of those things?” Jade asked. 
I knew she could barely drive a car, much less a motorcycle. 
“Been there, done that,” I said. 
“Let’s check it out,” she replied. 
As we drew closer we made out the sign on the front of the 
building. JJ’s Biker Bar, it said. “Oh, this should be fun.” Jade 
laughed. 
Inside was a long bar with stools, mostly empty. To the side 
there were several pool tables with chairs and few tables placed 
nearby. That is where the biker group was. The bikers were mostly 
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men, middle aged for the most part, with tattoos and beards and 
the typical leather attire and rugged looks. Two females, I noted. 
Both had witch markings like Jade. Their heads jerked up when 
we entered, even faster than the men. They sensed the presence 
of a powerful witch. I was glad I had my chameleon charm on. It 
probably wouldn’t be a good thing for a vampire to walk into the 
bar from broad daylight. Without the charm, I would have given 
us away. 
Jade led me to the table with the two witches and plopped 
down across from them. She gave me a nudge towards the nearest 
pool table. “Janet’s got next,” she said. 

Great,  I thought. She remembered the night I took her out 

and we stopped to play some billiards.  Jade had been so drunk 
she wanted to spar with the pool sticks. I was surprised she 
remembered. 


* * * *
 They were playing nine-ball, a game I enjoyed. Rose had a bil-
liards table and I loved to play when I was growing up. After I was 
turned I decided to master the game and spent several months 
non-stop getting trained by some local experts. Vampires had a 
lot of time on their hands. For Rose it was chess, for me, it was 
this. I enjoyed playing and this was a game I could also play by 
myself. Being better at it than all but a few was also nice. 
I stood next to one of the bikers, a shifter who also watched the 
game. He introduced himself as Tom. I could tell he was curious 
about Jade. He probably smelled some shifter buried under the 
witch mode she was in now. He kept glancing over at her, ner-
vously trying to figure it out. 
In the meantime, what looked to be the leader of the biker 
group joined Jade and the other two witches at the table. Jade 
called me over for introductions. His name was Moses, and the 
witch girls were called Lady and Lucky. Jade introduced me as 
her girlfriend. It was kind of nice to be introduced that way. The 
witch girls told Moses he had better not mess with Jade because 
she was the most powerful witch they ever saw. All of them were 
friendly and outgoing, not at all what you might expect from a 
group of bikers. 
The game ended and it was my turn. The guy that won the pre-
vious game was pretty good but still not in my league. He was a 
big bulk of a man, one of the three shifters in the group. His name 
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was Joseph and he loved to play. They played for small stakes, 
more for fun and kidding around than anything else and I was 
able to get one of the other bikers watching to stake me with a ten 
dollar bill because we had not a dime on us. 
I lost the lag because I wasn’t used to the table but from what I 
saw, I doubted that would be a problem. He sank the three ball on 
the break and proceeded to make a really nice bank shot to sink 
the one and set himself up nicely for the two ball. He didn’t leave 
himself much of a shot at the four ball and was just barely able to 
make contact with it. 
I took it slow, getting used to the table and making comfortable 
shots with nice leaves. The spread of the balls was a good one and 
I ran the table pretty easily. I had one miss in the second game but 
my challenger also missed after sinking one ball and I finished 
it up. I then proceeded to win the lags and ran the table three 
times in a row. I was having fun and even passed up a few obvious 
shots to make more difficult ones. I had their attention and they 
cheered me on, making fun of my challengers just standing there. 
“If you are trying to hustle us, you are not going to get far on 
ten or twenty dollar bets,” Moses said. “Jade said you gals are 
looking for a ride to Seattle. We are heading that way as well. You 
are welcome to join us. 
“Jade tells me you are a biker as well, so I am going to let you 
ride Sam’s bike and Sam can ride with Lucky. For the duration 
of our association you will be called Hustler and your girl will be 
named Hex.” 
Jade insisted I take care of the bar tab and I did before we left, 
leaving the rest as a pretty generous tip. Her goal had been getting 
there after all and I could tell a few of the group noticed what I did 
and appreciated it. I got a lot of pats on the back and some rather 
obvious Hustler comments as we left the bar. I would love to hang 
out with this group for a while. 
Sam’s bike was a big Harley, not one I was used to but I had 
ridden a few of similar size. Showing off, I lifted the bike a few 
inches off the ground to test its weight. That got a surprised look 
even from the two shifters in the group. 
“Two mystery ladies,” Moses said, and the group laughed. 
“Try and keep up, Hustler,” he added. Then we were off, cruis-
ing down the road, heading for more trouble, I was certain. We 
wove in and out changing positions quite often. Jade had her arms 
around me and I could tell she enjoyed the ride. I doubted she 
ever did this before. I had a feeling we had made new friends and 
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this was something we would be coming back to when we had a 
chance. Jade told me this biker group’s purpose was charity and 
travel. They went up and down the west coast, lending aid in vari-
ous projects like home building and fund raising. They even had a 
website and were a popular group. 
Jade made me aware she missed some us time, placing her 
hands a few places that were not really necessary and plastering 
herself up against my back. Me too, I thought. I was also getting a bit hungry. Both would have to wait for now. 


* * * *
 Moses led the way straight to our destination, the Fremont 
Troll under the north end of the George Washington Memorial 
Bridge. The area was like a small park and where we stopped at we 
could get a good view. We parked and got off. The rest of the group 
followed as we made our way to the troll. I think they were curious 
as to why we came here. Moses gave us a brief history of the troll 
as we got closer. It was really impressive. 
The troll looked as though he was in a hole under the end of 
the bridge. You saw just the upper part of his body from about 
the chest area up. He looked as if he was about to climb out of 
that hole. Eighteen feet high from just the chest up and weighing 
some thirteen thousand pounds, he had a Volkswagen clutched in 
his left hand as if he had reached up above and snatched it off the 
bridge. There were a few people around climbing over his hands 
and snapping pictures. 
As we got closer I could tell Jade was sniffing the air in an ef-
fort to find Clive’s trail. She stopped about fifty feet away, putting 
an arm in front of Moses to keep him from going further. He had 
been walking with her as she led the way. I lagged a few feet be-
hind, taking in the scenery. 
“I have a bad feeling about this,” Jade said. 
“It’s just concrete over a steel frame,” Moses said. “He’s not 
going to hurt you.” 
Jade hesitated and took another step forward and the troll 
came alive. 
With great screeching and crunching sounds he crawled out 
of the hole toward us. We were frozen, staring as people started 
scattering away from the troll, screaming and running. 
“Not good,” I said. “We’re out of here.” 
As I turned to run, the troll stood up. Now at least fifty feet 
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high, he took one step towards us, covering half the distance in one 
stride. He wasn’t exactly fast but that one step made up for it. He 
headed straight towards Jade. Clive knew we would come looking 
for him and left us a little surprise. The rest of our group scattered 
to both sides but Moses stayed with us as we ran. 
He quickly fell behind as the troll took another step, now al-
most on top of us. The troll stepped on a small refreshment hut, 
crunching it under his foot. I hoped whoever was in there ran in 
time. 
Moses fell more behind us. With our speed we had a chance to 
stay ahead of the troll if we were lucky but Moses was human and 
he was about to be crushed. I stopped in mid run and using my 
vamp trick zipped back to him and threw him over my shoulder 
and was back to Jade, running again at full stride. That really took 
it out of me as I had not fed and I doubted I would be able to do it 
again anytime soon. We ran with the wind, Moses over my shoul-
der slowing me down just enough to lose a little more ground. 
“Hit the ground!” Moses shouted as he looked up from over my 
shoulder. Jade and I both hit the ground hard, me on top of Moses, 
scraping him on the pavement. That had to hurt, I thought and the 
Volkswagen flew over our heads, crashing against a couple of cars 
parked on the side of the road. The damn troll had thrown it at us. 
We were up and running again, Moses trying to tell me how 
close the troll was. I heard every step he took and he was almost 
on top of us. 
We reached the top of the slope by now and Jade took a turn 
back onto the bridge itself. I knew she had something in mind. 
All of the sudden I heard the motorcycles coming. The rest of 
our group was on the way. Taking a quick glance back over my 
other shoulder, I saw we gained a little distance on the troll when 
we made our turn and the bikes roared between the troll’s legs. 
Someone had some rope and two of the bikes made it slightly 
ahead of us. I saw they were going to try and trip the troll up. 
As we approached them, still running, they tied the rope off to 
either side of the bridge, raising it just as we ran by. The rest of the 
bikes wove in and out from under the troll’s feet, trying to distract 
it. The troll roared in anger with a sound that probably could be 
heard a mile away. 
Jade was slightly ahead and to the right of us and I saw her 
pause and turn, flinging a great ball of magic towards the troll. I 
paused as well and risked a quick glance behind us. The magic hit 
the troll just as his foot caught the rope. The troll stumbled and 
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probably would have fallen but the rope just didn’t hold, snapping 
from under the pressure and bending the rails on either side of 
the bridge with a loud scream of tortured metal before it snapped 
completely. The troll, stumbling, had put most of its weight on the 
other foot and it sank into the pavement, shooting pieces to either 
side. I heard pieces below the bridge breaking as well. It was just 
not designed for that much weight in one spot. 
Ahead of us cars made U-turns and headed back in the other 
direction. It was a real mess and some had just jumped out of their 
cars and ran the other way. As we went between the pile of cars I 
heard the troll stepping on a few of them, crunching them flat. The 
sound of the motorcycles fell behind us. 
The troll gained ground as we made it about halfway across the 
bridge, I saw water below us. I was tiring, in full vamp mode and 
my fangs were fully extended. Jade was about ten yards ahead of 
me. The troll did not have to dodge around and over the cars and in 
a matter of a few more steps would stomp us like a bug. 
I saw Jade take a quick glace behind us again and then she 
vaulted over the railing out into the air. 
“Jade!” I screamed as I heard both the sound of sirens and a 
great flap of dragon wings. 
The troll hesitated and moved to the side of the bridge when 
Jade jumped. He must have been targeted at both of us as he re-
sumed the chase after me but it gave Jade a few precious seconds 
to arrive. 
She came from the opposite direction from where she had 
jumped and hit the troll at full speed. Thirty tons of fast-moving 
dragon did the job to send him leaning just enough that he tripped 
over the railings and went over the side, falling into the water be-
low. Jade bounced off from the impact and fell to the bridge just 
ahead of us, crushing a few cars underneath her. She shifted back 
to human form, naked and beautiful, and we walked to the edge 
of the bridge and looked at the water below. I stood Moses back up 
and he joined us on the side as we looked down. 
I saw the center of the circle of waves the splash generated but 
of the troll there was no sign. 
“The water should help negate the spell,” Jade said. “I doubt 
that thing is coming back out.” 
“Not something you see every day,” said Moses. 
“So much for keeping a low profile,” I added as the motorcycles 
pulled up next to us. 
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One of the witches gave Jade a pair of Jeans and a T-shirt and 
between them they managed to find a pair of tennis shoes she 
could wear. The rest of the gang hovered around, providing some 
cover, their backs to Jade. It was pretty nice. 
We were both in vamp mode by now, with fangs fully extend-
ed. I removed my charm and contacts. There was simply no point 
in trying to hide our identity with this group. 
“Jade and Jane, I presume,” Moses said to us. 
The sound of sirens grew ever closer. One of the gang found 
some keys in one of the abandoned cars on the bridge. Moses gave 
us some cash and his phone, telling us they would send the cops 
on a wild goose chase but we had better get going. 
“Call us if you need anything,” Moses said. “All of our numbers 
are in the phone.” 
We both gave him a quick hug and we were off. I drove because 
Jade was a terrible driver. 
“Look up Thornewood Castle on the phone,” I told Jade as I 
maneuvered around the cars that remained on the bridge. “Use 
the GPS.” 
Jade gave me directions as I drove, and once we made the in-
terstate it was a pretty straight shot. I had Jade look up a twenty-
four hour Walmart near our destination where we ditched the car 
in the parking lot, close to the front. If we were lucky it would 
be a few days before someone noticed the car had been there for 
a while and alerted the cops. We hoofed it from there, walking 
normally when traffic or people were around, making it just after 
sundown. 
“Mom bought this place after the filming of Rose Red,” I told 
Jade. “She simply could not resist. It is her namesake and it is a 
Gothic Tudor, her favorite style. She would use it as an American 
home but she so rarely made it over here it was just not worth the 
cost of maintaining the grounds, staff, and property taxes. She 
later sold it to the head vamp master in this area. Her name is Ann 
Le, and we will ask for sanctuary.” 
Jade gradually changed to her full vamp appearance as we 
drove. I knew it was natural for her to have her body match her 
current aspect. 
“You must maintain full vamp mode while we are here,” I told 
her. “Otherwise she might not honor your sanctuary request.” 
I knew Mom and Ann Le were friends from way back but I was 
not going to push it. Giving us sanctuary could end up costly for 
her in many ways. 
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“Sanctuary! Sanctuary!” we called out as the front door opened. 
I had explained the vamp protocol to Jade as we approached. 
A human servant answered the door, hardly even blinking at 
our request. He was obviously ex-military and looked dangerous. 
The bulge of weapons beneath his jacket was also easily seen. I 
knew they had most likely seen our approach on camera. Ann Le 
was a target for other vamps desiring of her position and I was 
sure there were many security measures in place. 
Behind him were a couple of vamps armed with automatic 
rifles, pointing slightly downward but still in our direction. Mom 
told me Ann Le did away with the tradition of only arming human 
servants, saying it was stupid to give humans an advantage if they 
were ever attacked. 
“Jane, from Winston, North Carolina,” I said. “This is my girl-
friend, Jade.” 
“I am Lance,” he said in reply. “I have seen reports of you all 
over the news today. You bring trouble for our mistress but I will 
give you an audience.” 
Ann Le was an assassin before she was turned by one of her 
targets. She was trained in every manner of death known to man 
and continued that training after she was turned. Mom told me 
she was dangerous but fair in her dealings with others. 
Lance led us to her. She was already up and sitting in a small 
library turned office behind a solid wood desk. She had a laptop 
up and running. Two oriental swords, unsheathed and of different 
lengths, were on the desk in front of her within easy reach should 
a visitor become a problem. 
“I just exchanged a few e-mails with your mother,” Ann Le said 
as we sat in two leather chairs in front of her desk, Lance taking 
up station to the side. “She saw the news and told me to keep a 
lookout for you and then you show up. She assured me she will 
owe me a big favor if I provide you with assistance. That is an offer 
I can hardly refuse. I will grant you sanctuary and whatever assis-
tance I can give you but if the cops show up with a search warrant 
you will be on your own.” 
“Right now we need coffee, bottled blood, and a place to sleep,” 
I replied. “We are exhausted and hungry. Did Mom tell you who 
we are chasing?” 
“Yes,” Ann Le said. “A worthy opponent indeed. I have been 
growing a little bored lately. Allow me to join you in the hunt.” 
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Chapter Eleven
A shower and a short nap later we sat at the small dinette table 
in the kitchen drinking coffee. Ann Le watched us carefully. She 
had provided a change of clothes and Jade and I had some bottled 
blood before exchanging some blood of our own during our show-
er. Both of us felt better. It was still fairly early in the vamp day, 
shortly before midnight. 
“Before I was turned, I had just become addicted to coffee,” 
Ann Le said. “Most vamps are going to want the day-walker abil-
ity. That is our biggest weakness and will give the vamp with that 
ability a huge advantage. For me, I just want to be able to drink 
coffee again.” 
Jade and I sat shoulder to shoulder across the table from her. 
She had several coffee pots going for her human servants. She had 
called in extra protection and more vamps as well. 
“This is really good coffee,” I teased. “Even better than I re-
membered. It was an unexpected bonus, the abilities from Jade 
that were transferred to me. Anybody that goes after her is going 
to have to go through me first. I am not good at sharing.” 
“My contacts report several powerful vamps on the west coast 
are already heading this way,” Ann Le replied. “The temptation is 
just too great to resist. The smart ones will find me, expecting you 
will as well. The cops will probably show up in the morning with a 
search warrant so we need to move tonight.” 
“What’s the plan?” Jade asked. 
“We have some shifter friends in the local pack in the Seattle 
area. One of those is a cop, much as you were. I told him to sniff 
around the area near the troll location to see if he could pick up a 
demon scent. I am told it’s not something you smell often but this 
particular shifter knows it well. They have that area cordoned off, 
but he was able to get access and he did pick up the scent. I spoke 
to him while you guys were sleeping and he has a location for us 
to check out. 
“He also reported the FBI found some wireless cameras 
around the troll. It looks like Clive was interested in seeing the 
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troll squash you as you came out of the portal. I expect he hung 
around to watch the fun, but we will find out shortly. Our cop will 
meet us at the place he tracked the scent to. It’s a vamp bar, popu-
lar among the newly turned vamp crowd. He is taking a big risk to 
do so but he hates demons and he can be trusted.” 
What is the protocol for challenges in your territory?” I asked. 
“One on one, no weapons,” she replied. “It’s over when some-
one yields or is true dead. Continuing the fight after one yields is 
punishable by death in my territory. There are just not enough 
vamps around anymore for us to be killing each other. I don’t ex-
pect theses vamps to play by the rules, however. The newly turned 
miss the daylight and these older ones coming will do whatever 
it takes to get Jade in their hands. These new ones also have no 
respect for authority or their elders and are a constant pain in the 
ass to control. Much as you were, Jane, according to your mom, 
that is.” 
“Over the years, I learned better,” I replied. “Rose and I recon-
ciled our differences.” 
“She is worried for you both,” Ann Le said. “She will provide 
whatever financial resources we may need for our hunt. She told 
me she has a line on some of Clive’s sources of money and will 
watch that for clues as to where he may be.” 
She paused for a moment. “We will go fully armed,” she con-
tinued. “Our first stop is the weapons room. I have arranged a ride 
and the best of our security will go with us, also armed to the hilt. 
We will take the initiative and assume the worst in the event of 
an attack and meet it with an immediate and extreme response.” 
One of the many bedrooms was converted to a weapons room. 
Blades, guns, various martial arts weaponry, even some automat-
ic rifles adorned the walls and tables. 
Jade headed straight for the swords and knives, no surprise 
there. Ann Le insisted she take a couple of handguns along with 
the sword and daggers she selected. She gave her a rig so she could 
have the handguns under her jacket, both on her left side as she 
was right handed. Dressed in jeans, steel toed boots and a leather 
jacket, she looked dangerous. She had a long dagger at her belt, 
throwing knives in both boots, and a sword slung crosswise for 
a draw over her shoulder. She looked beautiful as well as danger-
ous. Ann Le had a similar look but with leather pants as well. I 
matched Jade in dress, but none of the weapons was my thing. 

