
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   …He stumbled to get away from her, slipping and falling in the oil slick. “Please! God help me!” He put up his hands in defense.
 
   She smiled as she remembered something she’d heard a long time ago, spoken by a great goddess of the undead. “Your god is irrelevant.” She raised the tire iron above her and brought it down hard on his head. He screamed in terror one last time. Then she did it again, and again. She didn’t stop until his head was just a pile of mush. She was drenched in blood. She licked her lips, tasting the splattered red liquid. “O negative. Delicious.”
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   This one is for me.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   Michael cried.
 
   His wife Thrúd caressed his arm, her face also wet with tears. “I’m so sorry they're sending you for this.”
 
   “I can't do this, Thrúd. I just can't. It goes against everything that I've come to be.” He looked into her impossibly blue eyes.
 
   She tried to dry his eyes. “It has to be you. Only you can put a stop to this endless time loop.”
 
   “Innocent people will die, Thrúd. Truly innocent people. How can I do this?”
 
   “Because, it's the only way she can be stopped. Once and for all.”
 
   He shook his gargoyle head. “It doesn't make any sense. Asgard is sending Loki.”
 
   “I know, hun. I know. That’s why you have to go, before he destroys the entire timeline. You’re the First One. You’re the only one who can do it.” She kissed him and said, “Go. Go quickly and get it done. The sooner you leave, the sooner you can return to us. Your children won't even know you've gone.”
 
   Michael looked out in the yard where Susan and Paul fought over a ball. “They would be ten years old in Earth terms.”
 
   She nodded and glanced at them, and then back to him. “I know. Do you have the timeline, you know when you’re supposed to step in?” She handed him the icosahedron.
 
   He nodded. “Yea. I don’t see why I can’t step in sooner. All those people I could save…”
 
   “My father knows what he’s doing, Michael. Trust him.”
 
   “Of course I trust him. Of course.”
 
   “Go, husband. Go now and come back to us.”
 
   They kissed again, and he stepped back, tears flowing down both their faces.
 
   “I’ll be back soon, Thrúd. My Alice. I love you and the kids. More than you know.”
 
   “We love you too.” She put her hand up to her mouth, trying not to completely break down.
 
   Michael vanished.
 
   She broke down, heaving in tears, knowing full well what was about to happen. “Please come back to us,” she whispered.
 
   A split second later Michael stood at the registration line. He had assumed the shape of an average college student. Two people ahead of him were talking. 
 
   “You should come hang out with us,” one young man was saying to a beautiful black haired young woman. 
 
   “I'd love to hang out with you,” she said. She put out her hand to the young man and said, “Jennifer Morgan.”
 
   
 
  
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Part 1: The Coed
 
  
 
  



Chapter 1
 
   Fall 2017
 
   NMSU Campus, Las Cruces, New Mexico
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The smell of death permeated the Aggie Underground, the bar/lounge located in the basement of New Mexico State University’s Corbett Center Student Union building. Loud music blasted from inside. But that warm morning in the fall of 2017 was not cheerful. Police cars from three agencies surrounded the building, along with two ambulances and the Coroner’s vehicle. 
 
   Detective Tina Greyland walked through the macabre scene inside, one hand in front of her mouth. Someone turned off the music as she entered, to her thankful sensitive ears. She was taken by surprise at what she saw. Even she had not seen anything this bad. The smell itself was enough to make a person not used to this sort of thing retch. She rubbed the ointment on her upper lip, but it was overwhelmed. She fought the urge to vomit.
 
   She was not alone. Forensic photographers and other police personnel carefully took note of the crime scene. The Crime Scene Unit was there, roping off areas and placing little triangular placards with numbers on the areas that seemed relevant. 
 
   It was all relevant. The walls were painted with blood. Various body parts were scattered everywhere. It was an explosion of human flesh, done by someone of extreme sinister motivation. Hands, heads, intestines, gonads, and eyes were in arrangements that made little sense. 
 
   But, it was the smell. Rotting dismembered corpses mixed with food and alcohol. Beer, vodka, tequila, and other unknown varieties soaked the floor along with more blood than seemed possible. Flies had taken up residence, swarming the popular lounge, which had been set up for a Thanksgiving feast before the massacre. 
 
   Tina’s purple eyes were wide with disbelief. Her pale skin seemed to grow paler as she saw an arrangement of penises carefully placed on the bar by the perpetrator. Her auburn hair was becoming infested with flies, and she tried to brush them away. “Jesus!” she said as she struggled to maintain her composure.
 
   Captain Chavez heard her exclamation and glanced back at her as he inspected the cut internet cable. His bald head had already become encrusted with filth from the incessant fly swarm. “Tina, you don’t need to be here.”
 
   “This is worse than the fraternity. Jesus, it washer,” she said as she forced back a heave.
 
   “We don’t want to jump to conclusions. Let’s just do our jobs, Detective.”
 
   “Captain, you did see the… penises, didn’t you?” She pointed at the bar.
 
   “Yea, I did.” He sighed. “You might as well see that, too.” He motioned to the hallway.
 
   “Christ, this is unreal.” She looked down the hallway to see a carpet of human skin. 
 
   “Yea, just like before. First on the left.”
 
   “More messages?”
 
   He nodded. “Just… look. There’s a different message in the billiards room, and you should probably see the hot tub on the patio. Prepare yourself, Tina.”
 
   She carefully walked through the hallway as photographers and CSU personnel yelled their objections. She peered into the game room where an intact skeleton hung from the ceiling fan, slowly going round and round. It had been tied up there with the eviscerated person’s intestines. She could no longer hold back, and vomited.
 
   “Detective! This is an active crime scene!” one of the SCU personnel yelled. “Damn it!”
 
   She felt slightly better. She looked up at the wall and read the words written in blood, “Jen of Hell was here.”
 
   “Fuck,” Tina said, realizing the implications. “It’s her.”
 
    
 
  
 
  



Chapter 2
 
   Two years earlier- Fall 2015
 
   NMSU Campus, Las Cruces, New Mexico
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Alovely young Mexican woman stood in line as she waited her turn. She wore blue jeans and a brand new crimson colored t-shirt with the school’s logo displayed proudly on it. New Mexico State University. She looked down at her freshman registration papers. Fall semester, 2015. It gave her great pleasure to be reinventing herself again after so long, after so many things had happened. This time she would do it right. This time there would be no witnesses. This time she would study Electrical Engineering. She chuckled at the thought of it. “Me, an electrical engineer,” she said out loud.
 
   “My Dad’s an EE. Been one for twenty years,” a handsome young man behind her said. “He loves his job.”
 
   She turned around to see a ruggedly handsome young man, probably twenty, wearing nearly the same outfit as she. He had short blond hair, and was built nice. Slim, but muscular, and just about six inches taller than her. Blue eyes. She thought ‘yummy’. 
 
   “Yea?” she said, “I’ve always wanted to be. I finally passed all my exams, and… here we go…” She sighed and moved along with the line to Registration.
 
   “Hey, you should come hang out with us, we’ve got a place just off campus.”
 
   “Hang out with you? Dude, I don’t even know your name. Who’s ‘we’?”
 
   The guy behind him, a taller, dark haired, pudgy young man who was watching the conversation intently, nudged his friend. “At least introduce yourself before putting the moves on, butt-head.”
 
   The blond one chuckled, a bit embarrassed. “Yea, sorry.” He put out his hand. “Justin. The fat dude behind me is Ed.”
 
   Ed nudged him. “Call me fat again and I’ll crush you like a bug.”
 
   She giggled. “I’d love you hang out with you.” She put out her hand to shake. “Jennifer Morgan.”
 
   “Cool,” Justin said, nodding his head. “We’re TEKs, our house is on University.
 
   “Tau Epsilon Kappa. Yea, I know where it is.” Jen smiled. 
 
   “Were having movie night tonight, wanna come over?” 
 
   Jen looked at her watch. It was an antique Rolex that showed the time, with a little window showing it was Friday. “I don’t know. I just got into an apartment. I have to go get my key and start moving in. Kind of thinking a quiet evening alone with a glass of wine sounds good.”
 
   “Ed’s got a truck, we could help you move in. Where’s your apartment?”
 
   Jen’s eyebrow cocked up as looked back as him. “Is that so?”
 
   “Next,” the lady at the registration window announced. Jen stepped up and handed her the pertinent papers.
 
   “Jennifer Morgan, no middle name?” the lady asked as she looked at her papers.
 
   “No. I guess it could be ‘of Grognor’ but I don’t think that would be appropriate.” Jen grinned.
 
   The lady shook her head, not understanding the new freshman humor. She entered the classes into the computer and filed them. “Welcome to NMSU Miss Morgan.” She pulled off the registration document from the printer and handed it to Jen. “Financial Aid is right across that way, and the cashier is over there.” She pointed.
 
   “Thanks,” Jen said. She spun around to see Justin and Ed right there, watching her intently. “Oh, umm… maybe another night, boys.” She smiled and headed off to the cashier windows. 
 
   “Sure! Come on by anytime,” Justin said. 
 
   Jen could feel them staring at her ass. She shot a quick glance back and caught them both staring at her back side like it was a slab of beef and they were two starving wolves. She smirked and continued on. 
 
   She used her American Express card to pay for the entire semester. No point doing anything else. Transaction complete, she headed for the door. Next stop would be the Campus Bookstore, which was just a glorified Barnes & Noble a few blocks away. As she headed to the parking lot, Justin and Ed headed her off. They came out from behind a car like they’d been waiting for her.
 
   “Jen! Get all registered?” Justin asked, just a bit too cordial.
 
   Jen could sense what they were up to, it being way too obvious. She smiled. “Yea, got it all done. Where are you boys headed?”
 
   “Book store,” Ed said.
 
   “Me too.” She continued toward her car.
 
   Justin stepped in front of her. “We could take you.”
 
   Jen stopped in her tracks. She looked over at her 1967 Mustang, the one she had bought new off the lotin 1967. She had taken good care of it. Baby blue and nearly pristine. She pointed at it. “I have a ride, thanks.” She stepped around Justin. 
 
   “Hey,” Justin said. “Wait.”
 
   Jen looked back to see Justin with a revolver in his hand, held so only she could see it.  She shook her head. “Damn. This is inconvenient.” She thought about the possible outcomes. She refuses, and Ed would probably overpower her, throwing her into their car. Or, Justin would shoot her, which would be unlikely. Or maybe she would scream, alerting everyone in the area. Justin would then either shoot her, or they would both run. It was certain what they wanted was for her to become scared and go along quietly. Scared. Yea, sure.  She smirked.
 
   “Come with us and don’t make a scene, Jen,” Justin said.
 
   Ed quickly stepped to grab her.
 
   She let him, and went along quietly.
 
   Justin drove the older Ford Explorer while Ed sat in the back with the gun pointed at Jen. They hit Interstate 10 and headed west.
 
   “So, what’s the plan, boys? Rape then kill me?” she asked in a friendly tone as if she was wondering what play they were going to see.
 
   “Shut up,” Ed said. “Fucking bitch.”
 
   “Rude!” Jen said. “If you’re going to ask a lady to bed, the least you could do is be nice.”
 
   Justin looked at her in the rearview mirror, and it was obvious he was anticipating a good time. “Yea, that’s the plan.”
 
   “Damn. That’s too bad. Look at you. You’re good looking guys. I would have fucked both of you guys, no problem. Why do you have to resort to this sort of thing, or is that the only way you can get off?”
 
   “Shut up!” Ed said. He punched her square in the nose.
 
   Jen’s head snapped back at the force of it. “Nice one, Ed.”
 
   Ed looked at her, expecting to see blood pouring out of her nose. 
 
   “Ed, take it easy! We don’t want a mess in here!” Justin scolded.
 
   “She ain’t hurt.”
 
   “Good, just take it easy. We’ll be there soon enough.”
 
   “Coralitos Ranch?” Jen asked. “Good choice, but you won’t make it there.”
 
   “Jesus, shut the fuck up!” Ed said.
 
   “Relying only on a little .38 to keep me at your bidding was a stupid idea. You should have at least tied me up,” Jen said.
 
   “Don’t you realize what’s going to happen to you?” Justin asked.
 
   “Do you?” Jen asked. 
 
   Ed glanced at Justin. “She’s fucking crazy—“
 
   Jen grabbed Ed’s arm, and he pulled the trigger. The loud blast caused Ed and Justin’s ears to ring, and Justin swerved, nearly smashing into a semi-truck. 
 
   “Fuck! Get control of her!” Justin said. 
 
   She fought with Ed, who realized he had shot her in the chest, and she wasn’t wounded. He didn’t have time to think about it. He wrestled to get his arm free, punching her in the face with his free fist. She then pushed herself forward just as Ed pulled the trigger again. The bullet went through the seat and into Justin, killing him instantly. The SUV suddenly turned left as Justin’s reaction before the bullet shredded his heart was to try to get around a small car in front of them. 
 
   Jen released Ed as the vehicle made a sharp left turn just about at the Love’s truck stop exit. It flipped over and began rolling sideways down the highway at 70mph, hitting another car and flipping across the median, where it became airborne. It smashed into the oncoming lanes just as a semi-truck hit it. 
 
   Both vehicles exploded in flames.
 
    
 
  
 
  



Chapter 3
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Jen flipped through the Freshman English Composition textbook in Barnes & Noble the next day as she overheard a conversation in progress. A couple of students were talking about the fiery crash the day before. Apparently two TEKs had been killed in the crash, and it was under investigation. Jen smiled. With all the excitement, nobody had noticed (or couldn’t believe what they were seeing) the naked woman who had exited the flames unharmed and hid out in the desert until nightfall, making her way back to her car sometime after 3AM. 
 
   “Good. Still under the radar. Let’s see how long I can go this time. That was a close one,” she said to herself. 
 
   A full load of books and supplies, and she was back home in her new luxurious house in Talvera. Of course she didn’t actually have an apartment. Using her knowledge of previous versions of Earth history, she had capitalized on certain financial opportunities since the late 1800s. Just enough to make her comfortable. Her ultimate goal would be to simply outlast Earth this time. She wouldn’t be wasting time searching for Obsidian. She knew she had finally reformed and was out of the game. It was too bad, but it was what it was. 
 
   If she could just outlast the natural lifespan of this pathetic planet, she reasoned, she would be free of the cycles. Earth kept starting over, and she knew why. The gods had decreed she would be trapped until she reformed. Earth would self-destruct over and over, humans always eager to end it. She’d almost made it last time. She’s almost made it to the Mars war again, where there wasn’t a Dr. Alice Silverman to help. Then she was forced to wipe out San Francisco. She had no choice. They had been rude to her. And then, pop. She was in the 1800’s again. It had all started over, this time with her even further back than before. 
 
   She had been researching another possibility during this run through. She’d read about the legendary Elizabeth Bathory, and her blood baths. There was always something a bit strange, beyond the obvious, about the story she couldn’t quite figure out. Once her body had been entombed, there was never any mention of what happened after. This was something new in this generation of Earth. It wasn’t so much what had been written about her, but what had been omitted. 
 
   She did an extensive amount of research on the subject, and had found certain anomalies. Other things happened around the same time her body had supposedly succumbed to death. In particular, she had found accounts of ‘wizards and demons’ in the nearby forest, and an unexpected Aurora Borealis had been seen in Romania. These stories had not been associated with Bathory’s story, but she knew it meant something. 
 
    
 
   Classes were boring. English, Algebra, Communications, Fundamentals of Engineering, Psychology, History. She tried not to laugh in Psychology, and shook her head several times at the inaccuracies of recent world history. The good classes would come much later, in Junior and Senior levels. She knew all this already. She’d done it before. She had to do something to fill her time. Being an average college student who looked the same age as all the other twenty year olds was a good way to blend in. She even looked and sounded Mexican. Thankfully language mastery had been one other thing that had followed her, along with her immortality and invulnerability. She spoke Spanish and English with equal fluency, and never made an effort to hide her natural Grognor accent. It sounded like she was in fact Mexican.
 
   Her forged birth certificate stated she had been born in Las Cruces in 1993 to single Mexican woman who had died in a car crash. At least, this birth certificate said that. She had made several going back to 1850 to explain who she was during those times, just in case she needed it.
 
   As the years passed she found it more and more difficult to forge them, so she would pose as a single mother. She would then abduct a newborn child and pass it off as her own that she’d given birth to at home. She would get a semi-legitimate birth certificate she would set aside to use a couple of decades later for herself. Don’t ask what happened to the abducted children. Just, don’t ask. 
 
   She blended into society. After so many repeats of being in the small city of Las Cruces, she knew it intimately. She even knew most of the people, having met them in a previous Earth generation. For the most part, she enjoyed the mundane life, even the boring bits. She did perpetually long for her life on Ahl-Thoor-Hees as her ascended self, and of course she missed Obsidian. Together they would have created a new reality, with Kraal’s help. But, they had failed miserably. She no longer cared about all that. She just wanted to get home. She wanted to see her son Vonesius and help him take his birthright as King of Velland, despite him having an implanted soul. He was still her baby. What she had done, she had done to make a better existence for him. She knew he was in good hands, but she still wanted to be reunited with him. He wondered if he even remembered her.
 
   She did notice something about this particular generation of Earth. There were significant differences from the previous ones. The adventures and near death in the West Texas desert in the 1890s was something new. There was a large amount of different people. She figured the random determination of a setting was starting to stray from the norm a bit more each time. Oh, if she could just get her hands on Mister Smith’s Craft again. Before she crashed it. That was another thing. In this reality, Mister Smith didn’t exist. There was a television show called ‘Doctor Who’ that was nearly identical to Mister Smith and so forth, so she figured that was how it had been translated this time. As nothing more than a story.
 
   An entire semester passed without major incident, other than the two boys she killed on the highway. She had been to numerous parties at their fraternity, and others. She decided this time she would be less promiscuous than before. She didn’t give into the physical pleasures unless she really liked the person, or they had a particularly strong life force she could absorb. That was rare. She despised humans in general. There wasn’t a moment that went by she didn’t imagine them all dying in the most horrendous ways. She was proud of herself, though. Other than the frat boys on the highway, she hadn’t killed anyone for the whole fall 2015 semester. She considered that a small victory. A personal best. 
 
   Yes, she did make friends. Well, ‘friends’. It’s impossible to make actual friends with members of a species you despise. But, she needed to blend in. ‘Normal’ people had a social life and friends. 
 