Jade really needs to start training me,  I thought, not for the first time. 
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“I am likely to shoot myself in the foot with the guns and I 
would probably slice my hand off with a sword,” I said as I put a 
couple of small daggers in my boots. Thinking of the time I held 
my own against an angry mob, I asked, “Do you happen to have 
one of those metal baseball bats?” 
“Some of my security have even played a little baseball on the 
grounds,” Ann Le laughed. “Three broken windows just this past 
spring. We will get you one. It might provide a clear visual along 
with the swords and knives we are carrying.” 
Three black, armored SUVs waited for us in the driveway. 
Security took the front and rear vehicles and we rode in the mid-
dle on with one of Ann Le’s shifter guards, an ex-military type by 
the name of Waco. He had some sort of automatic shotgun with 
extra shells in a band around him, western style. He looked like 
you could bounce a dime off his abs. Hard as a rock, smart and 
vicious, Ann Le had told us. 


* * * *
 An old waterfront warehouse converted to a bar, Vamp Techno

could be heard a few blocks away. Surrounded by other warehous-
es, closed at night, it was a good location for such a vamp hangout. 

You really wouldn’t want to be in this area after dark,  I thought as we parked a couple of buildings away and walked the rest of 
the distance with our shifter cop, a man by the name of Jackson. 
Small and compact, he had that werewolf gait, confident and de-
termined. As we got close to the place Jade whispered to me that 
she could sense Clive’s scent in the area. There were so many peo-
ple in the place it was just impossible to say if he was still inside. 
Two bouncers saw us coming and the lead one with a pained 
look on his face said, “No weapons allowed inside.” 
Ann Le and Waco led the way with Jade, Jackson, and me right 
behind. The rest of our security personnel, eight heavily armed 
men, were to both sides and to our rear. 
“You in the mood to stop us?” Ann Le said and the bouncer 
shook his head. He was in a no win situation and he knew it. 
“Nobody in or out until we are done inside,” Ann Le said to our 
security and we entered the bar, a solid mass of vamps and human 
servants in front of us, moving insanely to the techno beat. I liked 
to dance, but this was ridiculous. 
Some of the vamps parted ahead of us, the others, Waco 
and Ann Le just shoved out of the way. At the two ends of the 
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warehouse were bars and in the middle ahead of us a raised plat-
form with a band, if you could call it that. 
“Waco, take care of that noise,” Ann Le shouted over the din of 
the music and crowd. 
Waco shoved a few more people out of the way, and fired his 
shotgun into a couple of the large amplifiers on the stage. The bar 
went quiet and the crazy movement stopped with the sound of the 
shotgun and the ending of the noise. The band ran into the crowd, 
guess they could tell we weren’t fans. 
“Which way, Jackson?” Ann Le asked, this time in a normal 
voice. 
“Left bar,” he replied and Jade nodded, agreeing with that 
direction. 
The crowd had started to mass near the entrance only to find it 
blocked by armed men. Ann Le and Jade both had their weapons 
out as did Jackson who dressed in plain clothes. Still, he was tak-
ing a risk because the cops had orders to bring us in. Two emer-
gency exits had also been blocked. Our security was on the ball. 
This time the crowd parted before us, as we looked in no mood 
to play games. The bartenders had stepped back, drinks and bot-
tled blood left unattended as the crowd moved away. Behind the 
bar a weasel-like man stood, a shifter servant at his side. He also 
had a shotgun in his hands, and all our guns were pointed at him. 
As we neared Ann Le said, “Tell your man to put the gun down 
or he is dead meat.” 
“Miss Le,” he whined. “Your own rules allow me to have protec-
tion in your territory.” 
“Not tonight, Bernie,” she replied. “I want the demon or your 
place will be permanently out of business. Now tell your man to 
put the gun down.” 
“Gun down,” Bernie said towards his bodyguard and the man 
complied, placing the gun on the floor. 
“Where’s the demon?” Ann Le said. 
“I have no idea what you are talking about,” replied Bernie. 
“Jackson?” she asked. 
“There’s a room behind that door,” Jackson said. 
There was a lone door behind the bar, possibly storage or an 
office of some kind. 
“Everybody out from behind the bar except you, Bernie,” Ann 
Le ordered. 
They went around one side as we entered the other. 
“Is the demon back there Bernie?” she asked, grabbing him by 
the neck and lifting him off his feet. 
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“No demon,” he managed to choke out. 
“Well, you are first through the door so I guess we will find out, 
won’t we?” 
From the front, sounds of gunfire rang out and some of the 
people near the entrance cried out as a few stray bullets came 
through. One of the emergency doors gave way under the pres-
sure and people ran over each other trying to leave. Waco had one 
of those ear mic contraptions on and was listening. We could also 
hear the sound of sirens approaching, so somebody had called the 
cops. 
“It’s Andre and his gang, maybe twenty men,” Waco told Ann 
Le.“Andre is the head vamp that controls most of Southern 
California,” Ann Le said. “Greedy bastard. He will pay for this.” 
“Tough shit,” gurgled Bernie. Ann Le still had him by the neck 
and was holding the little weasel off the floor. 
“Get the door, Waco!” Ann Le shouted over the panicky 
screams in the bar. 
Waco blasted the door knob with his shotgun and kicked the 
door in and Ann Le was inside, still carrying Bernie facing him 
but putting his back through the door first. 
We followed close behind, weapons ready. 
Inside was an office, computer and an area for storage. A throw 
rug had been moved aside and there was an escape tunnel with 
steps leading down. 
“How clever,” Ann Le said and sank her fangs into Bernie’s 
neck, draining him dry in seconds. He slid to the floor and turned 
to ash immediately, a dark, slimy, stinky ash. Probably from the 

demon influence,  I thought as we stepped around the pile to look 
down to the tunnel. 
“Probably gone, not more than ten minutes ago from what I 
smell,” said Jackson. 
“Our escape as well, it seems,” said Ann Le. “Waco, tell the men 
to get out of here but I want this place burned down next time it is 
vacant. Waco, you lead. Watch for traps and trip wires. Jackson, 
keep your nose on the demon and if you sense anything in the way 
of ordinance let us know. I have a couple of grenades and I am 
closing this tunnel as soon as we know we found the exit.” 
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Chapter Twelve
The tunnel led to another warehouse a few blocks away and 
Ann Le closed it behind us. The sound of gunfire stopped and we 
heard people still shouting and screaming their way out of the 
bar. Waco lost contact with our group outside the bar and Ann Le 
suspected they had not been able to make their escape. 
Jackson followed Clive’s scent and he was still on foot up to a 
point maybe a half mile from the bar where it appeared he either 
had a ride waiting or had stolen a car. We were standing around 
that spot in frustration. Ann Le was not happy. 
“Fuck!” said Ann Le. “We need to find a car as well, and quick-
ly, before Andre and his men find us.” 
About the time she finished, a group of SUVs pulled up at our 
location and many vamps streamed out. Those in our group fired 
and we scurried to the door of the warehouse next to our spot. 
Jade shoved through it, splintering the frame without any prob-
lem. Andre’s group had not fired on us even though we saw they 
were armed. The goal was to take Jade alive. 
Inside, crates were stacked in various groups and we split 
up and fanned out to find cover. There had to be at least twenty 
vamps following us close behind. I stayed with Jade. They would 
have to get through me to get to her. 

Splitting up might not have been a great idea,  I thought as 
the vamps streamed through the doorway, taking fire from our 
group. A couple went down, with others taking a few hits and yet 
still kept coming. They returned fire towards Waco and Ann Le to 
the left and Jackson to the right after seeing Jade and me taking 
cover further back. The warehouse was dark but we didn’t need 
much light to see. 
Jackson took a hit and went down. I no longer felt his heart-
beat and a group of vamps overwhelmed Waco and Ann Le’s loca-
tion. A few more went down and turned to ash but about five of 
them made it through and they were fighting close in circling Ann 
Le as a few piled on in a group on top of Waco. One managed to 
sink his fans in his neck as the other two held him down. 
“You need to shift, Jade!” I shouted but it was too late as 
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another group of men jumped on us from behind. There must 

have been a back door,  I thought as I swung my bat, crushing the 
skull and splattering the brains of one vamp almost on top of me. 
I heard a witches’ triad chanting and felt magic crackling 
around us like static electricity. I could tell Jade had tried to shift 
but could not do so. The witch magic prevented her from shifting. 
A couple of vamps threw a net over Jade as she managed to shoot 
another vamp in the head over her shoulder before her arms were 
pinned inside the net. Another shot her with a tranquilizer gun 
as she struggled to get free. A few of them dragged her across the 
floor towards the front of the building and as soon as we were apart the other vamps I kept away from me with my bat whistling 
through the air shot me at close range. Silver shot, I could tell as 
I staggered and fell. 
I was on the floor, barely conscious, when I saw them go out, 
the warehouse deserted except for piles of ash and the dead or dy-
ing, including me. The night was quiet and still as I lay there, not 
really feeling the pain but knowing I had taken several shots to 
the upper body. I felt the silver inside of me, points of numbness 
spreading out from the bullets. Vamps are not as sensitive to the 
silver as shifters but if not taken out it would eventually kill us as 
well. I needed blood and I needed a doctor. I really thought about 
getting up, as the Angel of Death hovered over me. Maybe it was 

my time,  I thought and I wished for a phone to call Jill. Maybe she could save Jade from a life of drug induced blood donor for Andre. 
“No, not your time after all,” Death said. “Save Jade.” With that 
he was gone. 


* * * *
 I sat up, surprised it was so easy. I was just numb and slightly 
dizzy as I crawled over to where Ann Le was. There were piles 
of ashes in a circle around her and she was laid out, a Japanese 
sword in each hand. She had taken so many shots her leather jack-
et looked like Swiss cheese. The blood flowing out from her was 
pooled all around. 
“You look terrible,” she said as I looked down at her. I was on 
my hands and knees. Other than her lips she had not moved but 
her eyes took me in. 
“Better than you, I bet,” I replied. “Need to get you to a doctor.” 
“My cell phone,” she said. “Jacket pocket, push SMA in the 
contacts.” 
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“SMA?” 
“Save my ass,” she said and attempted a smile that looked 
more like a grimace. “Tell them the code word ‘Seahawk’ and give 
them our location. There is a GPA function on the phone. Check 
that before you call.” 
Her eyes closed, as that had taken all the energy she had left. 
She had not turned to ash, so she was still alive. 
I did as she instructed and the girl on the other end said “ten 
minutes” and hung up after I gave her our location. 
I managed to gain my feet as we waited. Shedding my leather 
jacket I saw I had been hit at least six times in the upper body and 
knew I had taken a couple hits in my left thigh as I was limping 
around trying to find out if our people had survived the attack. 
Neither Jackson nor Waco was alive but one vamp had not yet 
turned to ash. It looked as if he had taken a blast from Waco’s 
shotgun right in the stomach. He was a mess, but still living. I 
looked down at him, seeing blood and guts, wondering why I had 
no desire to drink him dry. I should be craving blood right now 
but the sight of all the blood left me feeling a bit unsettled rather 
than hungry. He was unconscious and I dragged him over to Ann 
Le. Holding his wrist over her open mouth, I slit it with one of my 
daggers. He didn’t have much blood left in him but she got some 
down her and she swallowed, her eyes flickering open for a brief 
second before closing again. I hoped that would keep her alive 
long enough to get some medical attention. 
I heard a vehicle pulling up outside and I lifted Ann Le up in 
my arms and carried her through the broken doorway where a 
van waited for us. Two female vamps and a human male got out. 
As I walked I felt a tickle in my left side and a bullet came to 
the surface and fell to the ground with a slight clicking noise. It 
seemed I had gained Jade’s healing powers as well. I still had no 
desire for blood, however. I was craving chocolate, something that 
was also new for me. 
They looked as if I was crazy as I carried her to the back of 
the van. There was a raised stretcher set up, IV drip full of blood 
waiting for her. I probably looked like a walking zombie to them. 
Another piece of bullet fell to the floor of the van as I got in and 
laid her down. The human doctor hooked her up and the two vamp 
females got in the front of the van. As we pulled out he looked at 
me and asked if I needed blood also. 
“No thanks,” I replied. “Chocolate, maybe some coffee.” 
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Chapter Thirteen
We were in a large wooden farm house out in the middle of 
nowhere. The entrance at the front gate said Nero Winery. It was 
run down on the outside and in need of painting and repair. Inside 
it was beautiful with nice furniture and gorgeous hardwood floors 
with some really nice throw rugs. They had two guest rooms and a 
room set up for medical emergencies, almost looking like an oper-
ating room at a hospital. I don’t know what Ann Le was paying for 
this but it was high tech all the way. There was a doctor in scrubs 
waiting for her as I carried her in and laid her on the operating 
table, one of the guys from the van carrying her IV drip to my 
side. A nurse, also in scrubs, cut her clothes away as the doctor 
prepared to remove the silver shot from her body. They strapped 
her down good and hooked another IV up to her. It looked as if 
they had blood going in from one IV and blood coming out from 
another. They were trying to clean her blood of the silver. 
A young girl, no more than a teenager, led me to a bathroom 
with a shower and handed me a set of scrubs to wear. The clothes 
I had on were covered in blood. All of the residents were human 
from what I could sense. 
As I showered I took a look at myself. I was full of holes that 
had partially healed over and as I watched I saw another piece of a 
bullet rising near the surface of the partially closed entrance hole. 
I saw it moving just under the surface with the hole opening up 
again and a little more blood coming out as the bullet fell to the 
shower stall floor with a clank. I still felt the numbness inside me 
at several locations but I could tell my body was winning, purging 
me of the silver. 
Ann Le had to do this the old fashioned way. I cleaned up as 
best as I could, getting most of the blood off me, gingerly scrub-
bing myself dry. As I dressed in the scrubs, I grabbed Ann Le’s cell 
phone from where I had laid it near the sink. I needed to make 
some calls. I paused a moment, sensing for Jade. I felt her a good 
distance from me, south. I knew with our connection I could find 
her. It was time to call in the troops. I was not letting Jade go 
without a fight. 
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I debated with myself as to who to call first and then went with 
my gut. I would not have even considered calling Mom a year ago, 
as we had not parted on good terms. Things had changed recently 
and I knew she now considered Jade part of her family. It made 
me feel good. Mom would know what to do. 
“There’s this vamp called Andre,” I said as she answered. “He 
has taken Jade, Mom. He is going to use her as a blood donor to 
gain day-walking ability. She is hurt, and I need your help to get 
her back.” 
“Are you okay?” she asked. 
“Good enough, Mom,” I replied. “I will be fine. I am just wor-
ried about Jade.” 
“Ann Le?” she asked. I knew they were friends. 
“Hurt bad, but still alive,” I said. “We are at her safe house and 
they are operating on her now.” 
I could hear her pause, thinking. 
“I have an extensive file on Andre,” she said. “I don’t even need 
to pull it out to tell you about him. He is not from a particularly 
strong line but has gained in power and influence through being 
ruthless and smart. Unfortunately, he is also quite mad. He has 
a small army of vamps and nobody has dared to take him on. He 
runs things like a dictator, and my information is that his group is 
almost like a cult. His followers worship him and will do whatever 
he tells them to.” 
“With this he has gone too far,” I said. “He is going down. I will 
not let him have Jade.” 
“Good,” she said. “Jade is now part of my family as well. I have 
a private jet, equipped for vamp travel during the day. I will bring 
some friends and time it to arrive at Seatac sundown tomorrow. 
We will have to make a stop on the east coast to refuel but I believe 
we can work it out.” 
She paused, still thinking. “I am going to e-mail a copy of 
Andre’s file to your friend, Jill. Perhaps we can pick her up at our 
stopover on the east coast. I will get with her and see if we can 
come up with a plan. Andre has probably a thousand or more 
vamps and has two shifter packs at his beck and call. It won’t be 
easy and we will have to take a more subtle approach. We will not 
be able to overpower him with the small group I can gather. Ann 
Le’s group of vamps is no more than eighty strong.” 
“Thanks, Mom,” I said, starting to tear up. 
“Don’t do anything rash,” she replied. “All I want you to do is to 
pinpoint where Andre is keeping her. Call me when you have that 
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information. Help is on the way. We will make Andre pay for what 
he has done. I love you, daughter of mine. It will be okay.” 
She used to call me “daughter of mine” when I was growing 
up, before I was turned. She had not said those words in many 
decades. I knew things were now good between us. “I love you too, 
my mother,” I replied, completing a childhood ritual and sealing 
our renewed bond before I hung up. 
It was time to check on Ann Le. I hoped she would be all right. 


* * * *
 They were still working on her as I walked in and the doctor 
had just dropped another piece of silver in a metal bowl beside 
the table and was proceeding to dig in another spot. They were 
still doing the new blood in, old blood out routine, trying to purge 
her blood of the silver as well. As I sat down in one of the small 
chairs against the wall a piece of silver rose to the surface under 
my scrubs and fell to the floor with a clacking sound. I bent over 
and picked it up and added it to the bowl. The doctor gave me a 
strange look and I just shrugged and walked back to my chair. 
The nurse asked me again if I needed blood and I asked if they 
had some bottled blood I could drink. I was starting to feel a bit of 
hunger coming on. I missed Jade terribly. After drinking the blood 
I decided I needed to sleep before venturing out and looking for 
the place where Jade was being held. It would be crazy for me to 
attempt a rescue on my own and I had a feeling I would need to be 
well rested when we made our move. 
They gave me a room with no windows, obviously meant for a 
vamp to sleep in during the day. I felt dawn coming on as I pre-
pared to sleep. This time I let the sleep take me under as I had not 
slept during the day much lately. 
I woke up refreshed about three in the afternoon and got up, 
shedding a few more pieces of silver as I rose. I could tell there was 
no more in my body at this point. I made my way to the kitchen. I 
smelled coffee. 
The doctor and nurse turned out to be Molly and Phil, the mom 
and dad of the farm. They were in the kitchen drinking coffee. He 
told me they had managed to get all of the silver out that they could 
find and were continuing the transfusions and Ann Le seemed to 
be doing better. They had just finished a few minutes before I got 
up. The window in the kitchen had the shades pulled back and the 
blinds up and I sat down in a ray of sunshine coming through. It 
felt wonderful. 
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“I need a vehicle and some clothes to wear,” I said, looking at 
Molly, sitting across the table from me. 
“We have some of Ann Le’s people on the way,” she replied. 
“They’re bringing some of her clothes and it looks like you two are 
close to the same size. I expect they can also take you wherever 
you need to go.” 
Ann Le’s phone rang as she finished speaking and I answered, 
thinking it might be Mom calling to let me know when she was 
arriving. It turned out to be Jill, using Mom’s phone. 
“I just joined your mom on her plane in Winston,” she told me. 
“We should be arriving at Seatac about nine p.m. your time. Have 
you found out where they are keeping Jade, yet?” 
“Not yet,” I replied. “We have a bond, a blood bond and I can 
feel her a good ways to the south. I hope I will know where she is 
by the time you arrive.” 
“I’ve been talking to Rose,” Jill said. “We have a pretty good 
basis of a plan. It might depend on what kind of numbers we are 
facing, but the concept is a good one. As soon as you know, call me 
back on this phone.” 
“I knew you’d have a plan and I hoped you would be coming,” I 
replied, choking up a bit. 
“We’re a team,” she said. “We will get her back.” 
“Got to go,” I replied as I heard vehicles pulling up outside. 
Ann Le’s security had arrived. 
It would be human servants and maybe a few of her shifter 
security, I knew. It was still daylight and some of her vamps would 
be coming after sunset. 
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Chapter Fourteen
Black leather pants, too tight. A T-shirt with a chain mail vest 
and black leather jacket. Steel reinforced boots with a dagger in a 
built-in sheath on both sides. Two more daggers inside each side of 
the jacket. These were Ann Le’s everyday clothes, I was told. 
My driver was called Purr. She was, she said proudly, a were-
cat—a Mountain Lion. Werecats were rare. Like most cats they 
thought they were better than other animals. I would have to say 
she was sure slinky. 
As we drove, heading south on the highway she was non-stop 
talk, catching me up on the news, telling me about herself and her 
local pack. She had not yet bonded and she said she had to beat off 
the local wolves with a stick. I didn’t doubt it in the least. Even I 
could sense the sensual nature of her beast. 
She caught me up on all the news on Jane and Jade as we drove 
south. We were now considered heroes, apparently. It was quite 
incredible the number of people that managed to take cell phone 
pictures and videos of the troll chase and battle on the bridge. One 
local station managed to piece it together from various shots for a 
blow by blow video and photo montage of the action. There were 
huge holes where the troll had been and huge footprints where he 
chased us up the stairs leading away from under the bridge. 
There were some girders at the end of the bridge that the troll 
shoved through, now twisted and bent all out of shape. Pictures of 
crushed cars, broken streetlamps, busted lampposts and broken 
store windows dominated the video. Three people were killed and 
several dozen injured along the route, and I was amazed it wasn’t 
more. 
They had some interviews with our biker gang. They were 
lauded as heroes as well, and pictures and videos of them driving 
their bikes between the troll’s legs and then trying to trip him up 
were played over and over. They told the news people we were on 
a mission from God. They had managed to track down Caryn and 
her daughter and played interviews with them and the folks at the 
diner as they told the news how we thwarted a robbery. Caryn 
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also told them we were on a mission from God. She said most now 
believed it was true. 
Back in Winston, more news was uncovered about the extent of 
corruption and crime involving the mayor and police chief. Several 
murders they had committed were confirmed and the vamp mur-
ders were also traced back to them. All of a sudden, the authorities 
were not so much interested in our arrest. They simply wanted us 
to come in and make a statement. It was the power of public opin-
ion and Jill’s work as well, I was certain. Things were looking up 
for us in that regard. 
The latest news had some underwater pictures of the troll and 
there was much debate going on as to whether they should leave it 
there, drag it out somehow, or set charges to blow it up into many 
little pieces. I was thinking the latter was the best option but some 
environmental groups were also in on the debate. If they brought 
that troll back up out of the water, I was planning to be far away. 
We drove for several hours, and I sensed we were getting closer 
but still not even half way to Jade’s location, still far south of us by 
my estimate. I pulled up some maps on Ann Le’s phone and got a 
feel for things. My guess was probably in the San Jose area, still 
many hours’ drive ahead of us but it felt right. I called Jill and told 
her to divert their route to that area. They were still in the air and 
she said she would get Rose to make the change. They would be 
there before me at this rate. 
We stopped for gas and Purr got some quick snacks before get-
ting back on the road, still heading south and eventually passing 
from Oregon into California. Mom called and said they had ar-
rived and were getting a room in San Jose. They were waiting on 
me.It had gotten dark a few hours after we left and I had a bottle 
of blood and took a short nap, sleeping longer than I planned but 
waking up with a jerk as I could tell we were getting close. 
It turned out to be in the downtown area of San Jose, a four 
story office building in the middle of town surrounded by other of-
fice buildings and high rise condos. I had Purr drive by a few times 
just to get a feel for it. There were literally hundreds in the build-
ing, shifters and vamps. Jade was on the third floor. The top floor 
and the first two floors contained a small army from what I could 
sense. There were not many on the third floor where Jade was lo-
cated. I didn’t see a way to get to her without going through that 
small army. Jill said they had a plan in place, so I called and gave 
her the address. The hotel was only a few miles away and I told her 

 Page 65

Rose Montague
I would be there soon. It would be daylight shortly and I wanted to 
see Mom before she had to sleep. I wondered what Jill’s plan was. 


* * * *
 The bond between mother and daughter is a strong one and 
when the bond has been strengthened by blood it was painful for 
me to reject it. As we hugged, I finally let go of that which had 
separated us for so long and her thoughts and mine merged in our 
love for each other. We were crying as I turned and gave Jill a big 
hug as well. 
“We’ve initiated our plan,” Mom said. “I will have to let Jill 
explain as the sun has just risen and I must sleep. I hope I won’t 
be needed before nightfall.” 
After she went to bed, we took a cab to a spot a few blocks away 
from Andre’s location so I could show Jill what we faced. Purr had 
headed back up the coast to Ann Le’s safe house, saying she would 
catch up on her sleep when she got back. There was a little coffee 
shop with a view of the building just a block away and we sat out-
side where they had a few tables up in a little patio area. 
“Rose was able to identify some of Clive’s underworld contacts 
and what we have done is to allow one of those contacts to come 
into the information on Jade’s location,” Jill said. “Depending on 
how far away he is, our bet is that he will show up to “negotiate” 
with Andre for possession of Jade. My guess is that he will at-
tempt to make Andre an offer he can’t refuse and Andre will, of 
course, refuse. Based on my analysis of Clive’s actions in the past, 
he will then arrange an attack with a force that he feels will be 
sufficient to grab her from Andre.” 
“Where do we come in?” I asked. 
“Do you see that building across the street from Andre’s?” 
I took a look. It appeared to be an upper class residential com-
plex, suites and condos most likely. It was two stories higher than 
the building where Jade was being kept, separated by a two lane 
street with sidewalks on either side. There was a doorman at the 
front doors and an underground parking lot just barely in view. 
“I have heard that some vampires can jump far and also slow 
their fall in some manner,” she continued. “Do you and Rose have 
this ability? Is that a jump you can make and one you can make 
without breaking your legs from the fall? If not we can possibly 
shoot some type of anchor to that roof and rope across.” 

Rose could do it easily, I thought, looking at it and estimating 
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the distance. With any type of running start she would have no 
problem making it or slowing her fall. For me slowing a fall is 
one of the first abilities I had fun with after I was turned, jump-
ing from heights even more than that and driving Mom crazy as 
I experimented and played with it. In the past, I would have had 
my doubts I could jump that far but I had gained much in my ex-
change of blood with Jade and I was quite certain I could do it. 
“Yes,” I replied. “We can do it.” 
“Good,” Jill said. “I believe I can make a throw with a length of 
rope with something weighted on the end. You can tie it down and 
I can follow. I will use a glamour to prevent us from being seen, 
the worry might be the impact you make on the roof when you 
make the jump. From what you said, the top floor is full of vamps 
and shifters. I can’t sense them as you can but I can sense Jade’s 
magic. It is muted and most likely she is restrained with magical 
bindings of some type. There is also a powerful ward surround-
ing her magic. My guess it is a constant spell the witch triad is 
maintaining to prevent her from shifting. I also sense the witches. 
They make a powerful triad, one that would be a serious problem 
for even a high court Fae.” 
She paused, sipping her coffee, then smiling. “They have not 
counted on the Winter Queen to come calling, however.” 
“I am betting they put Clive off until nightfall, as it is doubt-
ful that Andre has acquired Jade’s day-walking abilities in such 
a short time,” I said. “If Clive’s attack comes from above as well, 
we wait and follow them in. If it’s from below we do it at the point 
they attack, when the confusion is at its highest point. My bet is 
that many of those on the top floor will be going downstairs to 
join the fight.” 
“Yes,” Jill said, laughing. “You are starting to think like me. 
You haven’t been drinking my blood on the side, have you?” 
I smiled. I was certainly learning from Jill. It was a good plan, 
maybe the best possible with just us three. 
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Chapter Fifteen
The coffee shop was busy and the tables in the little patio area 
were filling up. One waitress handled the patio area and I was 
already on my third cup of coffee. I was not yet craving blood 
and I had a feeling the coffee was helping in that regard. We were 
dressed in casual clothes. I had shed the leather outfit I had bor-
rowed from Ann Le and Jill supplied me with jeans, a T-shirt, and 
tennis shoes. We both had sunglasses and ball caps on and Jill’s 
white hair really stood out. She had not bothered with a glamour. 
My hair had started to grow back and the red hair had pretty much 
taken over again. Jill told me not to worry too much about being 
recognized. Our change in status with the cops meant I might 
be questioned but not arrested on sight. I still had my charmed 
necklace Catherine gave me in Germany that hid my vamp nature 
from other supes. Jill said there might be some shifters coming 
over from Andre’s building and sensing a vamp in daylight would 
definitely alert them that I had found their location. 
We both sat on the same side of the table so we could keep an 
eye on Andre’s building as well as our target approach building. 
We planned on splitting up a little later, one remaining to watch as 
the other went back to rest for a few hours at the hotel. We would 
go in shifts from that point. 
We noticed a couple of food deliveries to Andre’s building. It 
looked as if his security was not going out and about at all this 
morning, probably being under orders to maintain a large pres-
ence inside. As the food deliveries pulled up, a few shifters would 
come out and grab the deliveries, not letting them inside. 
Jill perked up as a young teenage couple approached from our 
target building. We could tell they were a couple as they managed 
to rub shoulders a few times crossing the street. Jill whispered 
that they were a pair of young witches. As they entered the patio 
area, the girl looked over at Jill curiously. We had a couple of seats 
available and they plopped down across from us. 
“Mind if we join you?” the girl asked. 
I could tell she was the leader of this couple. The young man 
was still looking at Jill. She was obviously Fae, pure blooded, her 
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snow white hair coming out from beneath the baseball cap failing 
to completely hide her pointed ears and regal features. 
“Certainly,” Jill said. “We could use some company.” 
“I’m Jewel,” she replied. “This is my friend Ben. We don’t see 
too many Fae around here. Your magic is like a bright light, it’s 
really incredible.” 

Nothing shy about this girl, I thought, looking at Jill to see 
how she would respond. 
“Nice to meet you both,” she replied. “I’m Jill, but you probably 
know me as the Winter Queen. This is my friend, London Jane. 
You probably know her as the day-walking vamp that has been in 
the news lately.” 
I gave Jill a quick glance as we exchanged handshakes across 
the table. 
“Oh wow, this is too cool,” Jewel said. “Something told me to 
bring my yearbook with me this morning. Now I know why.” 
Ben had his hand to his forehead. I could tell he was a little 
embarrassed. “She gets an autograph from just about anyone she 
thinks is anyone interesting,” he said. “This is our last year of 
regular school. They’re shipping us off to witch school in the fall.” 
Parents or mentors train witches when they are young. When 
they get to High School they start their formal witch training. 
That would mean these kids were probably only around fifteen or 
sixteen years old. 
“I have the perfect spot for you guys.” Jewel said, opening her 
yearbook up and flipping through it. I could tell each page had 
quite a few autographs. It was obvious this was something she 
was really into. 
She stopped on the page labeled supe city club, and turned it 
around so we could sign. 
“Happy to do that,” Jill said, smiling. She signed Jill with the
Winter Queen written right under her name and the royal seal of 
the Winter Court magically appeared below that. 
“Show-off,” I said. I signed as London Jane and wrote day-

walking vamp  under my name. I could tell Jewel was pleased. 
“To think I had to drag Ben out of his apartment this morn-
ing,” she said. 
Our waitress arrived to take their orders and refill our coffee. 
They both ordered juice and several pastries and Jill also ordered 
a pastry. 
After the waitress left to complete the orders Jill asked them if 
they knew how to access the roof in their building. 
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“I’m on the top floor,” Ben said. “There is a service door at the 
end of the stairwell. They keep it locked but it’s pretty easy to 
magic it open. We have been up there a couple of times at night. 
Just messing around, nothing bad,” he added. 
“Yeah, great view of the city and the stars,” Jewel added, 
punching Ben lightly on the arm. 
“What can you tell me about the building across the street?” 
Jill asked, nodding towards Andre’s place. 
“Lots of supes,” Jewel said. “Yesterday even more arrived. I 
don’t know how that many can even fit in there. Vamps and shift-
ers, mostly. Dad won’t let us go walking by ourselves at night since 
they bought that place a few months ago. He’s complained but 
there is nothing they can do about it.” 
“My folks will probably move soon,” Ben said. “Close to where 
we are going to school. We’ve been trying to convince her parents 
to do the same and it looks like with these people being there, they 
might try and find some new jobs. We are heading to magic school 
in Nevada.” 
“There are some witches there as well,” Jewel said. “I can sense 
them. Their magic is not the good kind, it’s dark. Very bad mojo 
coming from over there.” 
“Yes,” Jill said. “We may do something about that soon. Make 
sure you stay inside tonight and don’t get out on the streets at all.” 
“Is your friend Jade in there?” Jewel asked me. 
“Yes, but not for long,” I said. 