   One of her best friends, a woman named Cecilia Rodriguez, she actually almost liked. She had pity on her more than anything. Her husband had killed himself in 2002. Turns out they had been trying to have a child and couldn’t. He blamed himself and ended his own life. Cecilia moved on, and never remarried. Although she was apparently twenty years older than Jen, the two began hanging out when they met in a local bar. Ceci, as she called herself, and Jen, as Ceci called her, became fast friends. Ceci was a social worker and taught part time at NMSU. So, Jen took a couple of classes with her for fun. 
 
   One evening they were lounging in Ceci’s house talking about school, when a documentary came on the television about how a Detective Tina Greyland had solved a cold case in 2009. It had been the infamous Las Cruces Bowl murders. Jen remembered when the murder happened, but was not impressed by it. Amateurs, in her mind. The fact that the police hadn’t gotten the perpetrators right away was ridiculous. But this evening as she and Ceci visited, Jen heard a familiar voice, a voice she would know anywhere. As the detective explained how she had solved the case, Ceci was in the middle of a tall tale about one of her students. Jen heard the detective on the television and turned to look. She couldn’t believe her eyes. Detective Tina Greyland was none other than Obsidian. 
 
   “Holy shit! It’s her!” Jen said. “She’s here!”
 
   “Who?” Ceci asked. “You know that cop?”
 
   Jen stepped over in front of the television and caressed the image of Detective Greyland’s face as she spoke.
 
    
 
   “…I had a hunch is all. These two individuals had made some mistakes all those years ago, but they were so subtle, I guess they were overlooked. The time of day, how they were dressed, even their accents, and a few other things. This led me in the right direction. When I discovered how it all came together, it was just a matter of getting a court order for a search. What really nailed this case was the forensics.”
 
    
 
   “I can’t believe she’s here. This changes everything,” Jen said quietly, still caressing Tina’s two dimensional face. A tear ran down her cheek. “She has crow’s feet. I wonder how old she is. God, she’s so beautiful.”
 
   “Are you alright, Jen?”
 
   Jen watched until the image returned to the news desk, and the subject had changed. She turned around and looked at Ceci, who had one eyebrow cocked. She wiped away the tears that were now nearly flooding out. “Sorry.” She smiled shyly. 
 
   “Want some wine?” Ceci asked.
 
   Jen nodded. “Yea… for sure.”
 
   Ceci grabbed a bottle and popped the cork, not saying a word. She took down a couple of glasses, filled them up, and handed one to Jen.
 
   Jen reached for it, and Ceci pulled back. “Are you alright?” She then went ahead and let Jen take it. 
 
   Jen sniffled and wiped away another tear, and took a sip of wine. She gazed at the counter for a moment, and then up into Ceci’s questioning eyes. “She’s… she was… my soulmate.”
 
   Ceci sat on one of the barstools near the counter and took a sip, not saying a word. She nodded.
 
   Jen sat. “We were together for a long time, Ceci. Then, she just snapped. She betrayed me.” She wiped away more tears and began breathing in light quivers of grief. “Sorry. I just… didn’t know how much I missed her until now.”
 
   Ceci reached into a cabinet and pulled out a box of tissues, handing it to her. “What happened?”
 
   “It was a long time ago. So many things have happened. She and I were going into business together. A… tourist town down in Texas, ever heard of Wet Gulch?”
 
   Ceci shook her head.
 
   “It’s long gone now. But, there were these gunfighters—”
 
   “Jesus! Gunfighters?”
 
   “Yea, you know. Reenactors. Those people who act out things, like in Tombstone. Gunfight at the O.K. Corral.”
 
   “Oh, sheesh. Scared me there.”
 
   “Yea, well, we were going into business. We had a crew, some great shooters, and all. But, this guy we were seeing, he and she… well… they teamed up and ran off together, leaving me to fend for myself.”
 
   “Wow! This sounds like one of those TV novellas.” Ceci resisted the urge to chuckle.
 
   Jen chuckled, seeing the humor in it. “Yea, it kind of was. A love triangle and everything. We ran a saloon in El Paso for a time before we had the crew. The whole time those two were plotting behind my back.”
 
   “You poor thing. You deserve better anyway. What happened to them?”
 
   “There was an incident with some clash with the crew or something. I thought they had been killed. Obviously not. She’s here and has been for a while.” She motioned to the television.
 
   “So, what are you going to do?”
 
   “She’s a cop now. I have to see if she knows who she is, if she remembers. If not, I’ll have to jog her memory. I need to know. A lot is riding on this.”
 
   “Wait, you lost me there.”
 
   Jen looked over at Ceci and thought about what she had just said. “I have to see if she’s the woman I love, or not. Understand, this has opened a pretty big wound in my heart.” She finished the glass of wine and refilled it. 
 
   Ceci nodded. “Going to try to reconcile, huh?”
 
   “If she’s remorseful, then yes. If not, I only have one other choice.”
 
   “To move on. Yea, that’s tough. Well, I’m here for you hun… but, you know. Just as a friend.” She put out her hand in defense. 
 
   Jen smirked at her for a second, and then started to laugh. “Okay, Ceci. As a friend. But friends can still hug, can’t they?” She pouted and wiped away the last of her tears.
 
   “Ohhh, of course! Come here, you poor thing!” Ceci stood up and embraced her.
 
   “Thank you Ceci. You’re a good friend. Are you sure I can’t interest you in a little heavy petting?” She giggled.
 
   Ceci gasped in feigned shock. “You’re terrible!”
 
   They pulled apart and Ceci retrieved another bottle of wine. 
 
   “Seriously, Ceci. Thank you. It feels good to talk to someone.” Jen decided she’d not kill her. 
 
   Yet.
 
  
 
  



Chapter 4
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   School became secondary. She didn’t slack off, she simply didn’t spend all her time being a dutiful college student, going to study halls and special events and so forth. Her freshman studies were easy enough. Fall midterms were coming up, and she was easily ready. More importantly, what about the woman she knew as Obsidian in the role of Detective Tina Greyland? 
 
   She needed to find out if she was simply playing a role, or if she actually was living as this Tina character. Memories are a strange thing. Jen hadn’t remembered who she was when she first appeared outside of the Texas town of Las Piedras all those years ago,even with a decade of Obsidian drilling the historical facts into her head. It wasn’t until that damned lady gunslinger somehow managed to predict the exact moment she had ovulated to shoot her. The lightning strike, the fatal gunshot.[1] It wasn’t until she had woken up in the undertaker’s shop did the memories finally come back, most of them anyway. So, it was entirely possible Obsidian didn’t know who she was. 
 
   Jen had gone somewhere during the time she had apparently died in Wet Gulch and when she subsequently woke up in the Undertaker’s. She had been sent on a special mission to help someone. It didn’t turn out as planned, but she hoped it helped the person who had recruited her. She got an important item from the agreement, in any case. She glanced at the gun safe and smiled, remembering what the kind soul had done for her during that time.
 
   “I can’t believe I actually found it here.” She smiled.
 
   If past experiences had taught Jen anything, it was to be prepared. She looked at her body in the mirror the next morning after showering. “Pathetic, Jen. Every month you ovulate and you degrade a little bit more. Just a few hours a year, but enough. At least you still look twenty.” She tested her muscle tone, her body shape. Still slim and firm, but not enough. Not nearly enough. “Time to toughen up. Time to release the demons and see if she remembers who she is.” She giggled when she said it, and had to control her urge to go on a killing spree right then. “Jeese. Calm the fuck down, Jen. First things first. Become mortal enough to buff up, then have fun.” She would spend her time working out and electronically stalking Tina. Waiting for the Earth to end would not necessarily have to be the only plan, now that Obsidian was here. Together they could finish what they started so long ago. “If she remembers. If not, then it’s back to square one. She’ll just have to die too.” She walked over to her gun safe, dialed the combination, and opened it. Along with a healthy collection of various firearms, she had an ornate sword in a scabbard, the item she had gotten in the agreement. She took it out of the safe and drew it from its scabbard. “There you are Tergon. Can’t wait to put you in action again.” She lovingly caressed the razor sharp edge with her finger and looked at the beautiful inscription with the sword’s name on it. “I still can’t believe I found you. Hel will be handsomely rewarded for this. Someday.Someday I’ll pay her back for her generosity. She was the only one who understood and actually tried to help. I just hope what I did helped her cause. Either way, Hel,” She looked up at the ceiling as if through it to another plane of existence. “I will pay you back for your generosity.”
 
   She heard Diablo scratching at the bedroom door. “There’s my baby,” she said. She put away the sword and opened the door. A coyote walked in, sniffed her, and jumped up on her bed. 
 
   “Hungry boy?” 
 
   Diablo watched her every move.
 
   “Don’t worry. I have to go through the mortal cycle again. I’ll get you some fresh meat soon, big boy. Got to prepare for another lifetime, just in case.” She walked over and petted his head. She sighed as she looked over at the medicine cabinet. “Well, I guess I’d better get started. Three weeks of mortality. Not looking forward to it, but it’s got to happen if I’m going to be ready.” She walked over to the cabinet, opened it up, and pulled out a circular case with birth control pills inside. She took one out and popped it into her mouth, slurping water from the faucet to help it down. “So it begins, Diablo. Starting in about a half an hour when that hormone kicks in, I’ll be no different than any other pathetic human on this fucked-up planet. A damned mortal. Well, almost.” She scrunched up her nose at Diablo, who simply watched her.  “How about some food, huh boy? I have some from the last harvest, it’s better than that nasty dog food.”
 
   Diablo tilted his head as if trying to figure out what she was saying, and then trotted off through his doggie door to his food bowl sitting on the back porch.
 
   “Guess that means yes.” Jen chuckled, put on a robe, and followed him out. 
 
   A locked upright freezer sat next to a refrigerator, with a grilling countertop complete with a BBQ grill and a microwave built into the wall. She punched in the combination on the freezer, opened the door, and looked inside. She giggled at the sight in front of her. Dozens of baby human parts, expertly butchered and sorted according to their part, and wrapped in white butcher’s paper.A sharpie marked clearly what part was stored. She looked down at Diablo, who was already drooling in anticipation of his dinner. She put her fingers on her chin, deciding. 
 
   “What this time, huh? How about a nice leg for my Diablo?” She looked down at him, and he stared at her with hungry anticipation. “Yea, that sounds good. I’m a bit hungry too. Maybe one for each of us?” She grabbed two legs and locked the freezer back up. As she unwrapped them, she began humming Deccon’s Bloom, realizing she was thirsty. She glanced down at Diablo’s water bowl out of habit, but she already knew it would be full. She had installed an automatic waterer for her pet. She grabbed a beer from the refrigerator. 
 
   She then placed the two baby legs into the microwave, set it on two minutes, and started up the grill. “Sorry, I like to have mine cooked at least a little bit once it’s been frozen.”
 
   The microwave went ‘ding’. She then took his out and handed it to him. He gently took it from her hand and laid down on the grass, the child’s tender leg in his mouth. She watched him with joy as he enjoyed the meal. She then tossed hers on the grill and opened the BBQ sauce, brushing it on liberally. She opened the beer bottle and took a healthy drink. 
 
   “Yea, that’s good. Nothing like a beer and a baby leg for breakfast, eh Diablo?”
 
  
 
  



Chapter 5
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Something was wrong. 
 
   Terribly wrong. Ceci couldn’t get it out of her mind. The strange things Jen had said, the mention of the old town in West Texas. The next day she couldn’t help herself, and did some research. It was public knowledge, and easy enough to find. One Google search pointed her to a documentary entitled Lady Gunslingers. As she watched the stories about Annie Oakley, Belle Star, and others, a strange feeling came over her. The little hairs on the back of her neck stood on end. The next women talked about were three named Tamara Sampson, and her rivals Lady Obsidianand La Diabla- The Dragon Ladies. Her blood ran cold as the narrator told the tale and the associated one about the mass murdering woman who was Lady Obsidian’s lesbian lover La Diabla, Otherwise known as Jennifer Morgan. Ceci gasped as her name was said, knowing it wasn’t a coincidence. When the faded black and white image of Jen’s dead body propped up in front of the Wet Gulch saloon with Sheriff Neighbors standing proudly in front of it was shown, Ceci gasped again. The narrator then made an ominous statement of how Jen’s body had mysteriously disappeared from the Undertaker’s office. Shivers went downCeci’s spine as the impossible became real in her mind. The photograph was faded, but the image of Jen was clear enough.
 
   It was the same person.
 
   The photo of Obsidian was a perfect match to Detective Greyland. 
 
   “This can’t be real,” Ceci said to herself.
 
    
 
   Jen spent the weekend exercising. She didn’t talk to anyone and she didn’t leave the house. With her laptop set up on her treadmill, she ran and ran until her muscles hurt. Meanwhile she searched for anything related to Detective Tina Greyland. She found out quite a bit. She was in her late forties and had been adopted as a child in Fort Collins, CO. She had a less than stellar school career, except when she tried out for the weight lifting team. Jen stopped running and laughed for several minutes when she found the short article in the high school newspaper’s archive. The amateurish article painted the picture of Tina easily lifting the heaviest weights, and her brother stopping her from joining the team. It was basically written off as a practical joke. Jen knew it wasn’t a joke. It was the truth. Extraordinary strength was a dragon trait, something that Jen had as well, although not nearly as much at Tina. Tina had a normal strength that was ten times a normal human, at least. She could bend metal, lift cars, and the whole bit. Jen’s normal strength was more like just a level above the strongest man on Earth. 
 
   Tina was a good cop with a near stellar record of taking down bad guys. She had spent some time in Arizona until transferring to Las Cruces. There were some details about a divorce, and then a big article about her solving the Las Cruces Bowl murders. Nowhere did she initially find anything else about her unusual abilities. But, she knew there had to be something. After some dedicated searching, she found a neighbor’s account in Fort Collins of a little girl who had gotten battery acid on her but remained unharmed. 
 
   “Gotcha,” Jen said. 
 
   She couldn’t find any indication that she thought she was anyone other than Tina Greyland. No psychotic episodes about other worlds or dragons, nothing. 
 
   “This could be a problem.”
 
   She washed up and settled in for a quiet Saturday afternoon and evening, with Diablo cuddled up with on the couch. A nice baby femur was in his mouth. She contemplated her next move. What would she do? How could she jog Obsidian’s memory? Could she even do so? Maybe something to shock her, like a mass murder, would do it. She remembered waking up outside Las Piedras and having no memory. Obsidian could very possibly have no idea who she was. She’d already thought about these things, but she needed to think it through. What to do next? As she flipped through Netflix for a nice horror movie to watch, her phone rang.It was Ceci.
 
   “Hey, Ceci! What’s up?”
 
   “Jen, are you free tonight?”
 
   “It’s Saturday.”
 
   “Yea… yea, sorry. You’re probably going out, huh?”
 
   Jen laughed. “Nah. I just finished working out, am getting ready to snuggle up with a movie with Diablo.”
 
   “Diablo?”
 
   “My coy… my dog.”
 
   “Oh, I didn’t know you had a dog. Where do you live that they let you have a dog?”
 
   “Oh, I have a house in Talvera.”
 
   “Talvera? You never told me that. Wow.”
 
   “So, what’s up, Ceci?”
 
   “Do you think I could see you tonight?”
 
   “Change your mind about the heavy petting?”
 
   “Funny, Jen. No… I… found something I want to show you. A documentary about… lady gunslingers.”
 
   Jen knew exactly what she was talking about, and smiled. “Cool, you should come over. I was thinking of doing some grilling. Are you hungry?”
 
   “Grilling… sure. That sounds good. I’ll get some wine. Do you need steaks or anything?”
 
   Jen stroked Diablo’s fur and smiled. “No. We have everything.” She gave her the address, and then hung up. “Well, Diablo, looks like you may get a treat tonight. Come on, let’s go get ready.”
 
    
 
   One half our later, Jen and Diablo sat on the front patio waiting. Jen wore shorts and halter top, and sipped on a glass of wine as Diablo sat next to her looking around at the desert. It was around sundown when they heard a pack of coyotes howling in the distance. Diablo didn’t call back. He simply tilted his head a bit, and then laid down. 
 
   “What’s wrong, boy? Not interested in finding some hot bitch?” She petted his head. “You should go, see what you can find.”
 
   Diablo continued to look out, no longer acknowledging the distant pack. 
 
   Jen snickered. “Or not.”
 
   Ceci’s 2004 Toyota 4Runner came up the half-mile long drive to Jen’s house. 
 
   Jen smiled. “I see. Sticking around for a fresh dinner, eh?” 
 
   Diablo’s head went up, his ears pointed at the SUV. A bit of drool dripped down from his mouth.
 
   Ceci pulled up and parked her vehicle, sitting inside for a few moments as Jen waved.
 
   “This’ll be interesting,” Jen said. “Huh, boy?”
 
   Ceci stepped out with her purse and a bottle of wine, dressed in jeans and an NMSU t-shirt. She removed her sunglasses and looked at Jen, and then down at Diablo. It was obvious she was hesitant. Jen got up and went to the front gate, which was already open. Diablo was right beside her. Ceci looked long and hard at the coyote before saying a word.
 
   “Come on, the grill is already warmed up. What’cha got there?” Jen said.
 
   Ceci looked at the bottle, and then said, “Oh, just something from St. Claire’s. I brought some potato salad too.” She reached into the back seat and pulled out a large covered bowl.
 
   “Oh, Ceci, you didn’t have to do that, but I’m glad you did.” 
 
   “Is he alright?” Ceci motioned to Diablo. “He doesn’t bite, does he?”
 
   Jen giggled. “Diablo, bite? Oh, come on now. Look at him. He’s my baby. Diablo, say hello to Ceci.”
 
   Diablo walked up to Ceci, sat, and put up his right paw.
 
   “Oh… ummm…” She looked at her full hands.
 
   Jen stepped up and took the bottle and bowl. 
 
   Ceci then knelt down and took Diablo’s paw, shaking it gently. Diablo then stood and began lightly sniffing Ceci. Ceci looked up at Jen, and Jen nodded with a smile on her face. Diablo then licked Ceci’s hand. 
 
   “Awww,” Jen said.
 
   “So, he’s okay, then?” 
 
   “He likes you, Ceci. He thinks you’re delicious.” She giggled.
 
   Ceci looked down at him, and then back up at Jen, who was grinning.
 