* * * *
 Jill called just after sunset and I heard Mom up and about al-
ready. We had traded shifts and both of us had a brief nap. Clive 
had arrived. 
When we got there, Clive had already entered the building. 
There was a car parked near the front entrance with just a driver 
inside. Jill said Clive entered by himself. I didn’t think it would 
take too long for him to realize Andre was not going to give up his 
prize and I doubted Clive would be willing to compromise. 
Jill said she would provide us a glamour that would make us 
virtually invisible to those inside but she could not mask our scent 
or our sounds so we would not be able to hide our presence from 
the shifters. She doubted the vamps would be able to sense our 
heartbeats over the many others in the building so we would have 
even more of an advantage over the vamps. The same glamour 
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would enable us to enter the building across the street without 
being detected and to make the leap across to Andre’s building 
without being seen. Jill felt pretty confident the rope she would 
use to make the crossing between buildings would not be seen. 
It was a cloudy night, with rain in the forecast and it was getting 
darker already. 
Our plan was still to enter from the roof unless Clive had some-
thing planned for an attack from above. In that case we would 
wait a few minutes before following him in. Jill was convinced 
he would attack immediately if he did not work things out with 
Andre. 
After about twenty minutes Clive came out the front door fol-
lowed by two vamps and two shifters that took up posts on either 
side of the front entrance. It was clear he was angry and that he 
would not be allowed back inside. 
His car pulled up to the curve as he waited but instead of en-
tering he leaned back against the passenger side door and stared 
at the guards. I could clearly hear him saying a spell or curse. 
All of a sudden six of the Fallen appeared around Clive, tow-
ering, dark and beautiful. Wings and all, they were manifested 
Angels of Hell, armed with swords, the traditional weapon of the 
angels . This is not good,  I thought, as I had heard that an angel is almost impossible to kill without a magical weapon. 
I glanced towards Jill, a question on my face. 
“We stick to the plan,” she said as the angels attacked. Clive 
remained leaning against the car, waiting for them to return with 
Jade. 
The four at the front door were in shock and had not even 
moved when several of the Fallen sliced them in half with their 
swords and knocked the door in, barely pausing in the effort. 
Sounds of gunfire rang out. 
“That’s our cue,” Jill said, invoking the glamour. I felt it cling-
ing to my face and skin as we ran towards Jewel’s building. 
Mom carried a big bag with the rope inside, and I wore Ann 
Le’s leathers with the chain mail vest and daggers in the jacket 
and boots. Mom was unarmed and Jill had a single dagger that 
had shown itself suddenly in her belt. I knew all Fae women car-
ried daggers with them when going into battle. 
The single doorman at Jewel’s building stepped outside when 
he heard gunfire, I heard him talking on the phone to the emer-
gency operator as we passed unnoticed through the front door. A 
small lobby with a single service counter was ahead, empty except 
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for us. We took the stairs up to the top floor and Jill magicked the 
lock on the service door to the roof. Ben said he’d done that before 
when he and Jewel went up there. 
Mom pulled the rope out and laid it near the edge of the roof. 
There was a sock full of ball bearings tied to one end. I didn’t 
think Jill would have much trouble throwing it over to us once we 
made the leap. 
Gunshots and some explosions rang out as well and screams 
of both terror and rage floated up from the building across from 
us. I sensed the Fallen were still on the first floor and Rose said 
she could tell many on the upper floors were headed downward to 
repulse the attack. 
The gap between buildings looked huge as well as the two sto-
ry drop between the top of our building and Andre’s. 
Mom saw me eying it and laughed. “Piece of cake,” she said. 
“I’ll go first. Don’t forget to slow your descent once you have the 
distance covered. Slowing it before then may end with you in the 
middle of the street down there.” 
She made it with three feet to spare, slowing her descent a few 
feet above her landing point, bending her knees slightly at the im-
pact. I had not heard a thing over the sounds of gunfire. She was 
amazing, faster and stronger than any vamp I ever saw. 
I did not hold anything back as I backed up and made a run 
towards the ledge, jumping off one leg as she did, as in a long jump 
competition. I made it a good ten feet past her spot. I had not 
understood some of the changes that had happened due to Jade’s 
blood. I had also forgotten to slow my drop but instinct kicked in 
at the last minute. Still I stumbled almost to my knees as I made 
contact with the roof. I heard it but I doubted any below were pay-
ing attention to what would have to be a minor bump above. Mom 
gave me a strange look as we made our way back to the ledge and 
caught the rope Jill threw over to us. We secured it to an exhaust 
pipe that looked solid and Jill lowered herself from the opposite 
ledge and made her way across, hand over hand. It seemed to take 
forever but eventually she joined us at the trapdoor that would 
lead us within. 
All of a sudden Death was with us, Mom and Jill jerking slight-
ly as he appeared out of thin air, next to me. His hand was on my 
shoulder. 
“He has gone too far,” Death said. “This is something far out-
side the rules of engagement followed for many centuries. I am 
not God, but I can tell you He is not pleased. His angels will not 
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contest this because they play by the rules. You will have only me 
to support you, Jane. You will be the hand of God for His judg-
ment on Lucifer. This will not be allowed to continue.” 
Looking downward, he paused as if listening to something. “I 
have many aspects who are already busy with the dead below. I 
can tell you two of his Fallen are now dead. The human world with 
all its technology has even managed to kill two angels. This will 
change how we angels regard the world. That could work both for 
and against us in the future.” 
With that he was gone, leaving Mom and Jill looking at me 
silently. 
“Welcome to your new family, Mom,” I said, pulling out a dag-
ger to wedge open the trapdoor. 
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Chapter Sixteen
I could barely hear the wood splinter as the trapdoor opened. 
Several of the windows below us blew out in a shower on the streets 
as a couple more explosions rang out. Over the gunfire I heard the 
sound of multiple sirens approaching from several directions. 
The short ladder down to the fourth floor led to a utility closet. 
Mom held up four fingers signifying how many remained on the 
floor. The rest must have joined the fight below. I could tell from 
the sound that the Fallen had reached the second floor and the 
major fighting was to either side of the floor, probably the stairs 
leading to the higher levels. 
Jill drew a dagger and I drew two of mine, silver coated blades 
with leather covered handles. I wasn’t much of a dagger expert but 
if it was close in fighting I could slam the dagger into vamps and 
shifters alike. We needed to move fast before the fighting reached 
Jade’s location on the third floor. 
Mom motioned me to the front, pointing to the left of the 
doorway. That was the direction of the remaining guards. I burst 
through it with a quick surge of strength and speed, barely stum-
bling as the door flew open. Mom passed me in a blur while Jill 
stayed back for now. I looked to my left as two of the guards re-
acted to the sound of the door. 
Mom reached the nearest one and sank her fangs into his neck 
before he could register what was happening. All four were shifters 
and they would not be easy to kill. I managed to get to the second 
one before he completely turned around, sinking the dagger in 
my right hand through his skull and into his brain. His gun went 
off, firing into the floor as the other two turned towards us raising 
their guns. I felt a cold wave of magic pass me and take those two, 
turning them into living ice sculptures as Jill threw a spell past 
us. Both toppled over, arms breaking off and one of the guard’s 
heads rolled away like a ball of ice. The noise in the stairwell was 
overwhelming. It sounded as if a couple of the Fallen were making 
their way up the stairs against dozens of armed vamps and shift-
ers firing into them. At the same time I could tell they were also 
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being attacked by dozens more from below as they had managed 
to make the stairs. Those on the first floor were not giving up after 
they managed to break through. Screams of rage and pain mixed 
with gunshots and the sound of the Fallen hacking their swords 
into the groups pressing them from both directions. It had to be a 
wall of bodies they were trying to get through as well as the living. 
The vamps killed would have turned to ash but the shifters would 
still be clogging the way. 
We needed to move fast. Mom once again held up a number, 
this time with both hands, nine on the third floor. I don’t know if 
that included Jade and the witches but it didn’t matter, we were 
committed at this point. Once again I led the way, darting down 
the first group of stairs. As I took the corner, I saw a mass of shift-
ers and vamps already backed up to the door to the third floor we 
were trying to enter. 
It would not matter as I moved in a blur of vamp speed and 
was through them and the door, knocking them aside as they had 
not seen me coming. Rose was right behind me, carrying Jill over 
her shoulder. She immediately covered the entrance we passed 
through with a solid wall of ice. Only a few of those on the stairs 
had made it in with us. 
Rose took a couple of rounds from one of those that had fallen 
inside, body shots, but neither hit her heart. Jill pinned that one 
down with a pointed icicle that flew from her open palm. I took 
the other one with my other dagger to his heart and Rose literally 
tore the head off the third one, an unarmed vamp that had fallen 
inside with us as we entered. 
The third floor was one big open space. Jade was tied to a metal 
hospital bed with what looked like living ropes made out of some 
type of snakeskin that flowed and moved around her limbs as she 
struggled. Three witches, side by side, chanted as Jade struggled 
to shift or tear free of her magical bonds. She gave me a quick gri-
mace as she struggled, groggy but determined. Jill immediately 
threw another spell across the room to the stair well on the other 
side, sealing it in a block of ice as well. The witches turned to-
wards her, still maintaining their chanting but waving their arms 
in unison as they prepared a group spell. 
Folding tables and chairs littered the room along with pizza 
boxes and discarded bags of fast food. To the left of Jade’s bed was 
Andre, sitting on what looked like a throne, surrounded by five old 
and powerful vamps, his personal guard. They were armed with 
swords and looked as if they could have come out of a museum, 
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representing many past battles in history. Most vamps, especially 
the older ones, don’t use modern weapons and some prefer only 
to have armed human servants. These five looked like soldiers 
turned many centuries ago. 
“Rose Red,” said Andre. “I challenge you to a battle of wills.” 
He knew he had no chance to match Rose in a physical battle, 
but I had to give a short snort because he had no idea that Rose 
probably had the strongest vamp mind power on the planet. It 
would be a contest of wills to see who would fall under the oth-
er’s influence and offer the other their throat first. He was quite 
mad and I was sure he thought himself to be powerful in this 
regard. I knew Rose would adhere to vamp protocol. The other 
five vamps spread out to form a line between me and Jade, and 
the three witches faced off against Jill, their chanting reaching 
a high pitched, hair raising volume. Even I felt the magic gather-
ing between them. Jill just smiled. I doubted they had ever faced 
someone like the Winter Queen of Faerie. I gave another snort and 
drew two more daggers from Ann Le’s leather jacket. I would have 
to rely on speed, superior strength, and the element of surprise. 

Piece of cake,  I told myself as I began the attack. 


* * * *
 Predators know by instinct to attack the stragglers at the end 
of the group. They are usually the weakest and slowest and it gives 
you time to attack before the others can circle you. The last guy to 
form the line facing me, the one at the far left, is the one I picked 
to start my attack. He was the follower and deferred to the others. 
The one on the far right, the first to move, I would try to avoid 
until I dealt with the rest. 
I used my vamp trick, counting on my superior speed and the 
surprise to initiate the attack and in a blink I was there, jumping 
and doing a forward somersault in midair as I reached him. He 
was pretty quick and had raised his sword in that blink of an eye. 
Jabbing his blade upwards I blocked it to the side with the dag-
ger in my left hand and left the one in my right embedded in his 
brain, right in the forehead he presented to me when he directed 
his sword upwards. I wasn’t trained in fighting but I had a good 
bit of experience and when I was a young girl, I loved gymnastics. 
Adding a half twist to my leap I landed firmly five feet past 
him, facing the others who already turned back towards me, the 
closest one taking a quick step and a lunge with his sword straight 
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at my heart. Turning sideways the sword kissed my leather jacket, 
slicing through to the skin of my right breast, not deep but cer-
tainly painful. As he lunged so did I, leaving the dagger in my left 
hand embedded in his heart, as with the first vamp. Leaving the 
blade in would ensure their death in a matter of seconds both in 
the brain and in the heart. Drawing it out immediately might give 
them a chance of healing and continuing the fight. 
The third vamp was really fast and had already jabbed his 
sword at me. I continued my turn, grabbing the vamp I just stabbed 
in the heart and turning him slightly as a shield between me and 
the third vamp. He was strong and had put his weight into it and 
the sword passed through the body of the second vamp, right into 
my chest, scraping on my rig cage, just short of my heart. I needed 
to buy some time as I jerked back and executed a back flip towards 
the far wall, again twisting in the air, landing this time with my 
back to the remaining two vamps. I immediately blurred towards 
the far wall and I could tell I was already slowing down. I went to 
find out pretty quick if I still had the edge in speed. I felt the blood 
from that last stab already flowing down my chest. 
In that brief moment I could tell the remaining two were just 
a few steps behind me. I leaped at the approach wall, planted my 
feet near the ceiling, and pushed outward with my legs, curl-
ing into a ball with my hands at my ankles drawing the last two 
daggers from my boots. The last vamp was quick enough to have 
slashed his sword as I flew back past him and sliced me all the way 
across my back from the right shoulder to my ass. In one more half 
twist, this time landing in a crouch, I had raised the two daggers 
in front of me in a crisscross and caught his sword lunge straight 
at my head. Directing it upwards, I rose, stepped into his body 
and ripped his throat out with my fangs in a quick, snake-like 
strike, body pressed against him. I had not counted on him hav-
ing a dagger as well and he managed to leave it in my side before 
he fell to the floor, blood pumping out of his jugular. Leaving one 
of my daggers in his heart on his way down, I threw the last dag-
ger at the vamp that followed, causing him to pause as it thumped 
hilt-first against him. I so needed to take knife throwing lessons if 
I ever got the opportunity. 
As he paused, I drew the dagger the last vamp had left in my 
side and took a slow step back. I was really hurting, weak from the 
cuts, slashes, and stabbings I had already received. This last vamp 
was not even winded and had not a mark on him. I went to wait for 
him. I had no other plan and my edge in strength and speed was 
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gone as I was swaying slightly, dizzy from the wounds I had taken. 
He was in no hurry, knowing I was weakened. Although my 
body was already healing the first slice, the other three were 
still bleeding profusely. He smiled, anticipating victory. I smiled 
as well because behind him I saw Mom had sunk her neck into 
Andre, having won the contest of wills. As she drained him, she 
glanced my way. 
“Don’t look behind you,” I said. 
“Not falling for that one,” he replied, the smile spreading into 
a nasty grin which somehow managed to stay on his face as Mom 
ripped his head off. 
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Chapter Seventeen
We turned our attention to Jill. I saw the magic pulsing be-
tween her and the three witches. No way were we getting in the 
middle of that one, it would be like touching a live power line. I was 
a little surprised she had not disposed of them already but then 
Rose pointed out a line of power coming from Jade to the group of 
witches. They were somehow getting their power from her. 
She had stopped struggling and the snake-like ropes that bound 
her to the table had tightened, digging into her skin. She looked 
pale and her breathing was shallow and uneven. Rose reached 
out a hand to touch one of the ropes and was immediately thrown 
back into the air ten feet or more, sliding on her butt another few 
feet, knocking down one of the sets of card tables and chairs in the 
room. As I helped her up we heard an explosion at the right stair-
well that was covered in a several foot thick block of ice. We heard 
the ice crack and a spray came through our side of the ice block. 
We didn’t have much time left before Andre’s men breached the 
blockage. On the other side we heard swords hacking away at the 
ice. The Fallen would also be coming through soon. 
“Maybe they will get through at the same time,” Mom said, still 
a bit unsteady on her feet. “We could just stand back and watch 
them fight it out.” 
“Probably not the best plan to be caught in the middle of that,” 
I responded. 
My attention was drawn to the now several piles of ash that 
were the vamps I’d fought. The swords were silver coated. 
“I am going to try something,” I told Mom. 
I took up one of the swords, and gently touched it to one of the 
snake ropes that bound Jade. There was a loud crackling, but all I 
felt was a slight tingling through the hilt of the blade, a greasy and 
unnatural evil feeling making my hair stand up from my head. The 
sword was sharp and cut through the ropes easily and they fell 
to the floor, turning black and shriveling and curling up. Kicking 
them to the side, I leaned over Jade and her eyes opened and she 
smiled. 
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“You saved me,” she whispered. 
“Big piece of cake,” I responded and gave her a quick kiss. 
“We’re not out of here just yet.” 
Helping her sit up I saw she was exhausted and on the verge of 
passing out again. Her energy was drained and I saw fading bites 
on her neck where Andre had fed from her. 
Looking back at Jill, I saw the witches were in trouble, no lon-
ger getting the power feed from Jade. Cutting the ropes had cut 
off their power line. 
A ball of fire came from the center witch towards Jill and she 
blocked it, holding her hand in front of her where a shield of ice 
suddenly appeared. The shield dissolved in the fire with water 
drops and steam shooting out to the side, and three spears of ice 
shot from her outstretched hand, impaling each witch in the chest. 
They fell to the floor in a heap and Mom immediately surged for-
ward grabbing one that still had a heartbeat. She brought her over 
to us, and held her neck up to me. 
I sank my fangs in and drank, leaving some for Jade. I needed 
the blood for healing, and she would also need some. I propped 
Jade up as she took her turn with the witch, draining her of all 
remaining blood. Mom let her crumple to the floor. 
Jill joined us around Jade. 
“What’s the plan, Jill?” I asked. 
“Two options,” she replied. “Back to the roof and cross over to 
the other building hand over hand, or we can try jumping out of 
the window. I am not sure we are going to have time for the roof 
option and they could pick us off with their guns as we are caught 
crossing. The other option is to jump out the window, you with 
Jade and Rose with me. I saw what you did on the two story drop. 
Can you handle it with a three story one carrying somebody?” 
The infusion of blood had helped me energy wise and I could no 
longer feel myself bleeding as my wounds continued to heal, still it 
was not something I would normally try even at full strength and 
certainly not carrying somebody. 
“We can do it,” Rose said. Taking up the sword I had used to 
cut Jade’s bindings she strode towards one of the big windows 
on the side of the room that faced the building we had made our 
crossover from. Using the sword she punched out the glass and 
removed the sharp bits from the edges. 
Looking out we saw the cops had cordoned off the area from 
several blocks out and there were SWAT trucks in view and many 
armed cops. A few shifters and vamps were being herded into 
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police vans under armed guard. There were dead littering the 
streets as well as glass from blown-out windows and pieces of 
brick and furnishings from the explosions scattered across the 
pavement. We could not see the front entrance from here and I 
wondered if Clive was still there or if he had entered the building 
or run off when the cops arrived. 
“Can you hold another glamour?” I asked Jill. “I’m not sure we 
are ready to be taken by the cops just yet.” 
Jill hesitated, thinking and accessing her remaining power. 
“Maybe for you two,” she said. “Not long, though, a minute at the 
most.” 
“Then you two go first,” Mom said. “They won’t see you jump, 
and you might make it past the cops’ perimeter before the glam-
our fades. We will follow and put up some resistance, drawing the 
cops’ attention to us.” 
I already had Jade over my shoulder. She was in and out of 
consciousness, barely stirring. I had seen her in this state before. 
The blood had helped but she needed more. Coffee, chocolate, red 
wine or steak would help and if we could make it past the cops, 
that would be our first order of business. 
“Do it,” I said, and I felt the glamour once again attaching it-
self to me. Not hesitating, I jumped with Jade over my shoulder. 
Concentrating as hard as I could, I invoked the vamp trick of 
showing our descent. I had been real good at this, but the extra 
weight coupled with my weakened state and additional distance 
was too much and as we landed my left leg gave out with a crack, 
broken. I toppled over, Jade spilling to the ground beside me. 
There was no comparison to the pain of getting shot or stabbed. 
Breaking a leg was much worse and I whimpered slightly, tears 
already running down my face as I lay on the concrete pavement 
of the sidewalk. That woke Jade, however. All of a sudden she was 
on her feet and propping me up we stumbled away, me on one leg, 
trying not to drag my other on the ground. I sensed it was a com-
pound fracture, the bone breaking the skin, and I felt more of my 
blood dripping down to my ankle. 
As we made our way slowly across the street I sensed Mom 
making the jump with better success than me. Another explo-
sion sounded above us as Andre’s men breached one of the two 
stairwells. Shouts came immediately from the cops as they spot-
ted Mom and Jill. We only had seconds now as I felt the glamour 
already fading. 
I pointed at Jewel’s building with my free hand. The other was 
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draped across Jade’s shoulders as she continued to walk me away. 
“There Jade. We have a friend there where we can hide.” 
Jade was at the edge of her strength, trying to support me as 
we staggered our way through the entrance. The lobby was de-
serted and we made our way to the elevator. 
“Fourth floor, Jade,” I said remembering that Jewel lived on 
the fourth floor. 
The ride up took ages. I started to lose my eyesight as things 
got really blurry. Forcing myself not to pass out, I said, “Can you 
sense which apartment has witches, Jade? That is the one we 
want.” 
She didn’t respond, but she drew us to the left as we exited the 
elevator, and knocked on the second door down. 
Jewel opened the door. We were a mess, I knew. Jade was na-
ked and about to pass out, while I was covered in blood and had 
a broken leg. 
“I brought another friend to sign your yearbook,” I said as she 
stared at us, shock showing on her face. 
Holding me on the other side she helped us inside and plopped 
me down on a small sofa in the living room. Her mom, another 
witch, entered the room at the same time. 


* * * *
 Jewel’s mom took charge, not even questioning her daughter 
or our presence. 
“Get that girl a robe,” she told Jewel. 
Tears streamed down my face. I was covered in blood and 
still bleeding all over the nice couch. I had draped my broken leg 
over the edge of the sofa trying to take some of the pressure off. It 
looked as though my shin bone was broken and I saw the bump of 
the leg bone showing under my leather pants. 
“Towels and some blankets as well,” she shouted, as Jade 
swayed and collapsed on the floor. 
“Rags and some hot water and our first aid kit!” she added. I 
heard Jewel now heading towards the kitchen. “A knife and scis-
sors,” she said as she noticed my broken leg. 
“Is your friend injured as well?” she asked, looking at Jade now 
unconscious on a throw rug next to us. 
“She needs food,” I said, grunting somewhat from the effort of 
crying and talking at the same time. “Coffee, chocolate, red wine 
for starters,” I added. “Coffee for me as well.” 
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“Not your standard first aid then. I assume you don’t want me 
to call an ambulance?” she said. 
“Not a chance, please no,” I answered. 
“My name is Tracy. I’m Jewel’s mom. She told me she met you 
this morning.” 
Jewel returned with the items her mom requested and they 
draped a blanket over Jade and put the robe on a nearby chair. 
Tracy lifted my leg up and I whimpered with the pain. “I will 
need to cut the pants,” she said. 
“If you can set the break, it will heal,” I responded. “Don’t wor-
ry about the other wounds, they’re already healing.” 
She had already tried cutting the leather pants with the scis-
sors and failed. Grabbing the knife she told Jewel to hold down 
on my thigh. “This is going to hurt,” she said and as she started 
cutting I passed out from the pain. 


* * * *
 I woke up, still stretched out on the sofa, with Jade looking 
down on me this time. I smiled. The pain was just a throbbing, 
something I felt I could tolerate if I didn’t move my leg. My head 
was propped up on two pillows and I was covered with a blan-
ket. Tracy had removed all my clothes with the exception of bra 
and panties. Peeking under the cover, I saw they and I were blood 
stained. The cuts and stabs were already closed up and healing. My 
lower leg was covered in bandages and there was a splint wrapped 
with more bandages, what looked like two pieces of wood flooring 
panels on either side, holding my leg straight. I managed to wiggle 
my toes on the broken side, not without some shooting pain but 
I could tell I would heal. A break like this might normally take a 
vamp three or four days to heal completely. I was guessing with 
my changes I would heal it much faster. 
“Missed you,” I whispered. Jade gave me a brief kiss on the 
lips. She wore a bathrobe, obviously too small, and looked sexy 
as Hell. 
“Drink some coffee,” she said and helped me scoot pain-
fully back to a semi-sitting position against the pillows, my legs 
stretched out. 
“You’re up,” Tracy said, entering from the kitchen. She grabbed 
the remote of the coffee table and turned the TV on. “We’ve been 
watching the news of your adventure on the TV in the kitchen and 
Jade told me what had happened to her. You slept through the 
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night and Jewel finally went back to sleep a little while ago. I am 
keeping her home from school today. The cops still have this area 
blocked off and it’s a real mess outside.” 
“I talked to both Jill and your mom,” Jade said. She had re-
gained her color and was now in her standard shifter mode. “They 
managed to get through the police blockade with a little help from 
a minor snowstorm Jill whipped up. Clive was in a police car and 
ripped out of there when he spotted your mom, with two of his 
Fallen with him. They are on the road. Jill got hold of a fast car 
and they are having a grand old time leading him away from here. 
She has your mom covered up in the back seat while it’s daylight. 
She also managed to get hold of that reporter we used in North 
Carolina and did a phone interview. Our story has been accepted 
by the cops as they have managed to confirm it from a few of the 
surviving vamps and shifters they captured. 
“They are still looking for us and they are not happy at all with 
the death and destruction in their city but they understand it was 
a rescue operation. Jill has done a fantastic job with the public 
relations and from watching the national news I see most of the 
pundits are still portraying us as victims and heroes in all of this.” 
She paused, and added, “This issue of Clive and the Fallen, 
Jane. This is a terrible thing, bringing manifested angels into the 
human world. It is simply not done. Jill told me what the Angel of 
Death had to say to you.” 
“How are you?” I asked. 
“Much better.” She smiled. “That was not fun. Andre had pre-
pared for both my shifting and my magic and I was in a bad situ-
ation. I am glad he is dead. I have had a couple of pots of coffee, 
every drop of red wine in the apartment, and Jewel even managed 
to round up some chocolate for me. I am not fully recovered, but 
I am getting close.” 
“We owe you much,” I said to Tracy in between gulps on the 
warm coffee. “I have ruined your sofa.” 
“It helped that I knew who you were,” she answered. “Your sto-
ry and reputation is well known. I stand with you in your efforts. 
Jewel’s dad is caught on the other side of the police line and they 
are not letting anyone in or out yet. He knows you are here but will 
also stand with us and keep your presence here a secret. It looks 
like the cops are assuming you two escaped as well.” 
“As soon as the cops lift the roadblocks we will be out of your 
hair,” Jade said. “I don’t like the idea of Clive chasing after Jill and 
your mom. I told Jill a little about how hard it is to kill Clive and 
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with two of the Fallen with him, they will have little chance if they 
are caught.” 


* * * *
 We spent most of the afternoon watching TV, a marathon 
of Southcourt, Season Two. They only got a few episodes in on 
Season Three before Clive went on the run. Every time his hand-
some face would appear, Jade would mutter a few choice words. 
Still, it was an interesting show. 
Many of the characters thought his character was the Devil. 
Little did they know how right they were. Not much acting re-
quired on his part. It was the perfect role for him. 
I had managed to prop my legs up on a coffee table, and the 
pain was receding. I knew it was healing much faster than it 
would have before I met Jade. I was confident it would be good to 
go by nightfall. 
Jewel had gotten up and watched with us, Jade filling her in on 
the real Clive. Jewel was in heaven, part of a real adventure. Jade 
had signed her yearbook right next to Jill’s name and caused a 
little dragon to appear below her signature. Touch it and it would 
spit fake fire across the page. 
Tracy borrowed some coffee from a neighbor as we had de-
pleted her stash in short order and nobody was getting out until 
the cops cleared the area. The cops had done a door to door check 
on people in the building, making sure everyone was doing well. 
Tracy told them all was good on her end. 
Shortly after dusk Jill called. They had arranged to meet 
Mom’s jet at a small airstrip and they were in the air. Clive had 
not found them. The cops had an alert out on him. He had taken 
our place with the arrest on sight, armed and dangerous label. He 
would have to keep the low profile, much as we had been doing 
lately. The cops had lifted our roadblocks an hour earlier and the 
area was clear. We could leave at any time. 
“So what do you suggest we do?” I asked Jade. 
“I could use some down time,” she replied. “We need to give 
him some room to find a hiding place, then we can pin his location 
and go after him.” 
“Down time is good with me,” I laughed. “I don’t feel much like 
dancing right now. 
“Any suggestions?” I asked Jewel. 
“Las Vegas was great,” she replied. “My parents took me there 
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on our last vacation. They wouldn’t let me gamble but everything 
was great.” 
“Mom gave me a credit card,” I said. “I have never been to 
Vegas and always wanted to go.” 
“It’s a long drive,” Tracy said, joining the conversation. “You 
will need a car.” 
“I’m not much on driving,” Jade said. “Maybe we could rent a 
limo or something?” 
“Mom won’t mind at all,” I laughed. “Let’s see if we can find 
one willing to drive us there and take us around for a few days or 
so.”“I’ll look some up on my smart phone,” Jewel said. She started 
calling around for us shortly after that. 
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Chapter Eighteen
Jewel managed to find a service that would rent a limo for a 
week. They had just hired a new driver and his calendar was clear. 
It cost a small fortune because we were covering his expenses and 
hotel as well. 
Tracy lent us a couple of her Seventies style sun dresses and 
flip flops. They were a bit big on us but would do for now. We were 
eager to get some Vegas shopping done. 
Jewel’s phone rang and it was the driver. He had pulled up out-
side the front entrance. 
As we left the building, Oracle Joe was standing at the open 
rear door. Still wearing his tin foil hat, cigar in his ear, he smiled. 
“Fancy meeting you here!” He chortled. 
“Yeah, small world,” Jade said. We both gave him a hug and 
got in the back. 
“Something’s up,” Jade whispered to me as well settled in. 
“Well, duh,” I whispered back, content to put my trust in Oracle 
Joe once again. 
Pulling out, he said, “I’ve taken the liberty of making you res-
ervations at a really nice hotel. I have also gotten you a suitcase 
of clothes donated by the good sisters back home in the trunk. It’s 
an eight hour drive and we have one stop to make in Vegas before 
we get to the hotel so make yourselves comfortable. You both look 
like you could use some rest.” 
“Wow, that’s awesome,” I said. “What’s in those boxes up front 
with you?” He had a big stack in the front seat almost to the roof 
of the limo. They looked like clothes boxes. 
“Yeah, that,” he replied. “Clothes for your first stop. You have a 
decision to make. Take your time, no hurry. If you decide you want 
to make the first stop, you can change on the way.” He started handing bags and boxes back to us. 
Jade and I took the two large boxes first, opening them at the 
same time. Out came the black material and beautiful lace of 
matching black wedding gowns. 
Jade and I looked at each other as we held the dresses out 
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before us. There was a tear rolling down her cheek. 
“Are these for us?” Jade asked. 
“Well, they’re not for me,” Oracle Joe said. “My feeling is that 
this is very important but as always, free will, yada yada. Jade, 
you will need to be in full vamp mode for the wedding, also im-
portant. Jane, please explain to her what this means.” 
“Give us a minute,” I said, sliding closed the window that sepa-
rated him from the back. We needed some privacy. He had just 
hit the interstate. We slid towards each other, shoulders touching, 
our black wedding gowns in our lap, holding hands, thinking, not 
saying anything yet. Tears were coming down my cheeks as well 
at this point. I was ready. I would do it in a minute. Jade was my 
soul mate. I was as certain of that as I could be. Still, she needed 
to know what a vamp wedding meant. Vamp weddings are rare, 
and they are always for life. A much deeper bond is formed than 
just a blood bond. The death of one invariably leads to the death 
of the other. 
We sat that way for a while, just thinking. Jade had rested her 
head on my shoulder and we were still holding hands. After a 
while she leaned forward and kissed me tenderly on the lips. 
“Will you be marrying me then, Jane?” she asked. “I know 
what a vamp marriage means, and I know what happens when 
one dies. I love you and this is what I want.” 
“Well, then,” I replied. “Of course I will marry you. Let’s see 
what else we have in these boxes.” 
“We are going to exchange some blood,” I told Joe as I opened 
the window back up. “Try not to watch.” 
“Thought I had seen it all already with you guys,” he laughed. 


* * * *
 We had some questions for Joe. 
“No rings!” Jade said. 
“It’s taken care of,” Joe responded. 
“What about family?” I asked. 
“It’s Vegas,” he replied. “Quick wedding, party some other 
time.” 
“Why now?” asked Jade. 
“No time, no time, must be today” he said. “I don’t know more 
than that. Like I said, it’s important. Everything is arranged. You 
just need to be there and be dressed when we arrive.” 
I knew there was no going back on a vamp wedding. Once the 
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bond was formed it was for life, and for death. Jade had been the 
Angel of Death. She knew from experience what happened to one 
when the other died. Even being separate for an extended period 
of time is painful on the bond. It was so much deeper than that 
formed by blood alone, although the exchange of blood was part 
of the ceremony. For that reason vamp weddings were relatively 
rare and those that could correctly perform the ceremony very 
few. It was a commitment that not many would undertake. For 
me, I knew I was ready. 
“What do you think?” I asked Jade. 
“Let’s do it.” She smiled. 
“The wedding is on, Oracle Joe.” I laughed. I had never been 
happier. I reached up to close the window between the driver and 
the back again. “We’re getting dressed now.” 
“Take your time,” he replied. “Still several hours before we get 
there.” 


* * * *
Elvis is in the Building Chapel,  the sign said when we pulled 
up a few hours later. In smaller letters it said, Vamp Wedding 

Certified. We were dressed in our matching black wedding gowns, 
with combat boots and black jewelry to match. We even had some 
black lipstick and eyeliner contained in one of the bags. We were 
going typical vamp Goth style for our wedding. 
A young Elvis came out of the chapel with a camera and as 
Oracle Joe opened the passenger door, he started taking some 
pictures. “You are getting the full package,” Joe said. “Wedding 
pictures included.” 
Two teenage Gothed-up flower girls had also exited and stood 
on either side of the door. As we approached, they showered us in 
black rose petals from their baskets, the camera taking pictures 
the whole time. 
They opened the double doors for us and we saw the vamp 
preacher, an older Elvis at the podium down the center aisle 
ahead, talking to the Angel of Death. 
“I can assure you the paperwork is completely in order,” he was 
saying nervously. “I have trained for the vamp ceremony and have 
done it successfully on several occasions.” 
They both turned to us as the doors opened completely, Death 
having what could only be described as Death’s grin on his face 
and the Elvis vamp with a big but obviously somewhat fake smile. 
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“Wait here until I give you the word,” Joe said excitedly. “I love 
weddings!” 
Joe and the Elvis cameraman scooted in ahead of us, as we 
would be entering down the aisle arm in arm. Death had taken 
position to our left. He would be the one to give Jade away. Oracle 
Joe took up position on the right, as he would have that duty for 
me.The preacher nodded to his right where yet another young 
Elvis was seated in front of an electric keyboard. The music be-
gan, Joe gave us a nod and we started to make our way down the 
aisle as one Elvis took pictures and the other began singing Only 

Fools Rush In. 
How appropriate and I could not help smiling. Jade had a pret-
ty silly grin on her face as well. Tears had started down both our 
cheeks at this point and the two Goth girls rushed forward with a 
pair of black lace handkerchiefs for us. The music stopped as we 
reached the front, Death taking Jade’s arm and Joe taking mine, 
separating us slightly from each other. 
Turning to Jade, the Elvis preacher began the ceremony. 
“Jade Smith, vampire,” he began and Jade let her fangs show. 
“Who gives you to be wed both for life and death as is the vampire 
way?” 
“I give her to be wed,” Death said. “By right of family, do I re-
lease her to this union.” 
“London Jane, vampire,” he continued, looking at me. “Who 
gives you to be wed both for life and death as is the vampire way?” 
“I give her to be wed,” Oracle Joe said. “By right as the voice of 
God in this matter, do I release her to this union.” 
Jade and I were released and stood shoulders touching in front 
of the vampire preacher. 
“The rings,” he asked and one of the Goth girls approached 
with an old leather pouch covered in arcane symbols. I saw Jade 
eying it curiously. 
“A wedding gift from Catherine’s coven,” Joe said. 
Taking the pouch, the preacher removed the two rings. They 
were two blood red rings made of some type of metal or gemstone 
inscribed in an old language. They were absolutely beautiful. 
“What do they say Jade?” I asked as he handed one each to us. 
“Two hearts on one and never apart on the other. I will tell you 
what I know of them later. Just know that they represent the love 
two people have for each other.” 
The preacher continued, “As you place the ring on each other’s 
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finger you will say, With this ring I bind thee to me in life and in 