   “Come on, let me show you the place.”
 
   “Jen, this is a huge house. How can you afford this? I mean… I’m sorry, that’s none of my business.”
 
   Jen opened the ornate front door, “I inherited some money from my great grandmother. I invested some, and bought a house and that sweet Mustang with the rest. Oh, and paid for school. Come on.” 
 
   Ceci walked in with Diablo walking with her, as if he had adopted her as his new master. Ceci petted him. “What exactly is he? He looks like a coyote.”
 
   As Jen walked through the foyer and into the great room, she said, “Siberian Husky mix. He’s part Mexican Gray wolf. It makes for an extremely loyal, obedient, and loving breed. They’re actually breeding them down near where my family comes from in Aquas Calientes. They’re calling them Lobo de Casa. It essentially means House Wolf.” She sat the wine and potato salad on the bar.
 
   “He looks just like a coyote.”
 
   “The combination of the breeds makes for a dog that’s basically that. Perfectly suited for the desert.”
 
   Ceci nodded and looked around at the magnificent house. “I can see why you don’t flaunt your wealth.”
 
   “No, not at all. Could you imagine?” Jen took a sip of wine. “Come on.” She walked to the back yard where the grill was radiating heat. “It’s just about ready for the meat.”
 
   Ceci nodded.
 
   “Did you bring what you wanted to show me?”
 
   Ceci shook her head. “Actually, you can find it on Netflix.”
 
   “Oh, cool. Why don’t you set it up and I’ll get the BBQ started?”
 
   Ceci nodded and returned to the great room, Diablo right with her. She found the remote and sat on the couch, and Diablo jumped up and laid down, putting his head on her lap. 
 
   “Jen, is it alright for him to be on the couch?”
 
   “Of course! This is his house too.”
 
   Ceci petted the ‘dog’ as she looked through Netflix. Jen’s history showed almost all horror movies. She gulped. She loved the house, though. It was decorated in a medieval style, with a suit of armor in one corner, a katana displayed above the fireplace, and other weaponry from the period on display. It would be beautiful if it wasn’t macabre. Especially considering Jen’s viewing history. 
 
   Jen pulled out two baby thighs and put them on the grill, brushing them with her special sauce. She smiled and giggled a bit at the anticipation of what was going to happen next. “Calm the fuck down, Jen,” she whispered to herself.
 
   Moments later, Jen walked in and plopped down on the couch on the other side of Diablo, petting his back. “So, you find it?”
 
   Ceci nodded. “Jen… you… you have a lot of horror movies.”
 
   “Yea, it’s kind of geek thing. I like other stuff too.”
 
   “Well, here it is.” She pulled up the documentary and pressed pause. She looked over at Jen. “Have you seen this one, about lady gunslingers?”
 
   Jen shook her head and took a drink of wine. “No. Hey, I wonder if they have my great great grandmother in there.”
 
   “You’re… what?”
 
   “My great, great grandmother. She was a bit of legend back in the 1800s. I guess she burned down a village, and was finally killed by some lady named…” She acted like she couldn’t remember.
 
   “Tamara Sampson,” Ceci said with wide eyes.
 
   Jen snapped her fingers. “Right. So, this is about her? I have her name, it’s pretty cool. She left me, well my great grandmother, a bunch of money.”
 
   “Jennifer Morgan, La Diabla.” Ceci looked at Diablo.
 
   “Yea. Cool, huh? It all took place in that old town we were going to do the reenactments… before Tina betrayed me.”
 
   Ceci’s nerves were raw. This seeming explanation didn’t make her feel any better, especially considering Jen’s movie history. “And… what about Lady Obsidian? She looks exactly like that detective.”
 
   “Whoa, really? Let’s see!”
 
   Ceci hit play.
 
   The two of them watched the entire documentary, with Jen on the edge of her seat the whole time. She asked Ceci to pause it several times so she could tend to the BBQ. 
 
   At the last part where the photographs showed the identical likenesses of Jen and her ‘ancestor’, Jen was especially attentive. 
 
   “That’s incredible!” Jen exclaimed. “She looks just like me!”
 
   “Keep watching,” Ceci said.
 
   The image of Lady Obsidian came on, and Ceci watched Jen’s reaction. 
 
   Jen’s mouth was wide open, and her eyes were wider than seemed possible. “Jeese! You’re right, she looks just like her!”
 
   The documentary ended with the mysterious disappearance of Jennifer Morgan’s body.
 
   “Wow, that was cool! Talk about creepy,huh?” Jen said. “Come on, food’s ready.”
 
   Ceci forced herself to calm down somewhat. It was just coincidence, maybe a genetic predisposition or something. It was the most logical explanation. She breathed a sigh and did her best to convince herself it was an overreaction. After all, this couldn’t be the same Jennifer Morgan from 1899, certainly. The idea was ridiculous.  Regardless, her skin still crawled. As she looked at Jen she noticed something she hadn’t before. Or maybe she had and just ignored it up until now. Jen had a certain look she couldn’t put her finger on. Something just under the surface that wasn’t quite right. Maybe she was just being paranoid. She chuckled to herself at the possibility. 
 
   The two of them set up the table on the porch as Ceci thought about everything she had been considering. It was impossible, she thought to herself. It was impossible. She finally calmed down and accepted it for what it was. She chuckled at herself again
 
   They sat and ate, each of them with one thigh, and helpings of potato salad, beans, and salad. Ceci was enamored with the meat. 
 
   “This is so good!” Ceci said as she devoured the thigh.
 
   “It’s all in the sauce. Pretty much any cut of meat is good with it. My own recipe.”
 
   “Oh, you have to give me that recipe. So, what cut is this exactly?”
 
   “Any cut.”
 
   Ceci didn’t hear the last part, as she was busy stripping the meat with gusto. 
 
   Diablo stayed near Ceci.
 
   “So, he doesn’t like his food?” Ceci asked.
 
   “Oh, he can be finicky. He knows he’s getting a special treat later.”
 
   “Special treat, huh, boy?” Ceci smiled at him.
 
   Jen finished her thigh and tossed the bone out in the yard. Diablo didn’t flinch.
 
   They finished up and retired to the den. Diablo was with Ceci the whole time.
 
   “He sure does like you,” Jen said. 
 
   “He is kind of cute, aren’t you boy?” Ceci petted his head.
 
   “Hey, come here. I didn’t finish showing you house,” Jen said.
 
   “Oh, I can hardly move. I’m stuffed.” Ceci forced herself to get up, with Jen helping her. 
 
   “You’ve got to see this, Ceci. Remember how I have the same name as Jennifer Morgan from the 1800s?”
 
   Ceci nodded as Jen opened the door to her garage. Jen motioned for her to enter.
 
   Ceci walked in as Jen turned on the light. She then closed and locked the door behind her.
 
   Ceci dropped her wine glass. It fell and shattered on the plastic dropcloth on the floor. “Oh, my god!”
 
   The garage was protected on all walls, ceiling and floor with heavy dropcloth. In the very center sat a metal table with hooks on the ends. 
 
   “Ceci, please, now… wait a minute…”
 
   “So, how did you like your baby leg? It was from an infant I cut out of the mother’s womb a couple of months ago. Diablo likes them, but he prefers his meat fresh. Like you. Oh, and yes. He actually is a coyote as you suspected, and he does bite. Especially when he’s hungry.”
 
   “You… you’re insane!” Ceci felt her stomach retching as she realized what she had eaten.
 
   “I am her, Ceci. I am that Jennifer Morgan. La Diabla.” Jen’s eyes got wide for a moment as she said this, a sinister grin on her face.
 
   “W…what?”
 
   “I wiped out that village, and no. I wasn’t killed by that whore Tamara Sampson. I can’t be killed. I’m immortal. And Tina Greyland? That’s actually Lady Obsidian reborn. Your suspicions were right on. We’re not from this world.”
 
   Ceci backed up, shaking with terror. “No, this can’t be true!”
 
   Diablo’s hackles went up, and he began growling at Ceci, his head down and his ears flat. Saliva dripped from sharp teeth and his eyes practically glowed yellow.
 
   “See, now that you figured it out, that means you won’t stop investigating until you find the trail of my life, a trail I’ve been pretty sloppy at covering, admittedly.”
 
   “J….Jen, please! No! I… I won’t tell anyone, I swear!” She couldn’t control her bladder anymore.
 
   Jen giggled as she watched the liquid trickle down Ceci’s leg. “See, it’s always good to be prepared. But, of course, urine isn’t what I’m prepared for.”
 
   Ceci turned and ran for the garage door, but couldn’t get hold of the handle through the plastic. “Help me! Please! Someone! Oh, God heeeeellllp!”
 
   “Your god cannot help you. Screaming won’t help either. Nobody can hear you. Diablo, dinner is served. Got get it, boy!”
 
   Diablo ran and jumped, catching Ceci’s arm. She went down, screaming for help as loud as she could. 
 
   Jen giggled as Diablo began to rip Ceci to shreds as she screamed. Ceci fought and scrambled to get away.Diablo pierced her neck with his sharp teeth, ripping and snarling as her screams turned to sick gurgles. She finally went quiet as Diablo tore her throat out. Blood was everywhere, spurting out her last drops before her eyes went blank.
 
   “Yay!” Jen exclaimed like a little girl excited for a new doll. She clapped as Diablo continued to consume the woman. After several minutes of this, she then opened a drawer on the table and pulled out a power saw. “Okay, boy. My turn. She cut off the arm he hadn’t deboned and tossed it across the room. “Go get it, boy!”
 
   He ran and grabbed it, and then laid down to enjoy his fresh dinner.
 
   Jen then hefted Ceci’s body onto the table and began butchering her properly. “Wait. I need music.” She went over and pressed a button on the old fashioned stereo through the plastic.
 
   Cradle of Filth,Born in a Burial Gownbegan playing. 
 
   “Yes! I love this song!”
 
  
 
  



Chapter 6
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Jen watched the news brief on the big screen in Corbett Center Student Union a couple of days later as she waited to go to class.It told of the disappearance of Ceci. She paid it little mind, wanting to get back to the football game that was on. She pulled out a Coke and a ‘Ceci-brain and scrambled egg burrito’ from her lunch bag, unwrapped the burrito from the tin foil, and began eating her lunch.
 
   “Mmmm, damn that’s good. Just enough garlic and green chile. Mmm, mmm.”
 
   A tall, bald, dark skinned man walked up to her wearing a black suit.  His green eyes looked at her with reverence. “Jen. It’s done. It’s all cleaned up,” he whispered. His voice was low and powerful, even in a whisper.
 
   She smiled. “Good. And the car?” she whispered back.
 
   “Somewhere in Mexico.”
 
   “Excellent. You’re damn efficient, Karl.”
 
   “Thanks… but…”
 
   “What?”
 
   “You really should clean out your freezer.”
 
   “What? My best meat is in there. Diablo’s favorite food too.”
 
   “Yea, but if it was ever discovered. Things could get complicated.”
 
   She waved off the comment. “And then what? Prison? Perfect place to wait out the end of this fucked-up planet.”
 
   “Still…”
 
   “Did you see the news? They’re looking for her.”
 
   “Yea.”
 
   “Here, have a burrito. It’ll cheer you up.” She grabbed one from her lunch bag and waved it at him. “Your favorite.”
 
   “Liver and onions?”
 
   She leaned in and handed it to him, lightly kissing him. “Human liver and onions.”
 
   He smiled wide and hastily unwrapped the burrito, taking a desperate bite. His ecstasy was evident. “Mmmmm! Oh, this is the best.”
 
   Jen smiled. “Yea, I thought you’d like that. Come on by tonight and I’ll fix you a nice steak. Ceci was pretty tender. She never exercised. Almost no life energy though. Kind of disappointing in that regard.”
 
   He nodded, devouring the burrito. He swallowed a bite and said, “And you? Are you going through the mortal cycle again? I’m noticing some tone in those muscles.” He reached out and squeezed her bicep.
 
   “Aren’t you sweet for noticing? Yea, sort of. I think I found another way, and may forego the usual birth certificate solution.”
 
   “Oh yea?” He said as he continued to demolish the burrito. “How.”
 
   “She’s here, Karl. I saw her on TV.”
 
   He swallowed and looked up at her. “Obsidian?”
 
   She nodded. “Yep. She’s in the role of a police detective, but it’s her alright. And there’s something else.” She reached into her pocket and pulled out a silver looking coin. It was roughly one inch in diameter, had the image of a winged man on one side and a Norse boat on the other. Runes went all along the outside. “The First One is here too. His coin vibrated in my pocket when I was registering for classes a few months ago.”
 
   Karl nearly choked, and grabbed her Coke, taking a healthy gulp. “What? He… but how? Where, and… Sheesh! I leave for a year and you come up with all this shit?”
 
   She smiled. “Come back to the house tonight and I can tell you the rest. I have a possible plan and has something to do with a certain countess from a long time ago.”
 
   “A what?”
 
   “Just come by. I have to go to class. Sheesh. Guess I’ll watch the game scores on my phone.”
 
   “It’s the Denver Broncos. They lose.”
 
   “Shut up! Anyway, see you later, kay?”
 
   He nodded and she left.
 
    
 
   English was boring. She tried not to fall asleep in class, but the grad student teaching was not helping. The semi-good looking young man had no idea what he was doing. He stood at the front of the class reading the instructions for the final project. It was simple enough, write an argumentative essay.  He spoke in monotone.
 
   Jen watched him speak and wondered how he would taste with her BBQ sauce. She sighed. 
 
   “Jeese. He’s pretty boring, huh?” the young man next to her whispered. 
 
   She glanced over at him. He was another typical frat boy she knew as Roger. Blond hair, rippling muscles, and a pretty face. Not her favorite for a meal with that tough meat, but maybe for something else. “So, what do you say we go grab a beer after this?” she asked him as smiled and looked him up and down. She then squirmed a bit in her seat a bit, as if she couldn’t wait to get alone with him. 
 
   He smiled, revealing dimples. 
 
    
 
   Two hours later, they were at KET frat house, sitting on the couch and making out. He was a good kisser, and she appreciated that. Even though there were other people around. She wasn’t going to stay, though. She had other plans at home. Just a quickie and then she’d get going.
 
   “You want another beer, Jen?” Roger asked as he got up and headed for the keg.
 
   She shook her head, realizing the beer was actually doing something to her. “Shit,” she said. It was the birth control pills. She was mortal, and alcohol now affected her. But… no, there was something else… she felt strange. 
 
   “Was that a yes?”
 
   She shook her head. “Nnn… no… I think one beer is enough…” She rubbed her temples as she tried to overcome the sudden intoxication. She tried to stand up, but stumbled.
 
   “Dude, another one?” a dark haired frat brother asked. 
 
    
 
   Jen woke momentarily several times to each brother forcefully having sex with her. She struggled, but was powerless to stop them.
 
    
 
   The darkness consumed her. 
 
    
 
   When she woke up again, it was night and she was in a pile of trash, naked. She was covered in blood. Her blood. She struggled to get through the filth and gasped, realizing her throat had been cut. Blood had poured out until her natural immortal healing had finally taken over once she had bled out and died. The wound was healing, but agonizingly slow with the hormones still in her system. Her entire body was bruised, and the result of her repeated rapes was evident. She was torn, broken, and waking from death. As she struggled to get to her feet, she realized where she was. She had been dumped at the waste transfer station near Mountain View Regional Hospital. ‘Good,’ she thought. Not because she could get care, but because she was only a couple of miles from her house in Talvera. “I should be healed by the time I get there.”
 
   She managed to make it to her feet, and walked into the desert. 
 
    
 
   As the sun rose she was greeted by Diablo. He whined and licked her, obviously worried. Her house was in sight. She could see Karl’s black Humvee in the driveway.
 
   “I’m alright, boy. I’m alright…” Tears ran down her face as she re-lived the evening, her memories starting return. Details flooded her mind of how the frat boys drugged and gang raped her, and then cut her throat and left her dead body at the dump. “What is it with frat boys in this town?”
 
   Diablo continued to whine as she petted him, wiping away tears. She stumbled into the foyer, still in pain and not completely healed. Nude and covered in blood, she collapsed on the tile, still crying. 
 
   Karl was in the great room reading the newspaper as she came in. “It’s about damn time. You picked a hell of a night to party—”
 
   “Karl, help…” her weak voice called out as she fell. 
 
   He jumped up and ran to her, shocked at her appearance. “Jesus! What the hell happened? You’re hurt!”
 
   “Please, help me to the tub.”
 
   He easily picked her up and carried her to the tub, where laid in it and opened the hot water. “What happened?”
 
   She hugged him and trembled, crying loudly as Diablo whined nearby. “I was… raped… and… murdered.”
 
   “What?! Who did this to you? I’ll kill a motherfucker!” 
 
   She held him close as the tub began to fill with hot water, the blood turning it red. “Frat boys.”
 
   “Frat boys?! What is it with frat boys in the goddamn town?! Which fraternity?”
 
   “KET on campus.” He nodded and tried to comfort her, helping clean her up. The water was now blood red. He grabbed the wire brush, and then stopped himself. He put it down and grabbed a sponge instead, washing the blood and grime off of her. 
 
   She glanced down at it and pulled away from him. She took the sponge from his hands and began cleaning herself up. “No… I’ll deal with them. I have something else I want you to do.”
 
   “I know you can handle them, but… how did this happen?”
 
   “They drugged me.”
 
   “Rufies. Fuck. Because you’re on the mortal cycle. Damn it! I hate it when you do this shit. It always scares the hell out of me that something like this will happen.”
 
   She nodded. “I know, but I needed… well, now it’s just to buff up. I’ve grown soft. But… Karl. I need you to go to Hungary.”
 
   He scowled. “What? Hungary? What for? What the hell are you talking about?”
 
   “There’s something there I want you to get detailed photographs of. Actually, it would be good if you just stole it. But, it’s probably inert now. Better to rebuild it here, in the basement.”
 
   “Jen, you’re talking nonsense. Wait until the drugs wear off.”
 
   She looked down at the red water. She lifted her hand through it. “Elizabeth Bathory, Karl. She was more than anyone knew. Her legacy may hold the key to us getting out of here.”
 
    
 
   She finally shooed him out and properly cleaned herself up. By the time she was dried and dressed, her wounds had finally healed. She reached into the medicine cabinet and took another birth control pill. She stared at herself in the mirror, noticing her hair was growing.  “Time to prepare.”
 
   She met Karl in the den with Tergon in her hand. “I need to prepare, Karl.”
 
   “Tergon. Too bad the magic doesn’t work here.”
 
   She lightly dragged her finger over the razor sharp blade, cutting herself. She pulled it away and put in her mouth for a moment. “It doesn’t need to. Karl, I want to show you something.” She sat on the couch as Diablo joined her, his head on her lap. She petted his head, gazing into his concerned eyes. “I’m alright boy. Maybe you can help me deal with those nasty goddamn creatures who took advantage of me like some pathetic mortal human.” She fired up her laptop and went to a site depicting scenes from Countess Bathory’s horror. “I so hate humans, Karl.”
 
   “Seriously? You’ve never expressed that to me before.” He smirked at her, and then looked at the laptop. “Yea, I’ve seen this. There was a documentary on it a few weeks ago. What does this have to do with punishing some motherfucking frat boys? Come on, let’s slaughter them right now.”
 
   “Listen. I’ll deal with them. I’ll use it to jog Obsidian’s memory too. This thing with Bathory is something else.”
 
   “Okay, but wait. What’s all this about Obsidian? Are you sure it’s her?”
 
   Jen nodded and pulled up a photo of Detective Tina Greyland on the computer. “Yea, there’s no doubt. I did a bit of web stalking on her, and it’s her. But, she seems to have had her memory wiped.”
 
   “That’s a problem.”
 
   “Exactly. We need her, but if her memory can’t be jogged, she’ll have to die. I told you the First One is here too, right?”
 
   He nodded.
 
   “He’s probably here to stop us. I think he’s a college student, but I’m not sure who. I haven’t found him. But, here’s the thing. With the coin here, he’s mortal. And, he’s the other part of the key home. His life force would certainly be more than enough to activate the portal.”
 
   “Wait, slow down. You’re going too fast. Portal?”
 
   She nodded. “I’m starving. Just… look at the web site.” She started to get up.
 
   He stopped her. “No. You stay put. I’ll cook you something. Eggs and brains sound good?”
 
   She sighed and nodded. “Yes, that sounds marvelous. Thank you. You’re always so good to me.”
 
   “Anything for My Goddess Jen of Hell.”
 
   She smiled. “Maybe one day I’ll be her again. I just want to get home to Von now. I don’t care about anything else.” She hugged him tight, and they cuddled for a moment. 
 
   He got up to cook. “Tell me about this other thing. What about a portal? And go slowly.” He chuckled.
 
   “Elizabeth Bathory was supposedly killing young girls and bathing in their blood to make herself look young.”
 
   “Yea, I know about that. Sounds like something you would do.”
 
   She grinned. “Have done, still do when I get the chance. I doesn’t make me look younger, it’s just… I don’t know. An indulgence. Anyway, I think she was doing something else. On the night of her supposed death I found other things that happened. From independent sources I found references to strange lights, demons in the forest, and things like that. Nothing else is mentioned about her. According to the museum web site it says her body is still entombed where she died. But, I don’t think so.” She casted a tab onto her television so Karl could see it from the kitchen. “Here’s a picture of the wall they built to entomb her. Look at the discoloration of this area on the side. It’s been breached and repaired, probably around the same time. The people who repaired it were sloppy, but this was what got me really interested. Look.”
 
   A blurry image of one of the displays in the museum came up. “Karl, what does that look like?”
 
   It was what looked almost like an upright bear trap, standing as tall as an average human. Seven spikes sat all around the edges placed in key places to pierce energy centers of the average human body.
 
   He paused his cooking and looked up. “Wait… that looks like the thing Draso had. It’s a chakra tapping machine… are those jewel sockets?”
 
   “Yes. The jewels are gone now, and if you look, there are some springs and other mechanisms. Possibly even wires, or where there would have been. Don’t these look like electrical connections?” She pointed.
 
   He looked at it closely. “Wait, she was using life force energy to… create a portal? This is amazing! I wonder if it worked.”
 
   “She killed, or allegedly killed, a bunch of people. Then the story ended abruptly. Sometime later were those strange stories about lights and demons. No. I don’t think she got it to work. I think she was rescued by someone or… something.”
 
   “So if it didn’t work for her, what makes you think it will work for us?”
 
   “To make something like this work, you need to supercharge the life energy of the subject, or have an individual who already has a strong life energy. Maybe she just never could find anyone with a strong enough life energy. We know of someone here who has the strongest life energy of anyone anywhere.”
 
   Karl smiled. “The First One. Michael Angelico.”
 
   “Exactly. If we can get Obsidian to remember who she is, we can take her and the three of us can finally get out of this endless loop on our own terms. Or kill her. Either way works. She can’t be alive here to anchor us down. We just need to get Michael, once I figure out who he is. The point is, there’s nothing the gods can do to stop us this way. Once we’re on the other side I can summonacrossthe other dragons who were incarcerated with us on this pathetic planet, the JDM. Once again unitedwith the JDM on the other side, we’ll become a force to be reckoned with. Do you still have the icosahedron? We’ll need that too.”
 
   He nodded and pulled it out of his pocket. “I always have it with me. So, who do you think Bathory really was?”
 
   “I have an idea, and it will blow your mind. There are other accounts of some of her obsessions. She loved spiders. Remember the War of Darkness when Dökkloth returned and the war took a different turn?”
 
   Karl gasped. “The Spider Queen of the Dark Elves, are you serious?”
 
   She smiled. “Yea. Not sure why she was here, but I think it was her. There are accounts of her ramblings where she rages about some insane game she didn’t want to be a part of. Who knows for sure?”
 
   He filled two plates with breakfast and sat them on the breakfast nook table. “So, we need to recreate the device and capture Michael. Sounds like a plan. Have you talked to the JDM yet?”
 
   “No, I haven’t gotten in touch with them yet. I won’t unless we really need to, especially after what happened last time,and you know what happens if we get them on board. No more stealth. Anyway, I want to get Obsidian if we can. It would be nice to have her back. Our Black Queen.” She smiled at the memory. “Then we can slip out of this damned incarceration and show them bastards what it really means to be gods.” She sighed. “Oh, who am I kidding? I just want to see my son.”
 
   “Creating a paradox. Again.But who cares?”
 
   “I sure as fuck don’t.” She sat down at the table with him. “This looks so good. I’m famished.” She dug in.
 
   He ate and watched her. “What about the fraternity?”
 
   “Like I said. I’ll take care of them.Tergon will taste blood again, and Diablo will have a feast.”
 
   “Are we not caring about the police then?”
 
   “Fuck them. In fact, I’ll make sure they know it’s me. That she knows it’s me.That’s the idea. And besides, it’s not like I’ve never been behind bars before. I was in prison in Grogg, remember? And plenty of other places. It’s a good way to do time.” She chuckled at her own joke. “It’s pretty easy to sit out the normal society bullshit for a few decades if need be.”
 
   He nodded and chuckled for a moment. “I was just thinking of Australia in 1820. That was a lot of fun. You killed way too many people, though. Probably why the reset jumped a few decades forward from that point on.”
 
   “It sure was fun when they tried to kill me.”
 
   He laughed and they said it together, “Over and over again!”
 
   “To tell you the truth, I had more fun breaking you out of prison in London a century before. That was before I got my memory.”
 
   “I remember, Karl. One good knock on the head and you were dead. I’m glad I found you again, when you were reborn.”
 
   “Hey, it was all good. You were the best momma an Aborigine boy could have had. After you cut me out of my human mother’s tummy.” He snickered.
 
   “Damn right. Taught you all about how to kill humans, until your memory returned when you what, eleven?”
 
   Karl nodded. “Yea. Game changer.”
 
   Jen sighed. “Good times.”
 
   “Okay, then. Let me clear the house. We need this as a base. Especially if you get caught. I’ll make sure the security to the basement is good so I can work on the portal.”
 
   “When I get caught. The house is technically yours anyway.”
 
   “And prison?”
 
   She shrugged. “If I go, it’ll give you time to work on the portal. First I need to complete the mortal cycle. I’ve got another couple of weeks and a lot of exercise to do. Then I’ll get to work once the hormones wear off. You get to Hungary as soon as possible and get started.”
 
   He nodded. “You know, I think this might actually work.”
 
   “It will work, Karl. Believe it. We finally have a better idea than just waiting for the world to end.”
 
   “And you not able to resist your urges for genocide, resetting the whole thing.”
 
   “Yea,” she said in a chuckle. “But you have to admit. Watching San Francisco go up in a nuclear blast last time was fun. Almost as fun as being President.”
 
   “This is true.” He laughed and took a bite of Ceci-sausage. “And I liked being the President’s advisor.”
 
    
 
   After they teamed up and disposed of any incriminating evidence, much to Jen’s displeasure at losing such succulent meat, Karl left for Hungary. Jen stayed home and worked out. She didn’t care about school or anything resembling normal life anymore. The police would be looking for her soon as a missing person. It would be a given they would go to the fictitious apartment with the fake address. Good. The frat boys would be unsuspecting when the time came. 
 
   As Halloween came, she couldn’t help but remember the good days, the days at home where there really were ghouls and goblins. She had decided to keep her house dark, not playing in the pathetic human game, but something happened she couldn’t resist. She had forgotten to turn off the driveway and porch lights. A seeming brother and sister of around ten years old came to the door wearing Star Wars costumes. They rang the doorbell. 
 
   “Ah, shit. I forgot to turn off the lights.” She thought about it for a moment.“I guess I’ll let them have their fun, and not rouse any suspicion.” She looked around quickly for something to give them. She had bought a bag of candies sometime before just because they had been on sale, but hadn’t indulged yet. 
 
   They rang the doorbell again.
 
   “I’m coming, just a minute,” she said as she opened the bag and poured the contents into a salad bowl. “I need a costume or something… I know.” She put on her black bathrobe and strapped on her sword, and then quickly put on messy red lipstick and thick rouge, and blackened a tooth with mascara. She grabbed a Dark Wizard’s cone from her Dark Ages Magic display and put it on her head. She tousled her hair and opened the door. “Yes, my pretties?” she said in a ‘witches voice’ and then laughed sinisterly as Diablo watched the children from behind her.
 
   The two kids screamed and ran away, jumping into their parents’ car. The car sped away. 
 
   Jen stood there for a moment, not sure of what just happened. She looked down at Diablo, and then watched the car disappear down the road. “Well, alright then.” She promptly cleaned herself up and went back to the couch. “Humans are so strange.” She shook her head.
 
    She sat on the couch watching a Halloween movie marathon, eating a mundane bowl of popcorn- no powdered human blood spice this time. She hated the bland taste. She thought about the two Trick-or-Treaters. She sighed as she imagined how tasty they would have been. It reminded her of the first time they had been sent here, the first incarceration cycle when she and Obsidian were just wondering what they could and couldn’t do.
 
   ---
 
   FIRST INCARCERATION CYCLE- 2002:
 
   The two women lounged in their new home.  One lay on her stomach reading some sort of manual. She was fair skinned with long wavy brown hair, and had piercing purple eyes. Slim but full figure. The other woman had light brown skin and shoulder length straight black hair, black eyes. She was also had a slim but full figure. She sat on the edge of the bed looking at herself in the hand mirror, her look of disappointment evident. A hair brush sat next to her, and a popular rock song played on the clock radio.
 
   “This isn’t so bad,”Obsidian said as she browsed volume one of the ‘Incarceration Instruction Manual.’ She pushed back her waist length long dark brown wavy hair and read the words with her bright purple eyes, confident they could make a good life here. She lay on the bed on her stomach, wearing nothing but her underwear, the manual open in front of her and her legs up in the air. She chewed bubble gum and hummed along with the song on the radio.
 
   Jen sat next her, caressing Obsidian’s fair skin with her finger. “This is bullshit, Obsidian.” She began brushing her shoulder length black hair and looked at herself in the mirror. Her black eyes reflected back something she didn't care for- an aging human body.“I hate this.”
 
   Obsidian rolled over and gazed at the love of her life. “I think you’re beautiful.”
 
   Jen sighed. “You’re just biased. Look at this body. It doesn’t even look like me. My skin is too light and my hair is too short. Look at yourself! Your eyes are the wrong shade!” She shook her head. “I hate this.”
 
   Obsidian sat up and rested her head on Jen. “It could have been worse, baby. This isn’t so bad.”
 
   Jen rested her head on Obsidian’s. “What can be worse than this? We’re on Earth again. This is torture.”
 
   “The Almighty could have separated usfor eternity. This is not so bad, baby. We can do this. Odin really did us a solid standing up for us.”
 
   Jen stood up and pulled some clothes on from the dresser. “Odin. He’s why we're here in the first place. He caught and brought us before the tribunal of the gods after Tyr and his undead bride killed us, remember?”
 
   “He defended us, Jenny. Everyone else wanted to cast us out, separate us for eternity. Not even Loki disagreed with the assessment, even after all we did for him and Hel. It was Odin, of all people, who stepped in and insisted on this as our punishment. Come on. We’re together. That’s all that matters now.”
 
   Jen looked into Obsidian’s eyes. “This incarceration was actually Hel’s idea, did you know that?” She sighed. “You’re right, of course. Any time away from you would be worse than the worst. I can’t believe they sent us back to this podunk town. We could have gone anywhere. So many places on this world to explore, and we're restricted to live in here.”
 
   “You haven’t read the manual, have you?”
 
   Jen shook her head.
 
   “We can leave, to travel, explore as much as we want. We just can’t have any permanent residencein other than the southwest US or northern Mexico.We have to live here in the area, but we can be gone for as long as three months out of the year. Any longer than that and this whole thing resets. I guess we could move to a bigger city like Phoenix or Albuquerque, maybe even somewhere in Colorado, not sure. It does say that Las Cruces is the preferred residence, any other place could cause a reset at the gods’ discretion. It has something to do with population density. Not sure how the math works.”
 
   “But, I don’t get it. Why Earth, of all places?”
 
   Obsidian opened the drapes and looked out. “It’s 2002, just before they develop interstellar travel. Do you know they've had nuclear technology for more than half a century, yet haven't made the leap to FTL technology?”
 
   “What a backward planet.” Jen shook her head.
 
   “It’s a good time to live here. Right on the crux of the most important discoveries of their culture. I think I might go to school, get a degree. You should too.”
 
   “I already have a degree.”
 
   “Plant Pathology from a Mars University two thousand years in the future in a parallel universe. I don't think they’ll recognize it, Jen.”Obsidian chuckled.
 
   Jen couldn’t help but laugh. “I guess not. At least we're set up nice. Decent house and a full bank account... for now. One million dollars won’t last.” She walked up and hugged Obsidian from behind. “As long as we’re together.”
 
   “Yea, exactly. And really, I kind of like this town. Las Cruces isn’t so bad.”
 
   “Maybe we can find Alice and torture her. That would be fun.” Jen smiled sinisterly. “Like Kraal and I did when we came over, remember?”
 
   “Jen, you really need to read the manual. Alice Winter doesn’t exist in this universe.”
 
   “That figures. Can we have any fun at all, then? Or do we have to just be normal human scum?”
 
   “I’ve been searching the manual for that, and I can’t find anywhere that says we can’t. It does say we’re subject to final judgment depending on our behavior here, and oh. Suicide will just reset the sentence. Any significant mass murder would do it too, depositing us further back in time where we have to start over. Seems the idea is to get us to reform, change our ways. When Earth expires naturally, if we’ve not killed too many people, and it doesn’t specify how many too many is, we’ll be released.”
 
   “Interesting. So, we can have some real fun then?”
 
   Obsidian kissed Jen and gazed into her dark eyes. “We’ll be judged, but I can’t see why not. Besides, I’m hungry.”
 
   Jen chuckled. “Like we’ve ever worried about judgment. So, who do you want to kill first?”
 
   ---
 
   They had some good times that first time around. Mass murder was always fun. She looked in the mirror and remembered when she finally discovered why she had been aging that first time. She had learned so much. 
 
   Living through the twentieth century had been interesting. She had been discrete, only indulging in her blood lust periodically and making friends along the way. After so many times of reliving it, she knew who to trust and who not. 
 
   She had figured out certain things in her impossibly long life. She figured out she had a near fatal weakness. She had originally discovered this when she had become pregnant with her son on Ahl-Thoor-Hees. Of course, her son had gone on to realize his destiny and was out of her life. For now. She was determined to see him again. But, that pregnancy had showed her something important about herself, something she would never share with anyone. She had figured out how to make it work for her.
 
   She figured out how to be happy with herself without relying on her life-long love. The final betrayal, even though she no longer blamed her, taught her an important lesson about people. Nobody can truly be relied on, except yourself. Maybe Karl, if he didn’t screw things up this time. And then, Obsidian showed up again. One last chance for reconciliation, or her lover’s death.
 
   She figured out how the early part of the twenty first century was a great time to live. The exploits available were nearly endless. 
 
   She also figured out how gullible the human race was. Given just a few articles of seeming legitimacy was all it took to convince anyone of anything.
 
   But, perhaps most importantly, she learned the fine art of fingernail maintenance. While she was in her mortal cycle she let her fingernails grow longer than normal, but not so long that they looked freakish. She then took great care to give herself a particular kind of manicure. One that could be useful in the times to come.They were long, but rounded so that they didn’t look like claws. She sharpened them from the underside and made sure they would be that way when the cycle ended. Then they would be permanent and invulnerable like the rest of her. Tiny little daggers on the end of each finger. They were long beautiful nails. Delicate looking, but would be razor sharp and deadly when the time came. She painted them crimson.
 
   She decided it was time for a workout and a shower. She continued to reflect on her incarceration on Earth as she walked into her bedroom.
 
   Her workout routine continued for the next couple of weeks, until she was satisfied she had buffed out enough. “Time to get back to me.”
 
   She stood naked, looking at herself in the mirror. She was beautiful, and she knew it. Not because she was conceited, but because she had lived long enough and had seen a sufficient number of people to know what was attractive. She was not just beautiful, she was perpetually young. Her only aging was done on her terms, now that she had figured out the secret.
 
   “Time to cut that hair, chica,” she said to herself, smiling. It would be the first time since the previous mortal cycle she would have to do so.
 
   She opened the medicine cabinet and pulled out her birth control pills, and looked at the last one. She dropped it into the toilet. “Back to normal in just a few hours.”
 