death. ” 
Jade went first, tears still streaming down her cheeks. She 
looked me square in the eyes and said the words as she pushed 
the ring on my finger. It was a little big but then contracted itself 
to form a perfect fit. “With this ring I bind thee to me in life and 
in death.” 
My turn. As I looked into her eyes I knew I had a silly grin on 
my face. I was beyond tears at this point, for me it was a dream 
come true, something I had only wished for, to be married to my 
soul mate. “With this ring I bind thee to me in life and in death.” It 
had looked a little big as well but shrank slightly to form a perfect 
fit on her finger. 
The vamp preacher then withdrew a vial of liquid from his 
jacket. “This vial is said to contain a drop of blood from the origi-
nal vampire, the mother of our race. With this a marriage bond 
between vampires is forged, never to be broken even in death.” 
He took a dropper out and placed a single drop of blood on 
each of our tongues. 
“With this blood, two become one,” he said and he drew us 
together face to face. “You must now exchange blood until you can 
drink no more.” I felt his vampire magic rising, enveloping us in a 
vamp blood hunger. 
To my eyes everything was drenched in red and I saw the beat 
of Jade’s pulse in her neck. We struck each other on opposite sides 
of the neck at the same moment and began to drink deeply on pace 
with each other. It seemed to go on and on forever as we drank, 
my blood becoming hers and hers mine. I started to fade out and 
we collapsed to the floor still with arms around each other each 
with head resting on the other’s shoulder, completely satiated but 
at the same time totally exhausted. The preacher withdrew and 
Death and Joe helped us to again stand facing him. 
“By the power invested in me by the Vampire Council I now 
pronounce you bound completely to each other in marriage and 
in death.” 
The organ began playing again and Joe proceeded up the aisle 
to open the doors for us. Turning to Death we each gave him a kiss 
on the cheek, and I detected a salty taste. Death had been crying. 
“You old softie,” Jade whispered to him. 
“I am not God,” he replied. “Still, I know he is pleased.” 
“Love Me Tender,”  Elvis sang, as we made our way up the aisle 
to the waiting limo. 
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Chapter Nineteen
There was a package in the back seat with my name on it. It 
was a long and heavy box wrapped in black wrapping paper and a 
red bow, from Oracle Joe. 
“Had that one in the trunk,” Joe said. “Glad you decided to go 
through with it.” 
“No present for me?” Jade asked. 
“You got the girl,” he replied. “Maybe later something else.” 
Jade helped me unwrap it. I was excited. Vamps don’t real-
ly exchange gifts often. It turned out to be a metal baseball bat, 
solid steel unlike the hollow aluminum bat I borrowed in Seattle. 
It must have weighed close to one hundred pounds but with my 
strength I knew I could easily swing it around like a fly swatter. 
Now this thing was positively dangerous. My name was engraved 
half way up the barrel of the bat, with a little bat logo underneath. 
“Oh, this is too cool,” I said. “Thank you so much for this!” 
“Where are we heading?” Jade asked. 
“Where else do newlyweds go but Paris?” Joe said. “Paris, Las 
Vegas to be exact.” 
We could already see the Eiffel Tower lit up in the distance. 
“This is going to be some serious fun,” I said as Jade and I tried 
to get a better look out the window. 
The cell phone Jewel had given us went off and it was Mom on 
the line. 
“The wedding is all over the news,” she said. “Why was I not 
invited? Such beautiful gowns.” I could tell she had been crying. 
“They already have pictures?” I asked. “We just left ten min-
utes ago!” 
“Pictures and video,” she replied. “It’s the digital age.” 
I was betting one of the Goth girls had taken the video as we 
walked down the aisle. 
“It was a spur of the moment thing, Mom,” I said. “We will 
have a nice party when we get back to London. We can invite all of 
our friends and have a huge party.” 
“I’m already working on it,” she said. “We stopped to refuel and 
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drop Jill off in Winston before heading back but now something 
tells me I should stick around.” 
“There is something going on, but I don’t have any idea what it 
is,” I said. “When I know you will know.” 
“Just know that I am happy for both of you,” she said. “Now let 
me talk to my new daughter in law.” 
As they talked I noticed Jade’s scar had completely disap-
peared. She had told me it was with her for the rest of her life, that 
it would fade but never go completely away. I mouthed it to her as 
she talked to Mom and she tried to get a look at it in the reflection 
of the limo windows, finally looking at me in bewilderment and 
shrugging. Mom was talking her head off, something about the 
party and who she wanted to invite. 
I had still been limping slightly as I had made my way down 
that aisle but now I could not even tell which leg I had broken. It 
had to be something with the vamp bond we had formed. 
As Jade ended the call with Mom, the limo pulled up to the 
front of the hotel. There was a crowd waiting for us. News had 
spread faster than we could drive over here. Photographers, news 
reporters with video cameras, and a big crowd of people cheered 
as we came to a stop. 
“Celebrities you are,” said Joe, adjusting the hat on his head 
before he exited the car. Opening our door we were greeted with 
the flash of cameras and questions hurled at us from all corners. 
Some hotel security had set up a pathway for us with the two 
sides roped off so we could enter the hotel without stepping on 
and shoving our way through the crowd. Joe carried the box with 
my bat in it and opened the trunk of the limo. A porter grabbed a 
large suitcase from the trunk. I was eager to get out of the gown by 
now and was certainly not going to wear the sundresses and flip 
flops we had left in the back seat. I bet we made a great looking 
couple as we walked arm in arm into the hotel, the security not 
letting the reporters follow us inside. 
At the check in counter a lone shifter waited on us. Tall and 
lanky I sensed his shifter nature easily, a detective I saw, notic-
ing the badge hooked to his belt. He was dangerous as well, as my 
predator nature recognized the predator he was. 
“You are already checked in,” said another man approaching 
with the shifter. He was the hotel manager by his name tag, trying 
to direct us towards the elevators. 
“Just a minute and pardon the interruption,” the detective 
said. “My name is Detective Adam Thomas of the Las Vegas Police 
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Department. We need to talk about many things. I know this is 
not a great time but I wondered if I could pick you up and take you 
down to the station in the morning.” 
“Not a problem,” Jade said, shaking his hand and introducing 
us. Jill had told us to be expecting this. We would have to call 
her because she said to make sure she was told in advance so she 
could have a lawyer present for our interview. “I have a feeling we 
are going to be up late. Will eleven in the morning work for you?” 
“I will meet you here in the lobby at that time,” he responded 
and headed towards the door. I had a suspicion the reporters were 
going to try and grill him as he left. 
The manager rode up the elevator with us, giving us our keys 
and telling us we were booked and paid for a week’s stay. Near 
the top, our room was one of their one bedroom red room suites 
and it was just gorgeous as we opened the door to our room and 
explored within. 
A king size bed had a basket full of various red wines in the 
mini style. There must have been dozens of them. A beautiful 
built-for-two whirlpool tub was something we both needed and 
we took advantage of as soon as we were alone, taking that basket 
of wines with us. I was completely healed from my wounds but I 
still had some lingering dried blood in several locations that Jade 
got some pleasure out of scrubbing clean. 
Opening that suitcase Joe had left for us we found several 
changes of clothes in duplicate. Joe knew how we liked to go 
around in matching outfits. I’m not sure how he found out but 
there were even twin sets of the outfit we had worn to the chess 
tournament not too long ago, the one that Jade had fretted over 
picking out that had pleased me as well as my mother. That’s the 
one we decided to wear tonight as we headed down to the casino. 
Jade had never been gambling before and was eager to give it a 
try. Mom had told her on the phone to make good use of her card 
and spend however much we wanted. 
We took ten grand each in chips, a drop in the bucket for Mom, 
but still I smiled, thinking of what she would say when she saw 
that one. Jade was attracted to the table games and outside they 
had tables set up for poker, blackjack, craps, and roulette. 
Witches had changed things for casinos and they had taken 
to hiring witches to keep an eye out for other witches that might 
try a spell or three to influence the games. Roulette was one of 
those games they watched pretty closely and each witch had a seat 
next a table keeping an eye out for such things. Jade was still in 
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vamp mode and I had a feeling that would be her normal mode 
rather than shifter now we had a deeper bond. Still, she was no 
longer shielding her witch nature and her power must have been 
pretty obvious because the witch at the table we went to immedi-
ately called for backup. People were already staring at us and with 
my vamp hearing I knew many recognized us from the news of 
our wedding and previous exploits around the world. I heard the 
hum of people saying things to each other about us as we moved 
around the casino. 
Two other witches pulled up chairs at our table as we joined 
a small group already there. A couple of businessmen with their 
dates and a threesome of shifters were already laying bets. They 
had felt our vamp nature as we approached but I could tell they 
were not clued in on who we were. Probably they were local pack 
members from pack territory in the area who did not follow the 
news often. I knew we looked good and I saw some interest on 
their part. So could Jade evidently as she gave me a quick kiss on 
the lips as we stood by. I sensed two of the shifters were disap-
pointed and we smiled at them, showing a bit of fang. It was pretty 
funny in a strange way. Jade was new to this type of thing and was 
somewhat possessive and territorial at this point in our relation-
ship. The other shifter didn’t mind our already taken status and 
greeted us warmly. 
“Former shifter?” he asked Jade curiously. 
Jade had told me alphas can sense her shifter nature easily. He 
must be an alpha then, if not the leader of the pack. Former shift-
ers being vamp turned are rare but it does happen. 
“Still a shifter on occasion,” she replied. 
She must have let some of her shifter magic show through be-
cause he almost took a step back, sensing another alpha. He held 
her eyes for a minute then nodded and she returned the slight 
nod, acknowledging each other as equals with neither showing 
their submission. He had a somewhat surprised and curious look 
in his eyes. The other two had taken notice of the exchange and 
were curious as well. 
“My name is John,” he said. “I am the local Pack alpha. These 
are two members of my pack, Leo and Bill. They are being re-
warded for their efforts on behalf of our pack with a night out on 
the town.” 
“I’m Jane,” I said, shaking his hand firmly. “This is Jade. We 
just got married and are on our honeymoon.” 
This pack must keep pretty much to itself because he still 
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didn’t recognize us even with the names. It was actually pretty 
nice for a change as parts of the crowd had edged closer to us, 
curious about what we were doing. 
“Ah, congratulations then,” he said and the other two added 
their congratulations as well. “Jade, can I ask you the nature of 
your beast? It is something I have not sensed before.” 
“Thirty ton, fire breathing, flying dragon,” she replied. 
The other two clearly thought she was kidding, but not John. 
“Well that’s a great beast to be now, is it not?” 
“Can you explain this game to us?” I asked. “Neither one of us 
knows how to play.” I knew the basics but I thought it would be 
good for us to watch as he explained. A cocktail waitress came 
up and I ordered a couple of glasses of the house red, surprising 
John again as he was explaining how to place bets and the odds of 
winning or losing. 
“I need to get out more often,” John said. “Vamps drinking 
wine instead of blood. When did this happen? Are you as differ-
ent from the norm as Jade?” he asked. 
“Day-walker,” I replied, taking Jade’s route as well. If she went 
to be honest and open, so was I. 
“Okay, clearly I am out of touch,” he said. “We are pretty much 
self-reliant in our pack and don’t use much in the way of mod-
ern technology or communication. It’s rare that we even leave the 
pack territory unless it’s for supplies or to celebrate something as 
we are doing tonight.” 
“Yeah, steaks,” Bill said. “Don’t forget our steaks. I can smell 
them already.” 
I saw Jade’s head perk up at the mention of steaks and saw her 
nostrils dilating as she smelled the air. I guessed we were going to 
have steaks pretty soon as well. 
“Jane is special,” Jade said. “The only day-walking vamp in ex-
istence.” She likes to brag on me, making me feel good. 
“Do you eat steaks as well?” John asked. “They have a great 
steak house here and that will be our next stop after gambling for 
a while. Maybe you can join us?” 
“I don’t eat steak.” I laughed. “Jade does and we would be 
pleased to join you.” 
The waitress came back with our wine and we watched for a 
while as Bill and Leo steadily lost some of John’s money. Clearly 
they were having fun, winning just enough to give each other 
some high fives. John clearly had them on a budget and would 
only let them place small bets. 
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“Okay, okay,” John said as they both won a small bet. “Make 
room for the ladies and let them try their luck.” 
As they stood to the side so we could have our chance to play I 
noticed the witches staring at Jade. Clearly they were concerned. 
Even I felt their magic ramping up as we prepared to place our 
bets. 
“I am not particularly fond of witches right now,” Jade said, 
loud enough to be heard. 
“The one on the left has a nice neck,” I replied and showed some 
fang as I smiled at them. 
“They don’t seem to be real happy you are here,” John observed 
from behind us. 
“Jade is a powerful witch,” I answered out of the side of my 
mouth. “They think we might be planning to cheat.” 
“No cheating here,” Jade said as she won a nice stack of chips 
after placing a small bet on the number three. 
“For the three J’Amigos it is,” I said and placed my next bet also 
on the number three, and of course, won. Jade had let her stack 
ride and we now had a significant pile of chips. Those poor witches 
were sweating. I could not sense any magic coming from Jade but 
with her present feelings about witches, it wouldn’t surprise me 
if she was sticking it in their face with a little subtle magic. Jade’s 
magic is a bit different from the normal witch magic, as it is simply 
a part of her and she doesn’t need a spell or gesture to invoke it. 
“Take a break ladies,” the casino manager said. Our two wins 
had gotten some cheers and applause from the group around the 
table. He was a male witch judging by his pentagram tattoo on his 
wrist. Male witches were pretty rare compared to the female va-
riety. “Let’s continue,” he said. “I’m sure we all just want to have a 
good time tonight. I’ll just sit here and watch while the ladies take 
a short break.” 
He was a friendly person and I saw Jade ease up a little on the 
aggression so we both just relaxed and had some fun, winning a 
few but losing more often than not. 
“Why aren’t you picking the number that will come up next?” 
Oracle Joe said from behind me as I lost a small bet yet again. 
Joe was connected with the Universe in a special way and it 
wouldn’t surprise me at all if he knew what the next number would 
be. Seeing the future was not a talent that witches had although 
it was said that there were a few that had visions and vague pre-
monitions from time to time. That was more common among the 
human population, however. 
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“That wouldn’t be much fun, would it?” I answered. “The goal 
is to win without knowing the next number. That way you can be 
surprised and delighted when you do get lucky.” 
“Ah, I see,” he replied. “I probably should not play then,” he 
added. “Wouldn’t be much fun for me.” 
“Probably not, Joe,” Jade said from my side as she also lost her 
bet. “We’re going out for some steaks in a little while,” she added. 
“Would you like to join us?” 
“Love to,” said Joe, and we introduced him to the shifter group 
we had met and then headed over to the blackjack table. Jade said 
Rolfe, her former partner on the police force, taught her how to 
play. It was one card game she was familiar with. We headed over 
that way and I saw Jade stop and talk to the male witch briefly and 
thank him for letting us enjoy ourselves. Even though we had lost, 
I left a pretty nice tip on the table. 
We had drawn a pretty decent sized crowd at this time and 
both of us stopped to autograph a few things on the way over to 
a blackjack table with our shifters and Joe enjoying the attention 
we got. 
Jade turned out to either be a really good blackjack player or 
I was just terribly bad because she won more than I lost. I still 
had a lot of fun doing it. She would squeal with delight every time 
she won, and I saw this was her game. The shifters joined us at 
the blackjack table and John did almost as well as Jade with Leo 
and Bill just about as bad as me. Joe didn’t play but watched us 
with interest, sighing every time I asked for a card that ended up 
busting my hand. “This one probably not fun for me either,” he 
remarked. 
We had a chair still open and Detective Thomas slid in there 
asking us if he would mind if he joined us. Dressed in casual 
clothes with no badge or gun showing he was obviously off duty. 
He still looked dangerous but both Jade and I felt he was a good 
and fair cop. He even ordered a drink. We were on our third glass 
of wine by this time. It would have been more but the waitress 
just didn’t come around often enough to suit me. Joe had no prob-
lem, however, as several waitresses kept handing him his drinks 
sometimes two at a time. “Here’s your drink, Joe,” they would say 
as they handed him one or more on the way by to another table, 
totally ignoring my wave for some more wine. It was pretty funny 
and I saw he was getting rapidly snookered. 
Our detective proceeded to win every hand he played, looking 
almost embarrassed about it and placing the smallest bet allowed 
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after winning five in a row. Jade was pretty amused and I got a 
chuckle in as well, knowing she was playing with him. 
“Let’s get those steaks now,” I told Jade. 
It was a beautiful night, clear and cool with a slight breeze and 
even I could smell the meat cooking from the nearby steak house. 
Usually that smell would do nothing for me but I knew my system 
had changed yet again. I was about as hungry for food as I had 
been when I was human, my mouth watering and my senses hom-
ing in on the smell just as if I smelled human blood. I just hoped 
I would not be sick. 
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Chapter Twenty
They had a pretty nice wine list and Jade ordered a dozen bot-
tles of red wine for our group of now seven strong as our good 
detective had joined us. Jade had even introduced him to the oth-
ers as our good detective. The wines were not cheap either and I 
smiled as Mom was footing the bill for our group. 
“Are you sure twelve bottles are enough, Jade?” I asked as the 
waiter wrote down the last one and I heard a barely suppressed 
snort from him. I was willing to bet he was already calculating his 
tip and we had not even ordered our steaks yet. 
“I’ll be back with your initial wine order then,” he said. Walking 
away, I saw him waving desperately for another waiter to help him 
out. When they got back with the wine, Jade surprised them grab-
bing a couple of bottles off the rolling table they had brought up. 
Waving her hand over the top of those made the corks pop out 
magically and she set one down in front of her and one in front 
of me. 
“Which ones you guys want?” she asked. I was laughing my 
head off and started to choke on the first guzzle of wine. The rest 
of the wine bottles spat their corks out and she proceeded to set 
them around the table. Mom will have a good time teaching Jade 

the finer rules of dinner etiquette, I thought, still smiling to myself. The waiter was left holding his little corkscrew in his hand 
with a stunned expression on his face and the other waitress was 
busy picking up the corks off the floor. 
By the time he took our orders both Jade and I had guzzled 
our bottles down and grabbed a couple more. Jade ordered the 
largest steak they had, seared on the outside and pink and juicy 
on the inside. 
“Ditto that,” I added. 
“Works for us as well,” John said. 
“Why not?” echoed Joe and Adam. 
“No appetizers or salads?” asked our waiter. 
“That will do for now,” Jade said. 
As we waited we chatted, the guys sharing a few of the bottles 
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around and actually using their wine glasses whereas Jade had 
not taken her hand off her bottle since she finished the last one. 
Noticing our matching rings our good detective asked where 
we had gotten them. 
“Yes, tell us about the rings, Jade,” I said. 
“They were a wedding gift to us from a witches’ coven in 
Germany,” she said. “The history of these rings goes back over a 
thousand years.” She had everyone’s attention. 
“Two young talented witches were elected to the European 
witches’ council and they fell in love, married, and served the 
council for many decades. Back then most witches pursued proj-
ects that would be considered a life’s work, sometimes realizing 
their goal and sometimes not. Leon and Lenora were their names 
if I am remembering the story correctly. They retired and began 
their project, their life’s work. Witches can live to be several hun-
dred years old and we know they spent at least a century working 
on these rings before people lost track of them as they became 
more and more reclusive. They never said much about this proj-
ect to anyone except that when they were done with their rings 
the world would change. All reports indicate it was almost a hun-
dred years since they were last seen by anyone when they were 
visited by a young researcher seeking their aid on a project he 
had in mind. At that point he discovered their cabin abandoned, 
overgrown and run down, with these rings sitting in plain sight 
on their workbench. The cabin had been protected by spells that 
gradually wore off over time, allowing the researcher to search 
inside.” 
“They had no family, no children, and no bodies were ever 
found. The rings eventually came into the hands of a nearby co-
ven. They passed hands many times among various covens, all 
trying to figure out the purpose of the rings. Nobody was able to 
solve the riddle but several things were learned. 
“First, they are magical, with a deep and powerful magic that 
can be sensed but not touched. Second, if you look at the rings 
long enough you can almost see blood flowing around the band 
and something like breathing taking place as if they were alive. 
They are certainly capable of making themselves larger or smaller 
depending on the finger they are placed on. What little notes that 
were found indicated the couple considered these their wedding 
rings, signifying a deep love they had for each other. It is rumored 
they still live within these rings, somehow becoming a part of 
their work. This of course, has never been proven to be anything 
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other than speculation. There are words written on each band. 
Jane’s says ‘Two hearts’. Mine says ‘Never apart’. 
“In any case, they are beautiful and mysterious and a good 
choice for us. As a gift, it can’t really be measured in terms of 
money. They are a one of a kind pair.” 
I looked at my ring closely, fascinated by what Jade said. “They 
are perfect, and beautiful,” I said. “There are no other rings like 
these in the world.” 
Our steaks arrived and we dug in, still talking and kidding 
around as the wine continued to flow. 
“Where we going after this?” Jade asked. 
“We’re dancing,” I replied. 