   Her long, straight black hair draped down past her waist now. Nearly the longest it had ever been. She began brushing it out and noticed she would have to make sure all her body hair was eliminated before the last pill wore off and she reverted back to her normal self. Maybe one more final sharpening of her fingernails for good measure.
 
   “Personal hygiene is such a pain,” she said. “I’ll be glad when I don’t have to worry about this anymore.”
 
   She brushed out her hair and then grabbed the scissors. “Let’s see… how long do I want it to remain?” She measured with her hands and decided her normal length, middle of the back, would be just fine. She easily cut it, letting the hair fall to the floor.
 
   She sat the scissors back on the counter top and backed up to look at herself. She was pleased. Her muscle tone was better than ever. She had surpassed her previous attempts at body building, now looking like she had not one ounce of fat on her. She had a flat, muscular tummy with just a hint of a six pack. Her arms were massive for a woman, and her breasts were perkier than ever. She pivoted around to inspect her buns and her legs. She was powerful, stronger than she had ever been. Her brown skin looked vibrant, glowing. Her black eyes sparkled with pleasure. 
 
   “Yes, this is exactly how I want to look for the rest of eternity,” she said, nodding approval. “Just one more night of training, and I’ll be ready.”
 
   She slipped on her athletic apparel and stepped into her personal gym. She clicked the play button on the DVD, and it continued on with the self-defense training. She followed along, hitting the punching bag, doing complex maneuvers, and continuing her training until she was exhausted. She collapsed on her bed, laughing at her body odor and sweat. She knew this would be the last time she would ever feel sore.
 
   She looked at Tergon and smiled sinisterly. “Goddamn frat boys haveno idea what’s about to hit them,” she said in a chuckle.
 
   She continued to laugh, thoughts of murder and massive destruction flowing through her mind like a macabre movie. “Oh, I just can’t wait!”
 
    
 
    
 
  
 
  



Chapter 7
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Diablo was hungry. She readied herself for a nice leisurely night watching television, but his pathetic looks broke her heart. 
 
   “Poor boy. We don’t have any more human meat. I know. I hate it too. I guess I can go get you some dog food, the good kind with horse meat, huh? Would that be alright?” She said as she petted his head. 
 
   Her phone rang, it was Karl.
 
   “Karl, how’s it going?”
 
   “Jen. I haven’t been able to get in to see it. I’ve searched the whole area for that museum, finally finding it in Transylvania of all places. It’s combined with the Tepes display. I’ve been here two weeks trying to get in to see it, and I can’t get access.”
 
   “Why not?”
 
   “National security they said. There are pictures of it, but I have to wait for clearance from the ambassador to actually get in to see it.”
 
   “Did you show them your D.O.D. card?”
 
   “Yea, didn’t make any difference.”
 
   “Shit. Keep trying. Do they have any photos that could help?”
 
   “No. They’re all of the front from a distance. They’re calling it a torture device, and claim it’s a unique piece, and is priceless.”
 
   “That much is true. Alright. Keep trying.”
 
   “How are you doing?”
 
   “Bored. I just finished up the pills, and readied myself for the reversion. Diablo’s hungry. He hates that dry dog food shit. I’m headed out to get him something better.”
 
   “Alright, but no storage. We need to keep the house clean.”
 
   “I know. No, I mean like canned dog food, maybe a cow steak or something. I’m crawling out of my skin.”
 
   “It’s going to be alright. Stick to the plan, Jen. Wait until you’re back to normal and kill those motherfuckers. Diablo will have plenty to eat then.”
 
   “Yea, about that. I’m a bit worried the cops may put him down.”
 
   “Shit. You’re right. Okay, look. If I don’t get in to see it by the end of the week, I’ll head back. I think I’ve figured out the basic idea of how this thing works. Maybe we can redesign it. Anyway, don’t do anything until I get there. I can’t keep Diablo safe if you get caught.”
 
   “Sheesh. I don’t know if I can hold out that long.”
 
   “Just try. I gotta go. Stay safe Jen, see you soon.”
 
   “See you soon.” She ended the call and looked into the yellow eyes of her sweet Diablo. “I’ll be right back, boy. It’s getting late, I better go before I have to go to fucking Walmart.” She rubbed his head.
 
    
 
   One half hour later she stood in the PicQuick convenience store on University Avenue. Her 1972 Harley Sportster sat outside. She browsed the cans of food, realizing she would, in fact, have to go to Walmart. There just wasn’t anything good. “Damn. I hate that fucking store.” She sighed and grabbed a Snickers, heading for the checkout counter.
 
   Before she got there, she saw a man standing with a gun pointed at the nice looking lady behind the counter. “Goddamn it. Not now. Jeese,” she said out loud. 
 
   The robber yelled, “I said open it!”
 
   He was a large Caucasian man with a round face and bulging eyes like he was suffering from some addiction. He wore dirty clothes and his short brown hair looked infested with lice.
 
   Jen looked around at the empty store, and then her watch. 12:38AM. “Fuck. I hate this.”
 
   The robber spun around and pointed the gun at Jen. “Shut the fuck up! Get on the floor!”
 
   “I don’t think so, fatso. You get on the floor. I’m in a hurry.” She then addressed the lady. “Could you just check me out real quick, and then give this fucktard his money?”
 
   The robber backhanded Jen. She stepped back with the impact, dropping her candy bar.
 
   “Goddamnit!” She reached down to pick it up, realizing the backhand hadn’t hurt. “Fucking pussy. You hit like a girl, you know that?”
 
   “I’ll fucking kill you, cunt!” He stepped closer.
 
   “Yea?”
 
   He aimed the gun at her. She was fast, though. Her training was already paying off. She spun around, grabbing a screwdriver from the automotive display. She shoved it right into his eye and stepped back. She then looked at the clerk, who was scrambling to escape out the back. She heard sirens.
 
   He screamed and yanked the screwdriver out. “I’ll fucking kill you!” He rushed her, body slamming her. She couldn’t get out of the way fast enough, and went flying over the display. 
 
   “You... don't want to do this, trust me,” Jen said. She sat apparently cowering in the corner, her blouse torn open from falling against the display. She looked around at the security cameras catching everything. “Fuck.”
 
   “Fuck you, bitch! You're gonna die for what you done!” He aimed the .45 at her head and pulled the trigger. 
 
   The bullet glanced off her forehead and crashed into the display of motor oil nearby. 10w40 exploded. He blinked his one good eye at the unbelievable sight in front of him. He squeezed the 1911 Colt's trigger repeatedly, each bullet doing her no harm. The slide sat open. He was out of ammo. He dropped the gun and backed away. “My god... What are you?”
 
   “Already back to normal. That’s good at least,” she whispered to herself. She wiped away the smudges left by the 230grain bullets, and stood up. Oil spread across the floor as she stepped around it. Her blouse now wide open, she ignored it and stepped toward him. “No. Not your god, pathetic human. I was hoping to avoid this, to stay under their radar for at least a little longer. But you've left me no choice.” She grabbed a tire iron from the automotive display and slapped it against her open palm.
 
   He stumbled to get away from her, slipping and falling in the oil slick. “Please! God help me!” He put up his hands in defense.
 
   She smiled as she remembered something she’d heard a long time ago, spoken by a great goddess of the undead. “Your god is irrelevant.” She raised the tire iron above her and brought it down hard on his head. He screamed in terror one last time. Then she did it again, and again. She didn’t stop until his head was just a pile of mush. She was drenched in blood. She licked her lips, tasting the splattered red liquid. “O negative. Delicious.”
 
   The sirens continued to get louder, so she ran out and jumped on the bike. The clerk was outside waiting for the police. She had seen it all. She was wide eyed and speechless.
 
   “He missed,” Jen said. She kickstarted the bike and hauled ass east, out of sight, her open blouse flapping in the wind. 
 
   She arrived home and quickly cleaned up. She tossed her bloodied clothes into the washer and started it, realizing she wouldn’t be back to finish. After a nice hot shower she dressed in cutoff jeans and a white halter top that tied in the front- no bra. She brushed out her long black hair, blew dry it and put in a ponytail, giggling all the while with anticipation.She then put on black eye liner, mascara, and lipstick to give her a nice goth look. She even spent some time putting on black nail polish to complete the look. She opened the safe and took out her sword, caressing the invulnerable scabbard for a moment before strapping it on her over-the-shoulder belt, securing it well. She also took out her favorite hunting knife and sheath, putting them on her waist belt. She drew the sword and looked closely at it. She caressed the ornate etchings written in the common Velland language which read on one side, ‘Tergon’ and on the other ‘This sword belongs to Sienna, daughter of the Dragon King’She looked down at Diablo. “Looks like tonight’s the night, boy. Come on. No more waiting.” 
 
   She opened her third garage door and jumped into her 1988 Chevy pickup. Diablo jumped in the bed, excited for a ride and a possible fresh meal. 
 
   She calmly drove past the Pic Quick which was surrounded by emergency vehicles, an onto the NMSU Campus right up to the KET fraternity house. 1:45AM and a party was fully in progress. “Perfect. Time to release the demons.” She grinned and giggled. “You wait out here for a bit, Diablo. I’m going to scope it out.”
 
   The door was wide open. She calmly walked in, with Diablo waiting outside in the shadows. The music was loud, and the party was just getting started. She walked into the kitchen, grabbed a beer from the refrigerator, and slammed the whole thing as a couple made out on the countertop. 
 
   She looked at them after giving a loud burp, and smiled. They never noticed her.
 
   She then walked out into the living room where it was almost standing room only. Couples made out on couches, frat boys stood and laughed, boasting about various accomplishments as they drank heavily. Empty beer bottles, cans, and half empty party cups littered every surface along with a wide variety of liquor bottles.She grabbed a nearly empty bottle of Jack Daniels and guzzled the last three shots worth, letting go a satisfied sigh with the last drop. The then dropped the empty bottle to the floor. Nobody noticed. 
 
   She noticed one girl was obviously drugged. The poor girl looked around the room with glazed over eyes as Roger molested her. The girl tried to push his hands away from her exposed breasts, but she had no strength to do so. 
 
   Jen just about stepped in when Roger suddenly got up and made his way to the bathroom. Still, nobody noticed Jen. Nobody had noticed the once-dead gothgirl wearing short jeans, a white halter top, and an obvious sword strapped to her back. Everyone was drunk and too busy partying and trying to get laid. 
 
   She reached down and grabbed the drugged girl’s hand. “Come on, you’re getting out of here.”
 
   “Huh, whaaaa? Whoooowharewyoooo?” the girl was in no shape to go anywhere. Jen helped her to her feet and practically dragged her to her truck, laying her on the cab seat. Diablo walked up. 
 
   “We’re going to let this one go. But the rest are dinner.”
 
   Diablo began panting in anticipation. 
 
   “Come on. Let’s do this.” She rubbed his head.
 
   Jen and Diablo walked up to the door, and this time she was noticed. Roger looked around for his would-be conquest and saw Jen standing there at the door, a large coyote beside her. “Jen!” he screamed. All the frat boys spun around to look at her. She walked in, to the looks of shock on the frat boys’ faces. She smiled and said, “Hey boys. Want some more of this?”
 
   She untied her halter top and exposed herself.
 
   “What the fuck?! How can you be alive?” one frat boy said with his girl by his side. “I thought you took care of this!” he yelled at Roger.
 
   “What? What do you mean?” the girlfriend asked. “Who is she?”
 
   He ignored her and approached Jen. “Get the fuck out of here. Take your goddamn dog too.”
 
   Diablo growled.
 
   “I said get the fuck out!” he screamed, pointing at the door.
 
   Jen turned around, closed the door, and twisted the deadbolt with a sinister grin on her face. She then approached him and began caressing his face with one hand, his growing bulge with her other. “Oh, don’t be so rude. I liked what you boys did last time. I just wondered if you wanted some more of this.” She giggled seductively and bit her lip. “I could use another taste of you.” She moaned.
 
   He was frozen in place as she rubbed her bare chest up against him, breathing heavily. He dropped his beer and put his hands around her waist, his bulge quickly growing.
 
   “Randy! What are you doing?! Who is this bitch?!” his girlfriend demanded.
 
   He ignored her. Jen began kissing him deeply, getting him more aroused.
 
   She then unzipped his pants and pulled out his manhood, which now stood at full attention. “Ooooh, you’re so big! I wonder if I can take that whole thing in my mouth, what do you think, huh?”
 
   His breaths were deep and heavy now, and everyone watched with a combination of arousal and horror. All the women were shocked at the display. Randy’s girlfriend was furious.
 
   Jen then knelt down in front of Randy and took his full length in her mouth, proceeding to give him the best blow job of his life. His knees went week and his eyes began to involuntarily close. His hands rubbed her head and he moaned. Then, he felt her teeth brush up against his shaft.
 
   “Easy, yea… ohh, hooo… goddddd…”
 
   She then bit down on him, piercing the skin.
 
   “Hey, ouch!” He said as he backed away. “What the fuck?”
 
   “What, too rough for you?” she asked as she wiped away saliva and a bit of blood from her mouth. She then began caressing his shaft, which was now bleeding lightly in a couple of places. 
 
   He looked down at her incredibly beautiful face and her perfect breasts, and couldn’t pull away.
 
   “Randy, for god’s sake!” his girlfriend screamed.
 
   Jen took a quick look around, seeing all the faces watching at her, Roger’s the most surprised. The giddiness built quickly, and she closed her eyes for a second, savoring the moment before all hell broke loose. She took a deep breath and said, “This is my favorite part. Just before everyone realizes they’re about to die. I mean, before they really… realize it.” She opened her eyes and smiled.
 
   “What?” Randy asked, not sure if he heard her right.
 
   In a blur of motion she drew her hunting knife and easily sliced off Randy’s penis. She stood up and backed back to enjoy the impending reaction. 
 
   Blood poured out, and he gasped. He looked down at the wound and up at her. Then, he felt the pain and sudden drop in his blood pressure. He collapsed, his eyes wide in shock.
 
   Jen smiled. “Here it comes.” She raised his penis up high and said. “Jen of Hell is here! Time to die motherfuckers!”
 
   Everyone screamed. 
 
   “Yes!” Jen screamed in laughter. “Yes, yes, yes! Scream you pathetic humans! Scream!” She tossed the severed penis against the nearest wall. 
 
   It went splat.
 
   People scrambled to get away from her, climbing the stairs, running to different rooms, screaming and crying all the while. 
 
   Jen went into action. Moving as fast as she could, she sheathed her knife and drew her sword Tergon, slicing at anyone near, laughing maniacally as she did. Her joy was peaking, and she became sexually aroused. Her sword easily sliced through bodies, and when it did, she climaxed. Blood splattered against the walls as the blade easily passed through bodies, severing limbs and heads, bisecting and gutting. Body parts and internal organs began to litter the floor along with growing pools of bright red blood. Again and again she sliced. People scattered to escape, one crashing through a closed window with several more following. One handsome young man stumbled as he ran to get away from her, and she sliced a foot clean off. He screamed. She knelt looked down into his terrified face. “Where’s your god now, pathetic human? Are you sure you don’t want some of this, huh boy?” She ripped off her halter top and dropped her shorts. She was now nude accept for tennis shoes and her sword scabbard. She sheathed her sword for a moment. “Come on, eat me, little boy!” She squatted above his face, blood dripping down her body onto him. 
 
   “God help me!” he screamed as tears ran down his face. 
 
   She sat on his face, rubbing herself on him and moaning in ecstasy as he struggled to get away. She felt a bone in his nose break as she pressed her hips down with all her strength. She then took her knife and used it like a scalpel, slowly slicing open his torso. His guts spilled out, and she smiled, climaxing again. “Yesssss!” She stood up and let him feel the full pain of his predicament. 
 
   As the chaos escalated, Diablo found his mark. A nice, chubby young man trying to get through the mass of escaping people. The coyote ran and jumped, latching onto the young man’s neck. He screamed as Diablo held on, pulling the tasty human down. As the young man fought, Diablo tore his throat out and began having a nice satisfying dinner at last.
 
   Jen saw the majority of the panicking students piled up at the back door at the end of the hallway, and laughed again as she realized why. The door opened inwards. They had jammed it closed in their panic. She drew Tergon, ran and jumped over Diablo, landing sword first onto a pretty red headed bare-chested girl who wasunconcerned about being half naked. It sunk deep into the girl’s back, all the way through. Jen then sliced sideways, cutting the girl in half. Blood gushed as the two halves fell to the ground. The terrified students looked at Jen, screaming and crying in absolute terror. 
 
   Jen smiled and licked the blood off the sword, the razor sharp edge doing her no damage. “Mmmm, so good… who’s next?”
 
   “Please! Leave us alone!” one girl screamed. 
 
   “Just leave us!” a boy said. 
 
   Jen looked closely at the pleading girl, and smiled. She had a baby bump, about 6 months along. “You, step forward,” she said.
 
   The pregnant girl shook with fear and was frozen in place. 
 
   “I said come here, bitch!”
 
   She stepped toward Jen, shivering violently. She glanced at the bisected girl on the floor and tried not to vomit. “Please, I’m pregnant… my baby…”
 
   Jen smiled warmly and stepped up, her sword down at her side dripping blood. She placed her hand on the girl’s belly. “How far along are you, sweetheart?”
 
   “Aaaalmost six months… please just let us go… we mean nothing to you…”
 
   “Six months,” Jen said. “You know, you can still chew the bones up until eight months, then they get a bit tougher.”
 
   The girl gasped and backed away. “Wwwhat?”
 
   Jen took one step and quickly spun around, Tergon easily slicing through the girl’s neck. Her surprised, horrified expression froze and her head fell off. Jen then caught the girl’s body and eased it down. 
 
   Everyone screamed again and scrambled to force open the door.
 
   Jen then carefully sliced open the headless girl’s belly, revealing a living baby inside. “Diablo, special treat boy, come here!” She licked some blood off the baby, enjoying the taste. 
 
   The blood covered coyote ran up as Jen sliced off the umbilical cord and handed the child to him. 
 
   He snatched it from her hands and ran to the living room. Jen turned to look at the horrified students. She licked the blood off the knife, and smiled. “Humans are so delicious, especially when they’re scared.” She then tore some of the placenta out and took a bite. “Oh, nothing beats fresh placenta! So good! You should try it with a nice red stout, or scrambled with eggs.” Her face, as well as the rest of her, was now completely soaked in blood. She grimaced at the trapped college students. “Gosh, I’m so hungry.”
 