* * * *
 Dinner with tip ran close to five figures, Mom would have a 
cow. We said our good-byes to John, Bill, and Leo and took a cab 
to various dance clubs around the city. The last time we did this 
was in Guildford and Jade got so snookered I had to carry her 
into the room. I didn’t quite remember but this time, I think Joe 
and Adam ended up carrying both of us. Adam turned out to be 
a great dancer and Joe was a chick magnet with ladies hanging 
all over him wherever we went. The last few hours were pretty 
blurry but my vamp senses told me we finally got back to the hotel 
shortly before dawn. 
The phone rang and rang and I finally answered it, looking at 
the clock by the bed. Ten in the morning. 
“Blarg, arghh,” I said. “Two pots of coffee please.” We were still 
dressed and sprawled sideways on the bed. 
After a quick shower, we explored our suitcase, picking out a 
casual outfit of black jeans, black T-shirts and vests, black under-
wear, and white tennis shoes. With not much left in the suitcase, 
we would need to go shopping soon. We would drive to the police 
station with our good detective and Jill would have a lawyer there 
waiting on us. 
We met Adam in the lobby. He looked neat, perky, and ready 
to go. Jade threatened to kill him for that and he laughed, then 
handed us a couple more coffees he had picked up on the way over. 
They were waiting for us in a conference room, the police 
chief, local D.A., a federal prosecutor, a couple of FBI agents, an 
Interpol agent, an agent from Scotland Yard, and our lawyer, an 
older gentleman named Samuel Clauson. It was all we could do to 
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get everyone seated around the table. Jill had prepared a written 
statement and signed it already. It awaited our signatures as well. 
Mister Clauson made all the introductions and we introduced 
him to Detective Adam Thomas who remained standing behind 
us as we sat down, as the last of the available chairs had been 
taken. 
“Gentleman and ladies,” he said. “I have a prepared statement 
that I will read shortly. It has been prepared and signed by the 
Winter Queen of Faerie and will also be signed by our two ladies 
here. It contains a brief admission of responsibility for the rescue 
at the prison in Winston, North Carolina.” 
He paused briefly, looking around the table at those gathered 
before continuing. 
“While it is understood that this rescue caused loss of life both 
on the part of those doing the rescuing as well as those holding 
many innocents hostage, it must also be understood that the 
people responsible for the kidnappings and deaths of many in the 
supernatural community were also the ones in charge of both the 
laws and law enforcement in the area. These three ladies had sim-
ply nowhere else to go for help and felt it necessary to take matters 
in their own hands. They were also under a deadline where some 
of the hostages were threatened with death. 
“It is acknowledged that the rescue was both technically illegal 
and constituted a criminal act. However, our careful analysis of 
public opinion and support of the rescuers indicates the chance of 
a jury finding them guilty in such a matter is slim and none and 
we will fight any attempt at prosecution of even the most minor 
offenses with considerable resources both in court and in the me-
dia. I expect it would be a complete disaster from a public rela-
tions standpoint to charge my clients with any crime. We do not 
intend to plea bargain in any way.” 
At this point he pulled out an envelope and asked Jade and me 
to read and sign below the Winter Queen’s signature and Royal 
Seal. “Please sign all five copies, and we will retain one for our 
records.” 
It was a short statement. Jill had said it was a chance we were 
taking but felt that under the circumstances it was the best time 
yet to get this behind us without prosecution. After we signed all 
copies and handed them back to our lawyer he read out our state-
ment for those gathered in the room. 
“We wish to take full responsibility for the rescue at the pris-
on in Winston, North Carolina. All those that participated in 
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this rescue were under our leadership and direction. As Winter 
Queen, I directed the witches and Fae that took part, while Jade 
as an alpha herself led the shifters, and Jane as master vampire 
of that territory directed the vamps taking part. Signed by the 
Winter Queen of Faerie, London Jane, and Jade Smith.” 
He paused again, looking around the table and making eye 
contact with those present. “Any questions?” 
“What about the incident in Guildford?” the Scotland Yard 
agent asked. 
After conferring with our lawyer, I answered. “We are claim-
ing self-defense on that one. I am sure Rose Red has already con-
firmed that with you. The man known as Clive Wishmeister pulled 
a gun and shot one of the participants in the tournament and our 
goal was simply to prevent him from shooting anyone else.” 
“What of the fight in shifter pack territory in Germany?” the 
Interpol agent asked. 
“Also self-defense,” Jade responded, this time not even both-
ering to consult with Mister Clauson. “We were attacked by an 
armed force made up of mostly criminal elements and mercenar-
ies for hire that were led by the same Clive Wishmeister that shot 
one of our friends at the Chess tournament.” 
Silence reigned around the table. They didn’t even ask about 
the incidents in Seattle or San Jose. I think they realized it was 
pointless. 
Mister Clauson passed around all but one of the signed copies 
of our statement. “Are my clients being charged with anything at 
this time? 
After conferring with his colleagues the federal prosecutor 
said, “Not at this time.” 
“We’ll be leaving then,” our lawyer said and we followed 
Detective Thomas out the door. We shook hands with our lawyer 
and our good detective gave us a ride back to our hotel. 


* * * *
 Oracle Joe took us to The Strip and we spent most of the af-
ternoon spending more of Mom’s money. Most of the salespeople 
knew who we were and we got lots of attention. We had fun try-
ing on various outfits and modeling for each other. As usual we 
had similar tastes and ended up buying several matching outfits, 
handbags, shoes, and jewelry. We were loaded down and Joe had 
to get help carrying it all back to our room. 
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We decided to check out the Eiffel Tower restaurant for some 
chocolate and coffee, waiting for the sun to set so we could go 
to the top of the tower and see the city all lit up. We were final-
ly relaxed, as weeks of fights, battles, chases, and kidnappings 
had limited our quality time together. Our bond was closer and 
we could read each other’s feelings and sometimes even direct 
thoughts. We were both thinking the same thing about tonight. 
We wanted tonight to be a romantic one, just for us together, a real 
honeymoon. We planned on staying in with an occasional call for 
room service. As we waited, we called Jewel’s mom as we still had 
Jewel’s phone and talked to them both. They had been shocked but 
pleased at our sudden marriage. We promised to come and visit. 
We also got hold of Sister Tess and Catherine, thanking them for 
their part, making sure we had clothes and rings for our wedding. 
We took our time, holding hands on occasion, drinking our 
coffee. Jade enjoyed some of their chocolate but my feeling was 
I still would not be able to stomach it. I had no problem with the 
steak, which was delicious, but some things I was just not ready 
for.Jill called and said she had talked to our lawyer and was glad 
things were working out with our legal troubles. She had talked 
with Mom who was attempting to pinpoint Clive’s location with-
out any success so far. We waited about an hour after sunset to 
ride up to the top of the Eiffel Tower. It was another beautiful 
night, clear with just a slight breeze, and the view of the city was 
fantastic. We held hands as we walked the circle, stopping to take 
stock of the beauty of the city. We rubbed shoulders and flirted 
with each other. It was romantic and wonderful. There were a few 
attendants up there pointing out the sights to people that were 
interested and we followed one around, stopping with him as he 
pointed out various landmarks. They had a wire mesh to prevent 
people from falling out but otherwise it was exposed to the night. 
We got our share of curious glances and we heard whispers around 
us as people noticed and recognized who we were but for the most 
part people saw we were lovers out enjoying a romantic time to-
gether. They left us to enjoy ourselves. It was a nice feeling being 
a couple and we paused to exchange a kiss on the way around. We 
were still reading each other pretty well with our new bond and 
we knew when we were both ready to go back to our room. We had 
just started back towards the elevator when screams started com-
ing from that direction. 
It was Clive, standing in the elevator, and he was a scary sight. 
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No wonder people were screaming,  I thought as we raced to-
wards him. People were falling all over each other to get away. He 
had changed a lot since we last saw him. The demon inside now 
almost overwhelmed the human he possessed. He was at least six 
inches taller and maybe a foot wider and it was plain to see the 
demon underneath with veins of fire running just under the skin 
and huge muscles bursting through what had been one of Clive’s 
expensive suits. Small horns were visible coming out of his head. 
His eyes had turned to black coals with a glimpse of fire within, 
and ugly red talons dripped blood at the ends of his fingers. He 
smiled as he saw us, an evil smile that promised our deaths. 
A blast of magic, hot with the ugly smell of brimstone, sud-
denly radiated out from him toward us. We were picked up off our 
feet and flung back against the outer rim of the tower along with 
several others that had been close to us. 
A sharp pain in my head and arm that I knew was Jade’s and 
not mine kept me from springing back to my feet. She was lying 
next to me, bleeding from her head where it struck the concrete 
and it looked as if her right arm had broken from the impact. Our 
new bond was almost disabling me and I struggled to block it, 
managing my feet just in time for Clive to grab me around the 
neck in one of those now huge hands of his—his sharp talons 
breaking the skin and digging in to my flesh. 
This time the bond worked in the opposite direction as my 
pain hit Jade and her eyes flicked open. I saw her trying to regain 
her feet as I hit Clive as hard as I could with my fist to his side. It 
was like hitting a brick wall, and a couple of my fingers broke from 
the strike. Clive backhanded Jade across the face as she attempted 
to tear him away from me, breaking her jaw and sending her reel-
ing away to fall back to the ground a few yards away. 
Clive grabbed the wire mesh with his free hand, all the while 
holding me up off the ground with his other hand around my neck 
and ripped it loose. He flung me out into the night air away from 
the top of the tower. 
I briefly remembered hearing the attendant say the tower was 
some forty-six floors high. I knew I wouldn’t survive the fall. I was 
so connected to Jade at this point I heard her scream both with 
my ears and my mind. With our marriage bond, my death would 
be her end as well. 
I was not going to give up easily and tried my vamp trick of 
slowing my fall. The higher a jump like this the earlier you have 
to try and slow it down because the speed of your descent builds 
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up so quickly it becomes impossible to slow down as you acceler-
ate towards the ground. I poured everything I had into it and felt 
myself slow down for just a moment or two and then my power 
failed me. Trying again, as I knew Jade’s life now depended on me, 
I managed another momentary burst of power. My bond was so 
close to Jade I heard in my mind Clive telling her he would enjoy 
watching her die when I hit the ground. 
Then Jade sent me her power via our bond. I had not realized 
that was even possible, but I lapped it up, converting it into what 
I needed it to do. I was still thirty stories high and my speed had 
picked up considerably. Her power was deep but she was injured 
and hurting. A few moments later, just as my descent had begun 
to slow down again, I felt her start to lose consciousness. Her pow-
er feed to me cut off, then picked up for a second or two longer, as 
in a panic she managed to somehow send another burst down the 
line of our connection. She’s empty now,  I thought in a brief flash, realizing I was still only halfway through my fall, with more than 
twenty stories still to go. 
All I could do was send her my love and I poured that feeling 
up our bond, knowing it was all I had time for. Through our bond, 
I heard Clive say he felt the Angel of Death beside her and it was 
a shame she would not be heading his way. Sirens were sounding 
and people were still screaming. 
“Time to go,” I heard Clive say through the bond. 
I was falling fast. Just a few more seconds and we would be 
dead. 
Then I felt Death’s hand on Jade’s shoulder and felt his power 
flooding through her to me. Jade had a lot of power but she was 
only formerly an angel. Death was the real deal. One last effort, 
I thought, and used that power to slow my fall, covering my head 
with my arms to protect my skull from cracking open as I hit the 
top of the tower restaurant where we had coffee just a little while 
ago. It felt as though I broke every bone in my body as I started to 
die, surprised I was not dead already. 
“Not dead yet, Jane,” said the manifested Angel of Death, and 
he parted my arms and lifted my head gingerly to his neck as he 
leaned over me, my vision blurred with tears. I sank my fangs 
into his neck and drank of the blood of an angel. It was similar 
to drinking Jade’s blood, only stronger and more powerful than 
even hers, and a feeling of wonder spread out through my body. 
Drinking his blood was like drinking Heaven itself as I felt the 
healing power start to spread down my broken body. 
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“I have a plan and I need you to pretend to be dead now,” Death 
told me gently. That isn’t going to be too difficult,  I thought with a silent snicker as I fainted. 


* * * *
 My eyes were blurry but it looked like Oracle Joe leaning over 
me. He was dressed like a paramedic with a tinfoil hat. “Blarghh,” 
I said. 
“Quiet now,” he whispered. “You are supposed to pretend to be 
dead and you are not doing a great job of it so far. Turning into a 
pile of ash would be helpful, you know.” 
“Yeah, there is that,” I managed. 
“No worries,” he said. “We’ll explain it by the whole day-walk-
er thing.” Standing back up, he shouted back over his shoulder, 
“Dead as a doornail, she is!” 
I faded back out for a moment, waking up again this time 
seeing John, the pack leader we had met the night before, also 
dressed as a paramedic. He had a stretcher with him. 
“Blargh, urghle,” I said. 
“Jade is doing much better at this pretending to be dead thing,” 
Joe whispered as he leaned in towards me. “Your good detective is 
handling that end of things for us up top. Turning to John he said, 
“Don’t bother with that. We’re running out of time. The real folks 
will be here in just a few minutes. Just pick her up and carry her 
back down.” 
He put the stretcher down and lifted me up, my bloody clothes 
on my back wanting to stick to the roof, parting with a sickening 
sound. 
“You put a big dent in the roof, Jane,” he said as he flung me 
over his shoulder like a sack of flour. 
That brought me closer to the surface as the pain hit me. 
“Owie, ouch, oof,” I said. “Next time I get thrown off the Eiffel 
Tower, you’re going with me.” 
“Quiet now,” he said as we reached the roof access door. “Be 
dead.” 
I kept still and quiet with my eyes barely slit open as we made 
our way through a crowd of people and back down to street level. 
There, an ambulance that had to be at least forty years old waited 
for us. Adam and Leo were loading a stretcher carrying Jade into 
the back of the open ambulance. The ambulance looked like a 
junk yard reject with peeling paint and sort of leaning to one side. 
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John just jumped up into the ambulance with me over his 
shoulder and plopped me down on the small stretcher with Jade 
who also looked a mess but not half as bad as me, I was willing to 
bet. Our connection was still there as I felt along our bond. She 
was sleeping but healing. John arranged us side by side as Joe 
headed back out the door. 
“Taking you to a small airstrip outside of town,” he said. “Rose 
has arranged a charter for us and we’ll meet her plane at a small 
airport in Winston. Rest now.” 
John strapped us in, shoulder to shoulder, the straps barely 
long enough to hold us, and I was about a third off the stretch-
er anyway. The ambulance started up with a cough and sputter 
and we were on our way, swaying and tilting dangerously at ev-
ery curve and bouncing like crazy with every small pothole in the 
road. 
“Try the siren,” John said through the small opening to the 
front. 
I heard the sound of shorting wires as the siren came on with 
a brief groan then stopped, the radio blaring instead. The sound 
of Elvis singing Viva Las Vegas  was the last thing I remembered 
until Jade woke me up several hours later. 
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Chapter Twenty-One
“Wake up Jane,” she said. She was bent down over me, hold-
ing one of my hands in two of hers. I couldn’t bring my other arm 
up to cup her face. It just caused pain up my entire arm into my 
shoulder. The pain shot along our bond, causing Jade to wince. 
Cradling my head, she brought my lips up to her neck. “You are 
still broken up a bit. Drink, this will help you.” 
I managed to drink a little. I felt myself healing but I had never 
been so damaged everywhere. 
I felt the plane descending. “We’re about to land,” Jade said. 
“We’re meeting your mom’s plane then we are off to London. 
We’ve got some friends waiting for us that will be going with us. 
Rolfe, Emily, Hans and Markus. They are all coming.” 
I managed to grin without too much pain. “Jill?” I croaked. 
“Yes of course, silly,” she said. “Jill is coming as well.” Then I 
faded back out, only vaguely aware of when they transferred me 
to Mom’s plane. 
“My poor baby,” Mom said. This time it was her holding my 
hand and I did manage to lift my other arm to her face without 
much pain. Smiling, I told her, “Piece of cake.” My voice almost 
sounded normal this time. I was healing quickly. 
“Where are we going?” I asked her. 
“You know that monastery Tuck rebuilt about twenty years 
ago?“Yes, a beautiful place,” I responded. Tuck had been real proud 
of it. Even though he had been a vampire for many centuries, he 
still thought of himself first as a man of God. 
“It should be perfect for what we have planned,” Mom said, 
sounding excited. 
“Perfect for what?” I asked, curiously. 
“The funeral,” she replied, somehow sounding happy about it. 
“Whose funeral?” I said, worried that someone I knew had 
died. 
“Why, yours and Jade’s,” she replied. “I forgot you haven’t 
heard the plan.” 
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I remembered Death had said he had a plan. Our funeral. No 
wonder Mom was happy. She missed out on planning the wedding 
but now she got to plan the funeral. I managed a little chuckle be-
fore I fell asleep again. How many people get to see their own fu-

neral?  This promised to be fun. 