   “Oh, dear God! She’s the Devil!” one young man screamed. 
 
   “No. Met him. Lovely man,” Jen said. Her smile then dropped to a sinister scowl.“I’m way worse.”
 
   “Don’t move, Jen,” Roger said from behind. “Put down the sword.”
 
   Jen spun around to see Roger and two other frat boys with guns pointed at her. She giggled. “Or what? You going to shoot me? Careful you don’t miss and hit someone else, dumbasses.” 
 
   “Just put it down or I’ll blow your fucking head off!”
 
   Jen put her hands out to her side. “Take your best shot, boys.” She feigned a lunge at them.
 
   They all three flinched and rapid fired their guns at her until they were out of ammo.
 
   Jen laughed, completely unharmed.
 
   The boys stood with eyes wide, in shock.
 
   Jen then ran at Roger, who was too terrified to move. She sliced at him at an angle, bisecting him from his left shoulder down to his crotch before he knew what was happening. The two halves collapsed to the blood flooded hardwood floor. 
 
   She climaxed.
 
   The other two frat boys spun around and ran, stopping in their tracks at the snarling coyote blocking their path to the door, his head now red with blood, his ears flat against his head and his hackles standing straight up. Blood dripped from his fangs.
 
   “Isn’t he a sweet thing? Such a good coyote. Come on, boys. Want some more of this?” Jen giggled with her arms wide. She then ran up and easily sliced one frat boy’shead off, and then nodded at Diablo. 
 
   He attacked and tore the other one to shreds as he screamed in a high pitched cry for salvation.
 
   The screams continued, and Jen spun around to face the remaining trapped students. One boy actually had the presence of mind to produce his phone. He began recording a video as he and the others cried and pleaded for their lives. She walked toward him and faced the camera. 
 
   “Obsidian, remember,” she said just before she sliced his head off.
 
   She went into a frenzy, slicing off heads and gutting her victims, shoving her sword through their torsos, and cutting off genitals and tossing the removed penises against the wall, until everyonewasdead. She stood in an ocean of blood. Diablo stood nearby, now completely red and satisfied. He licked his chops.
 
   “Go home, boy. The cops will be here soon, and I have work to do. Go on.” She waved him away.
 
   He tilted his head and whined momentarily, until he heard sirens. He then quickly spun around and disappeared through the freshly broken window into the morning twilight. 
 
   “Now, then. Time for some fun before they get here.”
 
   She took her hunting knife and quickly began dissecting the bodies. She arranged all the penises in a nice order from smallest to largest on the kitchen counter. Then she did the same with the women’s breasts, arranging them in a circle on the living room floor that looked like a smiley face.  She then quickly gutted one male and hung him from the exposed rafters with his own intestines.
 
   On the walls in she wrote withblood, ‘Obsidian, remember,’‘Frat boys are rapists,’and ‘Jen of Hell was here.’
 
   She then carpeted the hallway with skin, and used bones to spell out something that looked like a random placing, but could be read if standing at a certain, strange angle. She smiled, hoping it wasn’t too obvious. 
 
   As she was building a pyramid of heads, the police arrived and stormed the building. She ignored them as she completed her masterpiece, and then smiled at the six horrified officers pointing their guns at her. “There. Isn’t that nice?” She presented with her arms wide, a satisfied smile on her blood drenched face.
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Chapter 8
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Jen giggled.
 
   The police had a difficult time man-handling her and putting the cuffs on over her bloodied wrists. She didn’t offer any help, just moving as they forced her to. She wouldn’t remain standing. One officer had to carry her to the parking lot, with her whispering how she would like to fuck him to death. They had her sit outside with a blanket around her as they awaited the Special Services representative to arrive. She hummed along to Rob Zombie’s House of a Thousand Corpses in her head as she re-lived the fun she just had. 
 
   As the sun rose, the news had already spread. News crews from all the major networks, along with hundreds of spectators, crowded around the house to take photographs and video of the woman covered in blood.
 
   She waited until they were all set up, and then she stood up, letting the blanket drop. With her hands cuffed behind her back, she slowly turned around so everyone could get a good look at her naked, bloodied body. “Obsidian, remember,” she said. “Come back to me, and let’s get off this fucking rock. I’m Jen of Hell!” She laughed maniacally. 
 
   Everyone there caught it on video.
 
    
 
   It was a swift trial. All Jen wanted was to make sure her message got out to the mysterious Obsidian that she would be waiting. “Obsidian, remember,” she would say repeatedly when the lawyers and psychiatrists would talk to her. 
 
   She sat in one of numerous interrogation rooms as Captain Jose Chavez talked to her one last time before the lawyers took over.
 
   “Miss Morgan, who is this Obsidian you keep asking to remember? Is it someone who can help, maybe answer questions as to why you committed this massacre?”
 
   Photos of the fraternity crime scene and from the Pick Quick convenience store sat scattered on the table. She was shackled to the floor and wore an orange jumpsuit with the letters ‘NMDOC’ stenciled on the back.
 
   “She knows who she is.”
 
   “So, it’s a woman, then. Who is she, Jennifer? Tell me and I can help you. Once those lawyers jump in, it’s too late.”
 
   She waved her finger in front of him like he was a naughty boy. “No, no. I’m not going to tell you. Once you know it’ll complicate things. No, she has to come to me, then you’ll know. Then it will be too late, my handsome, yummy looking Captain. I wonder how you would taste bathed in my BBQ sauce.”
 
    
 
   The lawyers took over. She was deemed not guilty by reason of mental defect, and sentfor an opened-ended stay for evaluation and treatment at a mental facility in Albuquerque. The families of the victims were outraged, and demanded the death penalty. 
 
    
 
   Less than a week after the highly publicized trial, she was taken to the Rio Grande Treatment Center in Albuquerque. It was a secure facility, more like a medium security prison for insane violent criminals. She went along with it, complying with every command with no argument. Anytime they wanted her to answer a question, she would simply say, “Obsidian, remember.”
 
   The psychiatrists diagnosed her as severely schizophrenic, locked up in a fantasy world in her mind. She never gave any feasible explanation to her slaughter of the fraternity. She only said, “Obsidian, remember.”
 
   So began her incarceration in the criminal justice system. 
 
  
 
  



Chapter 9
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Jennifer Morgan sat on her bed in the mental facility looking out her barred window. Her room was on the fifth floor. Albuquerque stretched out before her, and she smiled. The message had been sent. It would just be a matter of time now, she knew. The massacre and the message to Obsidian would eventually work its way into her beloved’s mind. Then everything would change. 
 
   Karl would be working on the portal, and she knew he had the skills to complete it, if he didn’t screw something up again in one of his rash emotional rages. She would have to find a phone and call him when she got the chance. 
 
   Jen was dressed in the typical patient’s uniform, white pajamas. Her room did not look like a prison cell. It was simply a bedroom with a few items to betray its true purpose. There was a decent bed, fluffy pillow, comfortable 600 threadcount sheets. There was also an intercom system and a nurse’s call button. The typical smell of a hospital room, and the look of the door truly gave it all away. The door was black-metallic with a formidable lock and a small barred portal with a slide for handing in food during lock-down.
 
   It was 6:00AM. Time for pills and breakfast. The door lock automatically slid open. She walked out into the hallway where other ‘patients’ walked in a semi-orderly fashion toward the dispensary. Guards, not orderlies, supervised the procession with angry scowls on their faces. 
 
   “Come on, hurry it up, ladies,” the largest one commanded. She was at least six feet tall, and looked more like a man than a woman except for her huge boobs. Her name tag simply stated ‘Rogers.’
 
   Jen snickered at her, wondering how she might taste in a nice garlic marinade. 
 
   “Move it along, Inmate!” She shoved Jen along.
 
   “Damn cow,” Jen said just under her breath, wondering how much milk those udders could produce. She craved some human cheese.
 
   “What was that, inmate?!” 
 
   “I said, yes, ma’am. Moving along, Ma’am.” She reeled back at Rogers’ breath. It was more potent than Jen’s had been the time she drank the entire Grognor2nd Engineers Battalion under the table. She smiled at the memory. That was a good week, oh so long ago in another life before her adventures began with Mister Smith and The Craft. She smiled for another reason. Rogers was a drinker. Good. She could make that work for her. 
 
   She stood in line that first morning for her mandatory ‘mental pills,’ as she called them. She knew that they were nothing to her, but she would make like they were working, and act sane for a while, that is… until somebody pissed her off. She couldn’t be responsible if someone disrespected her. There would be blood. She slurped at the thought of it, hoping somebody would disrespect her.
 
   Just as she thought this, she noticed a butchy Caucasian woman scowling at her. She had tattoos of various things, but the one tattoo that caught her eye was the swastika on her chest. A woman sporting a swastika. “Sweet,” she said to herself. “Battle is imminent.”
 
   “What the fuck you looking at, goddamn spick?!” Butchy asked of Jen.
 
   “Nothing, nothing at all,” Jen said. She averted her eyes and continued walking. She ached to break the bitch’s neck and watch the light go out of her eyes. She bet her liver would be scrumptious.
 
   “Don’t look her in the eyes, chica,” an older Hispanic woman in front of Jen said. “That’s Andrea. She’s fucking loco. She just about killed the last girl that stared at her like that. She’s still in the infirmary.”
 
   “Good advice, thank you.”
 
   “You’re Jen of Hell, eh? Guess you know all about crazy.” She smirked. 
 
   Jen laughed. “Yea, I guess so. I don’t remember any of it. The things they said I did… I just can’t see myself doing them.” Jen shook her head.
 
   “I’m Emelda.” She put out her hand. “They said I beheaded my husband. I didn’t, but I was glad someone did. Fucking piece of shit that he was.”
 
   Jen took her hand and nodded. “Crazy as a loon too, huh?”
 
   Emelda laughed. “What do you expect from this place?”
 
   Jen stepped up, and the intense looking nurse on the other side of the dispensary window glared at her.  Jen smiled.
 
   “Name.”
 
   “Jennifer fucking Margan-Kalentoff of goddamn Grognor, and of The Glade, and of Mars… and Austin. Granddaughter of Margan the Shiny Human. The bane of Grognor, wife of Jearron and Jeahna, mother of Vonesius of Velland also known as Vayrock the Reborn, benevolent Dragon King of Ahl-Thoor-Hees. I am Jen of Hell, La Diabla de Las Piedras, and the Prismatic Dragon God, supreme goddess of all dragons. But, you can call me Jen.” She smiled again. 
 
   “Jennifer Morgan. Sign on the line.”
 
   Jen did, seeing that her fancy title had no effect on the woman. “I’m also a good fuck.”
 
   The woman ignored her, and instead handed her a small paper cup with three pills. Jen looked at them as asked, “What are these?”
 
   “Your meds. There’s the water. Drink them down.”
 
   “I was only supposed to get an anti-psychotic. What are the other two?”
 
   “Doctor’s orders. Now, take them or Brian here will have to force you.” She motioned to a male corrections officer standing just behind the women in line. 
 
   Jen took a good look at the guard Brian, seeing that he had a higher than usual life energy. Potential. He was an overweight, average looking white man in his mid-thirties. He had short hair and a Harley tattoo on his lower right arm. “I bet I could make a man out of him… okay, okay. I’ll take them.” She slammed the pills in her mouth and washed them down with water. 
 
   “Open your mouth, lift up your tongue, side to side,” the lady commanded as she shined a small flashlight into Jen’s mouth. “Move along to the cafeteria. Next.”
 
   Emelda stuck with her as she went to stand in line. “How long will you be in here, Mija?”
 
   “Not long. I figure once I make it known that I’m rehabilitated, the idiots will let me out.”
 
   “Let you out? You mean, discharged?” Emelda chuckled. “Now you’re being delusional.”
 
   “You think so?”
 
   Emelda nodded as Andrea took cuts in line just behind them, three other tough looking women with her. 
 
   Jen glanced back and smiled at Andrea, and then said to Emelda, “You’re right. They’ll probably put me in Max after my first incident which should begin in three…. two… one…”
 
   “Spicks clump together because they’re full of shit, did you know that?” Andrea asked one of her crew.
 
   “I wondered what that smell was,” the crew member said. 
 
   “Just ignore them,” Emelda said. 
 
   Jen smiled. “Nah. I can’t.”
 
   “Jen, they’ll kill you!” she whispered loudly.
 
   “No, they won’t.” Jen said as she stepped up to her turn. 
 
    
 
   Breakfast went without major problems. Jen was disappointed that was the case. Time for her first counseling came mid-morning. She sat quietly in Doctor Silverman’s office as the tall brunette woman walked in. She sat down behind her desk.
 
   “Jennifer Morgan, I’m Doctor Elise Silverman. How was your first day?”
 
   “Fine, Doctor. Thank you. Everyone has been lovely.” Jen smiled.
 
   “Good. I’ll be monitoring your progress. I’m familiar with your case, but I want to hear it from you. Tell me what happened in the fraternity.”
 
   “I don’t know. The last thing I remember about that night was heading to the store for dog food. The next thing I remember is waking up in the County Jail infirmary.”
 
   “The anti-psychotics they gave you. Miss Morgan, do you know what you did?”
 
   Jen nodded, her eyes down with apparent shame. “Yes, but… I just don’t know why.”
 
   “We’ll get to that. Just make sure you take all your meds.”
 
   “There were three pills, Doctor, what were they?”
 
   “Nothing to worry about, Miss Morgan. An anti-psychotic, a standard anti-depressant, and to help regulate your cycles, all patients must take birth control.”
 
   Jen’s smile faded. “Birth control?”
 
   “That’s right. It became standard after the incident in 2003 with the one patient when she—”
 
   “I’m getting birth control. Fuck.”
 
   “It’s just to regulate your cycles. The clinical diagnoses showed there to be no reason your system would have an adverse—”
 
   “Doctor, I cannot take birth control under any circumstances. It… causes me to… have reactions…” Jen began looking around the room, expecting Andrea to come in and crush her skull at any moment.
 
   “I see, what kind of reactions?”
 
   Jen leaned forward. “Paranoia. Night terrors, severe nervousness—”
 
   “Oh, no. This is a low dosage. It’s not like the standard prescription strength.”
 
   “With Progestin?”
 
   The Doctor scowled in confusion. “Yes, of course.” She looked through her file. “There was no mention of any of this in your initial files. There was, however… here it is. In fact, it showed that you wereon birth control when you were first examined in Las Cruces.”
 
   “Of course, so they could take blood samples. I lifted it from the pharmacy—” she said under her breath.
 
   “I’m sorry, what?”
 
   “Nothing, Doctor. Nothing.” 
 
    
 
   Jen spent most of the time in her room. She wasn’t too excited about interacting with the nut cases, especially in her current mortal state, but didn’t mind napping and reading mundane novels about fantastical characters in distant lands. One she had read many times was a little thing called War and Peace. It would occupy her time and help her sleep. She did her best not to let the urges of murder take her over, but it was difficult. 
 
   She realized that taking her birth control was a good idea, for now. There were routine blood tests to confirm compliance, so she did as she was told. It would be a couple of weeks before she noticed any change in her body, aside from her body hair and so forth. No big deal. She had dealt with mortality before. Her initial fear of being harmed or killed waned as the ‘patients’ paid her little mind. She made sure her nails stayed properly sharpened, of course.
 
   Emelda and Jen formed a solid friendship. After a week in the facility wondering about her initial incident with Andrea, nothing happened. The woman and her friends kept their distance. It disappointed Jen, who had been certain there would be blood spilt soon. Emelda told her stories of her family, and the antics her grandchildren had been up to. They came to visit from time to time.
 
   Jen enjoyed the boring parts, but knew that it would drive her actually crazy if it lasted too long. She wondered if Obsidian had gotten the message, and if so, how was she handling it? It might not be possible to jog her memory. It had taken death and recovery for Jen to remember in 1899. Maybe something traumatic would do it for Obsidian, too. Only problem was, Obsidian wouldn’t wake up from death. She would just be reborn. The whole thing about her being split into two people last time worried Jen. What if this version of Obsidian wasn’t Obsidian, but Sienna? That would be bad, and she would have to be killed. No question about it. 
 
   There was also the correctional officer Brian, the one who watched the dispensary. He couldn’t take his eyes off of Jen. She made sure her clothes were just-so, so that he would continue to notice. Maybe she would ‘forget’ her bra and not button up her shirt all the way. Maybe she would let her pants ride a bit low on her hips. She would raise them up and glance back, giving him a subtle smile. Now that she was emitting body odor, that meant pheromones. She would wash, but not use deodorant. Then she would pleasure herself in the morning just before dispensary time, so her female scent would waft up toward him as she walked by. Oh, she had her ways. There was the ‘oops I slipped’ fall into his arms and the ‘shucks, I dropped my birth control pill.’ A little wink from her with a shy smile would then follow. She always had a smile for him, and he for her. But, there was a problem.
 
   Andrea didn’t like it. 
 
   Jen realized why one day as she was headed to her counseling session. She left a bit early to use the restroom, and who did she walk in on? Brian nailing Andrea from behind in one of the stalls, his white buttocks shining like the full moon. She couldn’t resist. She ran up and slapped him on the rear, and then ran out laughing like a little girl. 
 
   Andrea ran out, ready to kill her right there. Jen walked into the counselor’s office with two birds flying high in Andrea’s direction.
 
    
 
   That night Jen woke up with Andrea’s arm around her neck. Andrea’s crew was there holding her down. Jen looked over at the open door, wondering who had given the access. She would find out, but she suspected Brian. She would have to kill him too.
 
   “Fucking bitch! I was going to wait until my sister starting working as the new nurse tomorrow, but now. Fuck it. You’re going to die! Tonight!”
 
   Andrea began stabbing Jen repeatedly with a half-scissors in the chest, until there was no more sign of life. She then dropped the shank and they all escaped. 
 
   Jen’s blood flooded the floor.
 
    
 
  
 
  



Chapter 10
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   When Jen woke up, she was delighted to feel the drugs making her drunk. It had been a long time since she had felt drugs. “Mmmmm morphine. Yummy.”
 
   The sounds of the hospital were all around her. She was in a surgery recovery unit, no longer in the mental facility. She looked down at her massive bandage around her torso, and could feel where they had done surgery on her. “Wow, actual surgery. Been a long time for that too.” She also noticed her left wrist was cuffed to the bed.
 
   A nurse came in and looked at her. This woman was rotund, and bore a strong resemblance to Andrea. “Good evening, Miss. I’m Nancy, your nurse for the evening. She looked at the bandage, and then took a blood pressure cuff and wrapped it around Jen’s arm. “How’s the pain?”
 
   “Feels wonderful. So, you’re Andrea’s sister, huh?”
 
   Nancy didn’t answer. She just took down the vitals and left. 
 
   Jen looked at the clock, and it read just after 9:00. She figured it meant PM, obviously. But, how long had it been? She looked up at the I.V. bags, seeing it was saline, antibiotics, and morphine. No anti-psychotics or birth control. Had it been twelve hours? More? Less? She could still feel pain and the morphine pushing it away, so she must have still been under the hormone influence. She was still mortal… more or less. A true mortal would have never survived a knifing like that. 
 
   After nearly an hour of dozing off from the drugs, she began to wake up, not feeling drugged anymore.
 
   A young, handsome doctor walked in. “Miss Morgan, I’m Doctor Taylor. How’s the pain?”
 
   “Going away, thankfully.”
 
   Nancy was behind him. “Let’s take a look, shall we?” He lifted her up, with Nancy’s help, and began unwrapping the bandages. In moments he got to the wounds. “Wow, look at that. You’re a fast healer.”
 
   “Yea, I really am.”
 
   “They managed to miss anything important, incredible, considering we found twenty distinct wounds. We had to go in and stitch you up a bit, but not too bad. Can you tell us what happened, who did this?”
 
   Jen shook her head. “No. I had gone to bed. Next thing I knew was waking up here.”
 
   “The administrator wants to talk to you about this, but I said it could wait. You’re lucky to be alive, Miss Morgan.” He proceeded to wrap her back up, with Nancy’s help. 
 
   He then checked the I.V.s “We’ll get this changed to a demand pump. I’ll be back around to see you in the morning, they should have you in a room by then. Hang in there, Miss Morgan.” He put his hand on hers and squeezed briefly before he walked out. 
 
   Nancy followed. 
 
   Two hours later, sometime just after midnight, Nancy came in with a handful of papers. “Miss Morgan. I have your room change right here. They’re giving you a private room it seems.”
 
   Jen nodded.
 
   Nancy looked around. “Slow night tonight, except for you. Everyone’s talking about you.”
 
   Jen could feel the tension building. “Is that right?”
 
   Nancy then grabbed Jen’s free hand and wrapped a cord around it, making it immobile on the bedframe. “Too bad you didn’t make it, Jen of Hell.” She then reached over and opened up the morphine. “You shouldn’t be messing with the I.V.s. The doctor told you we’d put it on a pump. Don’t you have any patience?”
 
   Jen struggled, lifting her legs up to hit Nancy, but Nancy still had the upper hand. She overpowered her and bound her legs too. “You don’t want to do this, Nancy,” Jen warned. “You really don’t.”
 
   Nancy bent down over Jen’s face. “Oh, yes. I really really do.” Her face was wet with tears. “With all my heart.”
 
   “Just let me go, and we can forget this ever happened.”
 
   “No, I don’t think so.” She then grabbed a pillow and shoved it over Jen’s face, pushing down. “You devil. You fucking devil.” She climbed up and sat on Jen’s chest, adjusting her weight to put pressure on her wounds. “You’ll die tonight, and I will have justice. Justice for my babies.”
 
   Jen continued to struggle, but Nancy was just too big and had the upper hand. 
 
   “She was only twenty two years old, and you killed her!” Nancy whispered loudly. “And then you cut out my grandson from her womb and ate him! Die, you monster, die!” She whispered in trembles. 
 
   Jen stopped moving.
 
   Nancy removed the pillow and looked into the blank, dead eyes in front of her. She felt for a pulse. None. Crying, she removed all the restraints and put Jen’s hand on the I.V. tube, so that it looked like she had done it herself. She then looked at her watch and walked over to the dry erase board which listed the nurses. 
 
   She tried to control herself as she wiped out her name and put ‘Jacob’ the next nurse to come on duty. Nancy couldn’t breathe. Something was around her neck. She dropped the marker and put her hands up, realizing it was an I.V. tube. She tried to choke, tried to get a breath.
 
   “Sorry about that. Didn’t mean to deceive you. I guess the hormones are just wearing off now,” Jen said. She then wrapped her legs around Nancy and used her body weight to pull her down. They both slammed to the floor, the bed tipping with Jen’s cuffed wrist. 
 
   Nancy continued to choke as Jen said, “I remember your cunt daughter and her yummy unborn child. But, actually you’re wrong about something.” She whispered in Nancy’s ear. “My coyote ate your grandbaby.” She said it in a fake Australian accent, and then began laughing in a maniacal cackle.
 
   Nancy struggled, hitting and trying to claw Jen with her fingernails, but they did no damage. The two women wrestled until Jen managed to get Nancy’s head trapped in the bed frame. Still laughing, she took the bed control and sat down, her hand still cuffed, and pressed the down button. As Nancy struggled to get free and to get the tube off her neck, the frame squeezed on her head.
 
   The commotion alerted several nurses and techs, who ran in to see Nancy’s head being crushed, blood squirting out of her eye sockets, her eyes popping out and dangling. The techs attacked Jen, but she held on tight, cackling with hysterical, maniacal laughter. 
 
   Nancy stopped moving, and Jen tossed the control at the techs. 
 
   Jen then reached down and yanked out the I.V. needle from her arm. The wound sealed instantly.
 
    
 
   There were six heavily armed policemen escorting Jennifer Morgan to the maximum security women’s facility in Santa Fe, New Mexico two months later. She was once again shackled, dressing in orange. ‘NMDOC’ was stamped on her back. They pushed her to exit the armored van, and then into the reception cell. They closed the cell door and locked it.
 
   “So this is her, huh?” A tough looking corrections officer on the other side of the hall, in another cell-looking office asked. “The infamous Jen of Hell.”
 
   An officer raised his helmet visor and handed the processing officer a manila envelope.”Don’t let her into general population, whatever you do.”
 
   “I need authorization from the warden for that, you know it.”
 
   “I’m just telling you. She’s a devil. She will kill anyone she has a chance to.”
 
   The processing officer looked through the papers. “So not a mental patient anymore. Interesting.”
 
   “No.”
 
   “I guess killing your nephew while he’s trying to earn an honest degree is a good way to get a life sentence from a judge.” He stamped the pertinent paper and handed it to the officer. It read ‘Jennifer Morgan. Inmate# 727489’ at the top. “Not to mention killing a nurse using a hospital bed. If the governor had been able to pass it, a death sentence for sure. Thanks, we’ve got it from here.”
 
   The officers glanced at Jen, and she smiled. “Bye boys.” She waved. 
 
    
 
  
 
  



Chapter 11
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Jen stood nude in the physical processing room. Two mean looking female guards watched her. The dark skinned one smirked while the brown skinned one rolled her eyes.
 
   “Bend over and grab your cheeks, inmate,” the brown skinned one said. “Spread ‘em wide.”
 
   Jen smiled seductively and bent over. She grabbed her cheeks and pulled them apart in front of her. “Like this? Is this what you want?” she said with a soft, seductive voice. 
 
   Both guards looked deep inside, and the dark skinned one shoved her finger into Jen’s nether regions looking for contraband.
 
   Jen moaned in pleasure. 
 
   “Shower and get dressed,” the brown skinned one ordered. 
 
   They both stood back and watched as Jen turned on the water and scrubbed herself. “Do you have any wire brushes?”
 
   “That’s enough. Dry up and get dressed, inmate,” the dark skinned one ordered.
 
    
 
   Jen stood in the processing cell dressed in a grey outfit, shirt and pants. They looked like grim pajamas. Above her left breast the number 727489 was displayed in block letters. On her back the letters NMDOC were displayed similarly. 
 
   “Hold out your hands, inmate,” the dark skinned guard ordered. 
 
   Jen did so.
 
   The guard opened the cell and handed her a bundle. Sheets, pillow, and toiletries. She then got close to Jen and said, “Now listen up, inmate. You no longer have a name. You are now the property of the New Mexico Department of Corrections. From this point forward you are inmate 727489. Is that understood?”
 
   Jen nodded.
 
   “I said is that understood?!” the guard yelled.
 
   “Yes, boss. That is understood,” Jen said. 
 
    
 
   Two guards escorted Jen through several locked corridors, until they were in the main common area of the Santa Fe Women’s Correctional Facility, Maximum Security Unit. The inmates made little noise as Jen was escorted through. 
 
   Jen smiled at all the inmates as she walked with her new prisoner bundle through the block. 
 
   The guards then stopped at a door on the second level.
 
   “Oh, is this my stop?” Jen said. 
 
   The guards stared at her for a moment as she stepped into the eight by six foot cell. There was a bunk bed, with one woman laying in the top bunk.
 
   “Seriously? You’re putting her in here? Have you fucking lost your minds?!” the resident asked in a low scream. 
 
   “Inmate 632994 you will make your new roommate feel welcome, is that clear?!” the brown skinned guard said.
 
   The resident said, “Yes, boss.” She sat up in bed for a moment, and then hopped down to meet Jen. 
 
   She had a similar look to Jen, long dark brown hair and light brown skin. She had several small but noticeable scars on her face. She frowned at Jen. “You’re the bottom, bitch.”
 
   Jen nodded. “Thank you so much for your hospitality.” Jen tossed her stuff on her bed and put out her hand to greet her new roommate. “I’m Jennifer Morgan, but you can call me Jen if you want, or Jenny. What’s your name?” she asked like she had just started summer camp, a wide smile on her face.
 
   Jen’s new roommate scowled and said, “Michelle Martens. Don’t get fresh with me, bitch, or I’ll cut off your tits and feed them too you.” She slapped away Jen’s hand and jumped back onto her bunk.
 
   Jen giggled.
 
   “What’s so funny, bitch?”
 
   “I know who you are.”
 
   “Congratulations. And I know who you are. What do you want, a fucking medal?”
 
   Jen folded her arms on Michelle’s bed rail and rested her head on her arms. She couldn’t stop grinning. “We could use someone like you.”
 
   Michelle stared at Jen. “Get. Your fucking arms off my bed.”
 
   Jen nodded and did so, proceeding to make her bed. “You’re the one who raped and killed, and then dismembered your own daughter. Impressive work, but still a bit amateurish. I could teach you a thing or two abou—”
 
   “Shut the fuck up, cunt. I had nothing to do with it, and besides, what about you? Slaughtering an entire fraternity, not to mention cutting out an unborn child and eating it. What the fuck is wrong with you?”
 
   Jen could feel her fire suddenly rising. “There’s no need to be rude.”
 
   Michelle laughed. “Rude? Are you fucking serious?! You stand there all high and mighty, judging me?! You’re the fucking psycho. Not me. I was tied up while they attacked my baby. But you? You’re the fucking devil!”
 
   The fire quickly rose. Jen took deep breaths. Bad form to kill someone on the first day, but she was being rude. That could not be tolerated. She fluffed her pillow and stood back. “I have a son. He’s everything to me. I’ve committed genocide for him, wiped out empires and entire worlds.  I’ll burn through universes to see him. What I’ve done to humans, the idiotic cattle of the universe, is nothing compared to what I would do to anyone who harmed him. Yet, here you are. Not even woman enough to admit you watched with glee as two amateurs tortured and killed your daughter. Your own flesh and blood.”
 
   Michelle jumped down from her bunk and noticed a small crowd had formed. They could be heard arguing from all over. She didn’t care. She got up in Jen’s face. “I told you, I had nothing to do with it!”
 
   “Liar! Admit your deeds and be set free!”
 
   Michelle pushed Jen.
 
   Jen stumbled and fell against the open door. She looked up at the inmates staring down at her. Nearby she could see the guards casually walking up. An inmate helped Jen up, handing her something. She spun around and looked at Michelle. “Such wasted potential.”
 
   Michelle spat at Jen. “Bring it, Jen of Hell.” She stood ready to fight. 
 
   Jen smiled. She handed the shank back to the contributing inmate, and said to Michelle, “No. Not now. I’ll not ruin a perfectly good first day. But, just know this. If you cannot admit what you did, I will send you to Hell soon enough.” She walked through the crowd and headed to the commons area, where she sat at a table and watched the crowd. 
 
   They were confused, but disbursed before the guards could break them up. 
 
   Michelle stood at the cell door glaring at Jen. 
 
   Jen smiled at her and reclined, her feet up on the table. “I think I’m going to like this place.”
 
    
 
  
 
  



Chapter 12
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The next few days consisted of Jen meeting her new inmates and getting into the routine. Up early for pills and breakfast, then commons time with optional GED or basic college classes, or work. Nearly everyone was assigned a job. Jen hadn’t gotten hers yet. 
 
   She waited in line for breakfast that first morning, feeling the eyes on her like she was a celebrity. Most of the eyes were not as fans, though. It seemed the majority of the population was exactly the opposite. 
 
   “Jen of Hell, huh?” one corpulent, tall, brown haired woman asked. She stood behind her in line. 
 
   “You can call me Jen.”
 
   “Wiped out a whole fraternity, and thwarted a robbery in the same night. Impressive.”
 
   “It had been building up. I’d gone all semester without killing anyone, well, mostly.” Jen giggled like she was making a joke. 
 
   “You may need protection in here, girl. There are a lot of people who—”
 
   “I don’t need any protection.”
 
   They went through the line, and stepped over to find a table. 
 
   “I’m Margaret. You should sit with us, you know, stick with your kind. It’s safer.”
 
   “Kind? Like…”
 
   “Latinas. You have to stick with your kind in here. It’s just the way it is.”
 
   Jen nodded, as if hearing this sort of thing for the first time. 
 
   “Over here,” Margaret led Jen to a table with a group of obviously Latina women. “Everyone, this is Jen.”
 
   “Puta del Diablo,” one woman spat at the floor. “Why you bring her here, Jefa?”
 
   Jen smiled. “I was once called La Diabla de Las Piedras. Puta del Diablo has a nice ring to it.” She sat and lightly slammed her try down, locking eyes with the protestor. “What do I call you? The last cunt who insulted me?”
 
   The protestor began to stand up, rage on her face. Margaret put her hand on her shoulder. “Conchita, calmate.” 
 
   “Fuck this shit,” Conchita said. “Do you know what this bitch did?” She stood up.
 
   Jen began eating, looking around for Michelle. “Anyone seen Michelle?”
 
   “Conchita, sit. Down,” Margaret ordered. 
 
   Conchita sat and pushed her tray away. “Lost my appetite.”
 
   “Michelle doesn’t eat out here. She’s protected. Last time we almost got her, but the guards had to step in,” another woman said. 
 
   “But you, Jen, are in a good position,” Margaret said. “They haven’t put her in solitary yet.”
 
   Jen smirked. “You want me to kill her,” she said almost in a whisper.
 
   They all nodded.
 
   “What if she kills me first?” Jen tried not to chuckle.
 
   “We can make it worth your while,” another woman said. “Privileges.” She put her hand to her ear, her fingers out so it mimed a phone.
 
   Margaret nodded. “And other things.”
 
   “What if I don’t want to kill her?”
 
   “Just tell us what you want to make this happen,” Margaret said. “Do you know what she did?”
 
   “Yea, but hey. Who am I to judge?” Jen smiled. 
 
   “Madre de Dios,” Conchita said as she shook her head, her teeth clenched and her arms folded.
 
   “Conchita, why don’t you tell Jen why you hate her so much?”
 
   Conchita shook her head.
 
   “I said tell her.”
 
   “Puta. You killed my primo. He was in that fraternity you massacred.”
 
   Jen nodded. “My apologies. I don’t remember any of it. I had a psychotic break.”
 
   “Bullshit. Fucking bullshit.” Conchita abruptly stood and stormed out.
 
   Jen shrugged and continued eating. “It was a high class fraternity. Bunch of fucking rapists. Even her primo, I would bet. But, who am I to judge?” She smiled at the women. “Is it really rape when it’s just mindless cattle you’re fucking? Hmmm, I wonder.” She continued to eat.
 
   All the women readjusted their seats and exchanged glances as if struggling to resist the urge to kill Jen right there. 
 
   “You have a lot of enemies here, Jen,” Margaret said. “Taking care of your roommate would go a long way to easing that.”
 
   “You’re joking, obviously,” Jen said. “Conchita’s one of those people who will be watching for an opportunity to kill me, you know that. Not like they could. And there’ll be others. Whether I take out Michelle will make no difference. And, don’t you think it would look a bit suspicious?” She glanced at a nearby rough looking guard.
 
   “It was their idea,” Margaret said. “All you have to do is… what you do best. They’ll take care of the rest.”
 
   Jen sat back for a moment and thought about it. “Well, she did rape and kill her own daughter, or watched it happen. Same thing, really. Whatever I am, that’s one line I would never cross. Someone else’s kid, sure. My own? I’d burn down existence itself before that.”
 
   “As would we all,” one woman said.
 
   They all nodded.
 
   “So, you’ll do it?” Margaret asked.
 
   Jen smiled and nodded, and then continued eating.
 
   Margaret nodded at one of the guards, and he nodded back. “Just let us know when you plan to do it, Jen, so we’ll be ready.”
 
   “Let me talk to her first. I want to clear up some things. It’ll determine the when and how.”
 
   “I don’t understand,” Margaret said.
 
   “You really don’t have to understand. I said I’d do it. So, now it’s my game. My rules. I’ll do it when and how I want, or is that a problem?”
 
   Margaret shook her head. “Just let us know when before you do it.”
 
   “Fair enough.”
 
   “Nobody will bother you, Jen. Conchita won’t try anything.”
 
   Jen shook her head. “Yes she will. Trust me on that one.” She glanced around the cafeteria. “I have a feeling not many people know about this little agreement, and won’t hesitate to try something.”
 
   “The guards will handle it.”
 
   “They better, or I will.” She motioned around her. “This whole fucking prison will be a blood bath. It will be glorious.” She glared at the women. “Glorious.”
 
   All women in the Latina section felt chills when she said this.
 
   “Dios mio,” one woman said.
 
    
 
   Jen entered the cell with a smile on her face. She had a mission. Not just any mission, either. A sanctioned one. It made her giddy, so she tried her best to control her excitement. 
 