* * * *
 We watched from the bell tower above the main chapel in Tuck’s 
Forest Monastery. We were dressed as monks complete with hoods 
to hide our identities. Our casket clothes were underneath our 
robes. It was a midnight funeral, only family, friends, and invited 
guests. There had been a bit of an uproar over the taking of our 
bodies, but the Summer Queen had done a televised interview in 
which she reminded everyone that Jade was a member of her Royal 
Court and, per treaty, the bodies belonged to them, including mine 
as the wife of Jade. She had strongly hinted that they were con-
cerned that due to our unusual natures the government might be 
tempted to do some experimenting on our bodies. There would be 
Press allowed and she had explained the procedure to apply for a 
Press pass. That would be the opening we provided for Clive to get 
in. It would be up to him to take advantage of it. If we made it too 
easy he might suspect a trap. 
I saw the flashes of cameras going off down the cobblestone 
road leading straight to the chapel. It was too dark for decent video 
but the Press was having a field day with the cameras. Two wag-
ons drawn by two beautiful horses slowly made their way down 
towards us. Each wagon carried a casket. 
“The weapons are in the caskets,” Jade said. 
For me, that would be my solid steel baseball bat and for Jade, 
the scythe of life, called down from heaven once again. 
“Do you see him yet?” Jade asked. Being full vamp, my vision 
was a little better in the dark than hers. 
“Not yet,” I replied, still looking. “He better be here. He shouldn’t 
be too hard to spot as big as he is now. Probably wearing heavy 
makeup to hide the red skin and a hat to hide the horns.” 
“Jill says it’s a solid bet he’ll be here,” Jade said. “I don’t think 
he will be able to resist sticking it in the emotional wounds and 
twisting it a bit in front of your mom and Jill. I agree with Jill’s as-
sessment. He will show up at the end, after the rest have viewed the 
bodies and given their condolences. Besides, I sense him around, 
just that feeling you get when a great source of evil lurks close by.” 
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I saw the horses well now, they were almost halfway to us. 
The caskets were covered in beautiful varieties of black flow-
ers. Surrounding my casket were my pallbearers. Ann Le, from 
Seattle and Hannah from Germany walked on one side. Hans and 
Markus completed my foursome on the other side. Jade had the 
Summer Queen and Diocletus, Jade’s friend from Faerie, on one 
side and Rolfe and Emily on the other. These eight would bring 
the casket into the chapel while Mom and Jill said a few words to 
the crowd from the steps in front. They were in on the fact that we 
were not dead and would open the caskets so we could be in them 
when the crowd was let in for the viewing of the bodies. They were 
also a key component of the plan. It would mark the first time that 
the Summer and Winter Queens of Faerie had attended an event 
together in many decades. 
We had made a few calls to let a few others that we could trust 
know that we were not really dead. Jade had insisted. Jewel, who 
had been our first call, had been a big help to us and was pleased 
to hear we were still among the living. She was coming anyway, 
with her mother. “Wouldn’t miss it for the world she said.” 
Catherine, the witch in Germany as well as Sister Tess, already 
had been told by Oracle Joe. 
“The big blabbermouth,” Jade said. Still, we felt that everyone 
we told would be able to keep our little secret for the two days it 
took to arrange things. 
“It’s time,” Jade said, squeezing my hand. 
We went back down the stairs to await the arrival of the caskets. 
The chapel was plain, humble yet functional, suitable for 
monks. It was still beautiful. Only two stained glass windows 
adorned each wall, both up front where our caskets were being 
placed. There were plain wooden bench pews, nothing fancy but 
again typical of monks. On the right side of the chapel as you 
walked to the front, was a small confessional, covered with cur-
tains. On the left was an old pipe organ. 
Jill and Mom would enter the church first, taking up a position 
on the side with the pipe organ. Along with the Summer Queen, 
they would accept condolences for those that viewed the bodies. 
Rolfe, Emily, Hans and Markus would manage the doors in 
front, helping those who needed assistance and directing people 
back out down the aisle on the pipe organ side after the viewing. 
The monastery had a small cemetery and the announced plan 
was that our caskets would be interred in the graves an hour later 
in a quiet ceremony with only a few close friends and family in 
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attendance. That would be our contingency plan if Clive didn’t 
show up at the end of the viewing. It was possible he would crash 
the funeral at the grave site. 
Ann Le and the Queen’s Sword, her protector, would place 
themselves behind the caskets at the altar of the church, prevent-
ing escape through the door at the back of the chapel. 
Jill had approved Death’s plan. Death said Clive was full of 
power and confidence. He had the advantage of the strength of 
an angel while not being fully manifested. When angels manifest 
they become mortal as Death had been when he had fought with 
Jade and as seen with a few of Hell’s Fallen recently, manifest-
ed angels could be killed. Jade would call him out using his true 
name as she had done with the angel of Death before. 
We entered our caskets, placing our weapons out of sight un-
derneath our bodies. I was just hoping not to break out laughing 
as I pretended to be dead one more time. 


* * * *
 “So many freckles,” Jewel said as she and her mom stood over 
my casket. “You’d think a little makeup would be in order.” 
I went to reach up and strangle her but thought better of it. 
Those that were in the know had been having a bit of fun with 
Jade and me for the last hour. I heard both Jill and Mom stifle a 
few chuckles as the night progressed. 
As the last few passed by and offered Jill and Mom their con-
dolences I sensed some heartbeats picking up. The steps of a 
heavy set man approached, only pausing momentarily at our cas-
kets before strolling over to the left where Mom and Jill stood. 
“So sad,” I heard Clive say. “I look forward to seeing you both 
in the same situation. I have plans for you Rose, my dear. For you, 
Winter Queen, something is already in the works.” 
As Jade and I rose silently from our caskets, we saw him re-
move his hat and both Mom and Jill pulled back their veils. Both 
were livid with rage, even knowing it was coming. 
“Take a good look around you,” Mom said. “Look at the front 
doors to the church.” 
Hans, Markus, Rolfe, and Emily had closed the doors prevent-
ing anyone entering or leaving. As we watched, Rolfe and Emily 
shifted, clothes ripping, and a huge eight hundred pound Kodiak 
bear and a great wolf, easily four hundred pounds, guarded the 
doors. Hans and Markus drew their guns. 
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Clive eyed them warily, still not noticing us behind him. 
“Although the idea of a trap is appreciated,” he said, “even if you 
are able to kill this vessel I am in I can return at my convenience, 
possessing some other poor unfortunate soul. Maybe I’ll melt the 
ice queen here before I leave.” 
“I’ll meet your heat with mine,” said the Summer Queen, walk-
ing over from behind our caskets and removing her veil as well, 
joining Jill and Mom facing Clive. “Look to your right!” she said, 
pointing toward the area where the altar and podium sat near the 
back of the church. I had joined Hannah, Ann Le, and the Queen’s 
Sword up there to prevent Clive going out the back door. We were 
all armed, me with my bat and the others with various blades. 
“Jane,” he said in a hoarse voice, sounding surprised. I saw 
him stiffen as he realized what that meant and continuing his 
turn saw Jade, standing just a few feet away holding the Scythe 
of Life. I saw the recognition in his red eyes as he saw the scythe. 
“You can die a mortal death if you are manifested,” Jade said, 
and called out in a commanding voice his one true name, a name 
not known by many even among the angels, but one known to 
Death who has all true names at his beck and call. 
Clive changed as the name was called, growing larger, split-
ting his clothes into tatters, growing to a height of six and a half 
feet and as wide as a pro football lineman. His horns grew long, 
curved and pointy. The talons under the gloves he wore split 
through. His red skin glowed, showing the fire of Hell beneath 
the surface. Nude, his manhood was huge, and he had a belt with 
a sword strapped to each side. What had been the human Clive 
collapsed in a puddle behind him. What looked to be a thin layer 
of skin, some blood, and a puddle of grease and lard was all that 
remained of him. 
“You think to challenge me!” he roared. “I will cut you into tiny 
pieces and see you die for real this time.” 
“Not so fast,” said the Angel of Death, manifesting at Jade’s 
side, carrying the Scythe of Death. 
“You are both fools,” he screamed and immediately attacked, 
his swords flashing faster than the eye could follow. 
Jade had told me Lucifer had the reputation of being one of the 
best sword fighters among the upper tier angels. Of course, Death 
had a pretty deadly reputation himself and Lucifer did not have 
any idea that Jade had once also been the Angel of Death. 
Meeting Lucifer’s attack Jade and Death worked together to 
block and parry, rotating, weaving over and under each other’s 
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whirling scythes as if in synchronized dance moves. They had 
been one before Jade intentionally split off and made her choice 
to be mortal. They knew what each would do before they did it and 
fought as one. It was incredible to watch. Jade had been almost as 
quick as a vampire before our many exchanges of blood. Watching 
her move, I saw she was just as fast as me now and I could even 
see some blurring in her motion as she used the vamp trick I so 
enjoyed. It seemed I was not the only one that had gained from 
our bonding. 
Jade scored a long slice across Lucifer’s ribcage, blood flowing 
quickly out. Death got in two cuts in a quick slice to his thigh and 
right arm. These were magical blades, and Lucifer would not im-
mediately heal from such wounds. Less than a minute in, he knew 
it was just a matter of time and I saw him become more defensive, 
desperately just trying to avoid a fatal blow. 
He took the one option we had left him, abandoning the fight, 
running towards the stained glass window next to the curtain-
covered confessional opposite the side where Rose and the two 
Queens of Faerie stood watching. 
From behind the curtain stepped Friar Tuck, armed with the 
dagger of darkness. In a completely coordinated and economical 
move, he met Lucifer’s mad rush and jammed the dagger into his 
heart. 
The look of complete shock on his face as he tilted his head back 
was worth all the damage we endured. He dropped the swords 
he held in each hand and they clanged to the floor. The light of 
Heaven took over the red of Hell beneath his skin, shooting out 
in rays of heavenly light, a wondrous and magical light that split 
his very being into his basic cellular components, leaving only a 
puddle that looked like burnt crude oil on the floor. 
“Piece of cake,” Tuck said backing away from the puddle, still 
holding the weapon which had now returned to an ordinary look-
ing dagger. 
“No soul there,” said Death. “No soul escaped either. It was 
probably eaten up by thousands of years of evil.” 
Jade nodded in agreement and they walked over to the pile of 
lard, grease, and skin that had at one time been Clive. 
“I hear a tiny squeaking from this one,” Death said. “Not much 
left but eager to get out. I will have to transport this one,” he add-
ed after a moment. “It’s not going to be an enjoyable destination 
for him.” 
Jade gave him a quick hug, and as I reached them, I did as well, 
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adding a brief kiss to his cheek. The rest had gathered around us 
in a circle, very quiet. It was finally over. 
Gingerly touching the tip of his scythe to that mess, he ad-
dressed us. “Be on guard,” he said. “There will be a great struggle 
for power among the legions of Hell now that he is gone. Depending 
on who comes out on top of that struggle, some may come looking 
for a bit of payback. If not, the rest will still view you as a threat 
and will not hesitate to kill you if the opportunity arises.” 
With that he was gone, on to his appointed rounds. 
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Chapter Twenty-Two
The Angus Barn of Old Winston was one of Jade’s favorites. 
I was waiting upstairs for her and Jill to arrive. I ordered three 
bottles of wine. The bartender didn’t seem surprised at all. On the 
counter was a tip bowl with a picture of a little girl on it. It looked 
like she was in a hospital bed. There was a note taped to the jar. 

Thank you Jade and thanks to all who 

donated. My Bella had her surgery and she is 

doing much better now. 
“You know Jade?” I asked as he brought the wine over to me 
and opened one up. 
“Yes,” he said. “My little Bella owes her life to Jade. You must 
be Jane. Please tell me that Jade is coming tonight. My name is 
Michael.” 
I shook his hand. “Any friend of Jade’s is a friend of mine,” I 
told him. I was not surprised Jade helped his little girl. She had 
been an angel, after all. She still was, as far as I was concerned. 
I had met with Luca, the vamp master that had taken over 
my vamps after Jade and I fled the country. He had done a great 
job with them, integrating three vamp groups into one, almost 
seamlessly. 
I had decided to officially cede him the leadership of the group. 
Jade and I were planning a honeymoon. We were going to decide 
tonight where we would go. Our last effort at a honeymoon ended 
in a fall off the Eiffel Tower of Las Vegas. We would fix that and do 
things right this time. 
Jade was meeting Jill and she must be running late as she 
should have been here already. We decided each of us would make 
a list of what we wanted in a honeymoon location and make our 
decision over a nice steak dinner. She wanted me to wait for her 
upstairs in the little bar and cigar room if I got here before her. 
She must have wanted to speak to Michael while we were here. 
My list was a short one. A beautiful beach, I had written. 
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Underneath that I had added, clothing optional. I smiled. I was 
so looking forward to this. Then I had added, steak, coffee, and of 

course, Jade. That was it. I wasn’t hard to please. I wondered what hers would say. 
I finished my first bottle of wine, looking nervously at the clock 
on the wall. Jade should have been here by now, I thought. 
I checked my cell phone, but had no missed calls. I had an un-
easy feeling and had to suppress a surge of panic. I tried search-
ing for her along our bond. I would always be able to find her as 
we were connected both by blood and a vamp marriage bond. It 
was hard to sense her, as if she was behind a veil. Things were 
vague and blurry. She was moving fast and was frightened but 
determined. She was a long way away. I tried to get a sense of the 
direction and could not, and felt sick with worry. 
I watched the door as Diocletus, the Summer Queen’s negotia-
tor and Jade’s friend, came in. He walked quickly toward me. He 
was still dressed in Fae attire and must have just crossed over 
from Faerie and had run here, probably from the entrance at 
Kaosium’s business. I knew his news would be bad and I started 
to cry, blood-filled tears running down my cheeks. 
Michael came over with a cloth napkin for me and I nodded to 
him in thanks. 
Diocletus sat down next to me at the bar. It was still early in the 
evening and there were not many patrons upstairs at this time. He 
put his arm around my shoulder. 
“The Winter Queen has been taken,” he told me. “It was a coup, 
and many Fae in the Royal court have been killed. Jade and the 
Queen’s Sword are in pursuit. She was able to get a message to the 
Summer Queen. She does not want you to make the attempt to 
cross through the veils. She is certain it would kill you if you try. 
She said she has detected no hint of Fae in you through your bond, 
and it would mean both of your deaths.” 
I was really crying, the tears dripping from my eyes and falling 
to my hands clutched together on the bar. Michael came around 
the bar and held me from the other side. Now I knew why things 
had not been clear. She was behind the veils in Faerie and she was 
in deep trouble. The blood from my tears made contact with my 
wedding band. Two hearts was inscribed on it. Never apart was inscribed on Jade’s band. 
“Two hearts, never apart,” I moaned and a drop of my blood 
tears landed on the band, spreading in a circle around itself. I felt 
it come to life. 
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“Two hearts, never apart,” it whispered to me. “Say it again,” it 
whispered, demanding this time. 
“Two hearts, never apart,” I said. 
“Two hearts, never apart,” it echoed. “Once more to complete 
the spell.” 
I grabbed Diocletus and raced towards the door. “Follow,” I 
commanded. I had rented a room in the hotel across the street, 
anticipating a romantic conclusion to our evening. 
I ran, dodging traffic, Diocletus staying with me. I took the 
stairs, as I was only a few stories up and didn’t want to wait on the 
elevator. Opening the door to my room I staggered briefly. Jade 
was hurt. I changed clothes quickly, into jeans, boots, T-shirt and 
leather jacket. I grabbed my steel baseball bat off the foot of the 
bed.Diocletus had been shouting at me the whole time. “I refuse to 
take you through the veils,” he said. “It’s suicide.” 
“Two hearts, never apart,” I screamed, and the ring echoed in 
triumph. 
I was just there, quicker than the blink of an eye, standing 
shoulder to shoulder with Jade. She had a sword and there were 
fifteen to twenty armed Fae in front of her. Bodies littered the floor. We were almost backed up against the wall, the Queen’s 
Sword lying behind us, leaning against it, bleeding from a deep 
wound to the midsection. Jade had a deep gash on her upper left 
thigh. 
Jade glanced my way. “About time,” she said. 
“Piece of cake,” I replied, smiling. 
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