   Michelle was on her top bunk reading a trashy romance novel, ignoring Jen’s existence.
 
   “Is that good? I need to find something to read. Something to pass the time.”
 
   Michelle turned the page.
 
   “They said they were going to give me a job…” She chuckled. They had. “But, I guess I’ll just be hanging with you.”
 
   “Fuck,” Michelle said. She turned the page.
 
   “Yea, we could. If you want. It would take our relationship in a whole new direction.” She folded her arms on Michelle’s railing and rested her head on them. “I’m pretty good.”
 
   Michelle glanced at her. “Get your fucking arms off my bed, cunt.”
 
   “No, no. I told you about being rude. Come on, just a little making out at first, and then—”
 
   Michelle sat up. “Get the fuck away from me, or so help me…”
 
   “What? You’ll rape and kill me? Promise?” Jen bit her lip seductively. “Sounds exciting. You’re getting me wet.”
 
   Michelle jumped off the bed and walked out of the cell.
 
   Jen pouted. “Aw. Too bad. Guess it’s just going to be me and Mister Handy.” She wiggled her fingers in front of her. “And his five brothers.”
 
   Jen walked out of the cell and looked around. Michelle had made her way through the gauntlet of hate to the central guards’ station. It was a semi-circular cage where the head guard of the shift watched the prison. Jen could hear her screaming at the guards. The guard nodded and said something Jen couldn’t hear, and then Michelle left screaming about the next time they saw Jen she’d be hanging from the railing. 
 
   Nobody reacted.
 
   Michelle walked back to the cell, where Jen had decided it was a good time to pee. Just as soon as Michelle walked in, Jen dropped her pants and panties to her ankles and sat on the metallic commode. She smiled at Michelle. 
 
   “See anything you like, sweetheart?” Jen asked as the liquid trickled out of her. 
 
   “You’re disgusting. Watch your back, bitch. You have more enemies in here than I do,” Michelle said as she climbed up to her bunk. 
 
   Jen giggled. Things were about to get interesting. She finished up and once again folded her arms on Michelle’s bed, her head on her hands. “Tell me something, Michelle. Did you think about what I told you?”
 
   “Why the fuck are you talking to me?” Michelle glared at her. “Do you have a death wish or something?”
 
   Jen smiled, her belly tingling with anticipation. “Something like that. So, did you think about it?”
 
   “Think about what?”
 
   “What you did to your daughter.”
 
   “Jesus fucking Christ. I told you I had nothing to do with that. I was tied to a chair.”
 
   “Yes, you said that. But, why don’t I believe you?”
 
   “Cause you’re an idiot, and a fucking psychopath.”
 
   “See, you keep being rude to me. I’m just trying to pass the time with my roomie. Come on, talk to me. Tell me how it happened. Own it.”
 
   “What are you, some kind of snitch? Trying to get me to confess or some shit? I was already convicted! Leave me alone!”
 
   “So, you won’t admit it, then. You won’t admit that you watched while you’re boyfriend and his cousin raped and killed, and then cut up and tried to burn your baby girl. Is that it?”
 
   Michelle glared at Jen. “You just fucked up, bitch.” She jumped down onto Jen, wrestling her to the ground. 
 
   Jen didn’t struggle. She just let Michelle do what she wanted. 
 
   Michelle sat on Jen’s chest and began punching her face over and over, screaming at her. She punched and punched, screamed and punched, and punched and screamed some more. A crowd quickly formed. After a few minutes of this, Michelle began to tire. She couldn’t figure out why Jen wasn’t bleeding. She released her and screamed to the crowd, “What the fuck you looking at?!” She climbed back on the bunk, winded. She glared at Jen, who remained on the floor with a smile on her face. 
 
   Jen slowly rose to a sitting position and looked at the crowd. “Just getting to know each other. Foreplay.” She smiled shyly. 
 
   Margaret looked at her with questioning eyes. 
 
   Jen mouthed the word, ‘Tonight.’
 
   Margaret nodded and made her way through the crowd to the Guard station. She mouthed, ‘Tonight.’ 
 
   The head guard nodded.
 
   “Why aren’t you bleeding?” one woman asked. 
 
   “Michelle hits like a girl.”
 
   Michelle glared at Jen. “You’re the fucking Devil.”
 
   Jen stood up and once again took her regular position facing Michelle. “I think you’ll like him.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “The Devil. I think you’re going to like him. He has so many things to show you. Oh, Hell is a fantastic place. You’ll be so happy.”
 
   “What the fuck is wrong with you? Seriously?”
 
   “Nothing. I’m just a humble dragon goddess trying to find her way out of this prison.”
 
   Michelle shook her head. “Jesus.”
 
   “Never met him, but I bet he’s a pansy-assed bitch like his father.” Jen grinned.
 
   Michelle’s face turned red. She glared at Jen for a moment and then turned her head away.
 
   Jen smiled and left her future ex roomie to contemplate what would happen next. 
 
    
 
    
 
  
 
  



Chapter 13
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Jen enjoyed her dinner with the Latinas that evening. Conchita wasn’t there, which disappointed her. She wanted to try and smooth things over. She had a feeling that this thing with Michelle wouldn’t be a onetime thing. Dragon’s intuition.  So, she wanted to do her best to make less of an enemy of the woman whose cousin she had killed in the fraternity. Although, she knew he probably deserved it. 
 
   Margaret, or ‘Margarita’ as some of them called her, was pleased with the situation. She smiled repeatedly at Jen. “So, tonight for sure?”
 
   Jen nodded. “She failed my test. So, I’ll send her to Asmodeus to enjoy for eternity. I bet he’s already pretty busy, but I’m sure he’ll have lots of fun with her.”
 
   “QuienesAsmodeus?”
 
   “He’s one of the devils of Hell. I promised him I would send him some tasty souls for what he did for me. I would not have survived otherwise.”[2]
 
   She looked at Jen with a frown. “Como eresloca de veras.”
 
   “Soy masloca, Margarita. Mas loca, no sabescomo.” Jen smiled sinisterly. 
 
   “How are you going to do it?”
 
   Jen shrugged. “That’s actually the best part, going through the possibilities of how. Honestly, I haven’t decided yet.” She used her right index fingernail and sliced open a cherry tomato, and then pierced it and popped into her mouth. She grinned, red tomato juice running down her chin. “So many possibilities.”
 
    
 
   All eyes were on Jen as she retired for the evening. She entered the cell and smiled at Michelle, who simply glared at her. The automatic door slammed shut.
 
   “Good night, roomie. Sleep tight, don’t let the bedbugs bite. Sweet dreams,” Jen said in her sweetest voice.
 
   Michelle remained silent.
 
   Jen had no problem falling asleep. She felt at peace with the cosmos. She was going to have a kill tonight. A legitimate kill, a sanctioned kill. As she dozed off she remembered when she killed for a living. ‘Getting paid to kill. That was so much fun.’She thought to herself, missing that time so many years ago. If this thing with the portal and Obsidian didn’t work out, she would consider being a hired assassin again. Visions of heads exploding from sniper shots, throats being sliced open, and other nice, proper ways of killing filled her head. She was asleep in less than a minute.
 
    
 
   She woke up to violence. Conchita and Michelle had tied her to the bed.She was nude, and her legs had been tied apart. She glanced up at the door, and it was open. Someone, one of the guards, had to have opened it. Michelle spat on Jen’s face as she struggled to get free. 
 
   “You seriously just fucked up, bitches,” Jen said.
 
   “No, puta. You did, and now you’re going to pay for it.” Conchita produced a six inch kitchen knife.
 
   “Just exactly what are you going to do with that?” Jen asked with her rage building.
 
   “Shut up, bitch,” Michelle said as she tied a gag around Jen’s mouth. 
 
   Jen stopped struggling. Her eyes were on fire as she looked up at the two women about to rape her with a knife. They would not like what happened after. Not one bit.
 
   “Grab her knees, push them apart,” Conchita said. 
 
   Michelle did so, her eyes wide with excitement. 
 
   Conchita then shoved the kitchen knife into Jen, all the way in. “Take it, puta! Take it for Javier!” She pushed in further, and then pulled it out. 
 
   There was no blood. 
 
   “What the fuck?” She looked at Michelle.
 
   “You’re not doing it right,” Michelle said. She grabbed it and shoved into Jen, twisting and fucking her with the razor sharp knife with a sadistic smile on her face. She yanked it out at an angle and realized…
 
   There was no blood.
 
   “Santa Maria!” Conchita said. Her eyes were wide in terror. She did the sign of the cross and began to run out, running right into Margaret. “She’s…”
 
   Michelle then stabbed Jen’s belly with it, but the blade wouldn’t break her skin. She tried it over and over again, as hard as she could. The knife’s tip broke off. “Oh, my God.” She began to shiver.
 
   Jen glared at her.
 
   “What the fuck is going on in here?!” Margaret screamed as she stormed in.
 
   Michelle dropped the knife and stepped back. “This is impossible. She’s the Devil!” She screamed.
 
   Margaret ran over and pulled down Jen’s gag.
 
   “Someone opened the door,” Jen said.
 
   Margaret looked down at Jen’s naked body and the clean knife lying on the bed between her legs. “Holy shit.”
 
   “Cut me loose, and leave them in here,” Jen said.
 
   Conchita stood just outside the door. “She’s the fucking Devil!”
 
   The lock down alarm started sounding, and guards began to flood the floor.
 
   “Now, Margarita. Hurry,” Jen said.
 
   Margaret quickly cut Jen loose and handed her the knife.
 
   Jen shook her head. “No, get rid of it. I won’t need it.”
 
   Margaret nodded and hid it in her shirt. 
 
   All the inmates began to scatter as the guards approached, but Conchita was caught by Margarita. “In you go with the Devil, fucking betrayer.” She shoved her in the cell, and the door closed them in.
 
   Margaret stood outside the door as the guards rushed up. She glared at them. “Who did it?”
 
   They just looked at each other.
 
   “Jen, just calm down, please,” Michelle said as she shook with terror. “We can work this out.”
 
   Conchita sat at the door praying as hard as she could for the Virgin Mary to help her.
 
   Jen walked up to Michelle and smiled. “I told you not to be rude to me. This is what happens. Tell Asmodeus I said hello.” She caressed Michelle’s cheek with her fingernails, and then grabbed her neck and slammed her up against the wall, pinning her. With her left hand pressedfirmly on Michelle’s chest, squeezing her neck with her right.
 
   “What… what? Please, Jen—”
 
   “What? Something you want to say? Tell me what happened that day you killed your daughter. The truth.”
 
   Michelle struggled, looked into Jen’s cold eyes, and relaxed a bit. “Yea, I let it happen. I hired people to screw her‘cause it got me off. To watch her die was the highest point of my life. So, there. You got your truth.”
 
   Jen smiled. “That wasn’t so bad, was it?”
 
   “Fuck you, cun—”
 
   “I told you. I hate it when people are rude to me.” Her razor sharp fingernails sunk deep, blood pouring out. Michelle screamed and wrestled, clawing at Jen, but Jen was too strong for her. Jen continued squeezing until her thumbnail found what she had been looking for. Jugular vein. The razor sharp nail sliced it open, and blood spurted out.
 
   Conchita screamed in horror and called for help repeatedly, not just from her god but to anyone. Someone, please. Jen continued to squeeze throughMichelle’s neck with her fingernails, shredding arteries. “Tell Asmodeus I’ll be sending him many more tasty souls.” Jen’s razor sharp fingernails then toreMichelle’s entire throat to shreds. She yanked it out, tossed it in the commode, and flushed it away. Blood spurted out at Jen, and she smiled, rubbing it all over her body.
 
   Michelle struggled to breathe, gasping for air but only getting blood flooding her lungs.
 
   Jen climaxed.
 
   Michelle slid to the floor as her eyes went blank. 
 
   The cell floor was flooded with blood. 
 
   Jen then spun around and glared at Conchita. 
 
   “Oh God, no! Please, no!” Conchita screamed. She put up her hands in front of her in defense.
 
   Jen squatted down and said, “I’m not going to kill you. I want you as a witness to what I’m capable of. Understand?”
 
   Conchita nodded rapidly, tears of terror running down her face. “Yes, yes, anything you say, anything.”
 
   “Call me your goddess, for I have spared your life. Not some puta.” She motioned up. “Renounce your false god and accept me as your goddess.”
 
   Conchita cried and hesitated. 
 
   “Do it, or you’ll go to see my friend Asmodeus in Hell right now.” She leaned toward her.
 
   Conchita swallowed hard, her eyes wide. She nodded. “Jen of Hell… mmmm…. mmyy…. Goddess…”
 
   Jen smiled. “And your false god?”
 
   Conchita stuttered, “I…” She heaved in tears. 
 
   “Yes?”
 
   “I… renounce him.”
 
   “Who, specifically?”
 
   Conchita shook with terror. “I renounce…” She blubbered, tears running down her face. She lost control of her bladder.
 
   Jen licked her blood covered nails. “Say it.”
 
   “I…Oh, God! I…”
 
   Jen slammed her hand on Conchita’s neck and started to squeeze. Blood began to trickle down her fingers. “Say it!”
 
   Conchita’s breaths began to increase, to the point she was about to hyperventilate. “I… I… re…renounce Jee…. Jees…” She took a couple of deep breaths and scooted back as best she could, now pinned at the door with Jen’s hand on her throat. “I renounce Jesus! I renounce him!” She screamed. 
 
   Jen released her, stood up, and put out her hand. “Rise and live, Conchita of Hell.”
 
   Conchita tentatively took Jen’s hand and stood up as the door slid open. Guards mobbed the cell, taking Jen and Conchita down.
 
  
 
  



Chapter 14
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Solitary was a good thing. Jen slept most of the two week long confinement. After a kill like that, she was content. She would pleasure herself several times a day and re-live the kill. How she used her razor sharp nails to shred Michelle’s neck, the blood as it spurted over her naked body, and the little bit of mercy she showed Conchita. 
 
   Jen wondered how long that would last, Conchita calling her ‘goddess.’ She had gotten the bitch to renounce her god. She giggled when she thought about it. It was perfect. She would have to make sure Conchita drank some of Jen’s menstrual blood when she got out. That would infuse her with her dragon and Grognor blood, and seal her loyalty. That would be fun just doing that. She wondered how much she would struggle. Then, it hit her. She needed to be in the kitchen. A kitchen job would allow her to sneak in bits of her blood and spike the food with it. Eventually all the prisoners would be her loyal servants. She giggled and climaxed as she pleasured herself and ran the idea through her mind a few times. “This could work out way better than I expected.”
 
    
 
   The two weeks passed quickly for Jen. She caught up on her sleep and dreamt of all the fun she would have in prison. Of course, she never forgot about Obsidian and her situation with Karl and the device. She would get a phone soon, or at least be able to use the regular prison phone, and give Karl a call as soon as she could. There had been no contact from Obsidian since the fraternity, and this was worrisome. If she had remembered, she would have burned the prison down to find Jen. She smiled as she thought about how Obsidian had burned entire populations at a whim. She so missed her.
 
   The door opened that last day of solitary. A guard she recognized stood there. It was Brian, the same one she had propositioned many times in the psych hospital, the one she had witnessed getting it on in the restroom with Andrea.
 
   “Inmate 727489. Get up. You’re done. Back to your cell.”
 
   “Hey, Brian. How’s it hanging? Low and long?”
 
   “You will address me as Guard or Boss, now hurry up, I don’t have all day.”
 
   She grinned. “No problem, Boss. You can boss me around any time you like. In any position.” She grinned and then bit her lip. “Anyway you like it.”
 
   He was a stone. “Let’s go.”
 
   There were several other guards there ready to take her down if need be. Brian shackled her and she moaned in response. 
 
   She noticed that, even though he acted like he was a stone, he certainly was getting hard like one. She made a point of looking at his bulge and moaning pathetically, needful.  “Anytime, Guard.”
 
   “Move it, inmate.” He nudged her. 
 
   She giggled. 
 
   She was delivered without incident to the main women’s wing, just in time for lunch. Unshackled, she walked into the cafeteria. 
 
   The normal sounds of people eating, talking, arguing, laughing, etc., suddenly stopped when she came into view. All eyes were on her. 
 
   She giggled like a school girl and waved at random inmates, greeting them warmly. “Hi, hello, hey how you been?” she said with the sweetest voice she could muster. She shrugged shyly and continued her teethy grin like she was some kind of celebrity until she got to the food line. Everyone in line stepped aside.
 
   “Go ahead, Jen. Welcome back,” a white woman Jen didn’t know said. She looked in her twenties, and had shoulder length dirty blonde hair. She hadnumerous tattoos of dragons on her arms and one huge one on her chest.
 
   “Gosh, thank you so much!” Jen said. She giggled and stepped to the front of the line. “Nice tats.”
 
   The woman smiled wide and said, “Thanks. All for my goddess.”
 
   Jen gazed at her for a moment. She looked familiar but Jen couldn’t place her.
 
   The Latinas had been put in charge of the kitchen, and a few of themstood ready to load her up with food. She didn’t see Margaret or Conchita. 
 
   “We have meatloaf, mashed potatoes and gravy today, you want some?” one of the Latinas asked.
 
   “Sure, load me up.” Jen put out her plate and the ladies did. She had a full plate and two breads. “Wow, and I’m so hungry, too. Thanks!” 
 
   “De nada, Jefa.”
 
   “Latinas in the kitchen. This is perfect,” Jen said. She then spun around to find a table, and everyone stood up, ready to give her a spot. She grabbed a seat next to the Latinas who were not working. They scooted aside for her as she sat down.
 
   “This looks so good,” she said. “Too bad it’s not hum…” She glanced at the women. “I mean, it sure looks good.”
 
   They watched her closely as she ate.
 
   “So, where’s Margaret and Conchita?” she asked as she took a bite.
 
   There was no response. 
 
   She looked up. “Did they get transferred?”
 
   One lady gulped and said, “Just after you got solitary, Conchita attacked Margaret. She got the knife away from her and slit her throat, and then her own. She kept saying, ‘I do this for my goddess Jen of Hell.’ until she bleed out.”
 
   Jen giggled. “No shit?”
 
   She nodded. “You’re the new Jefa.”
 
   Jen grinned. “Sweet. So, what’s your name?”
 
   “I’m Anita. You should know we have a new transfer. Due here tomorrow.”
 
   “So?”
 
   “Same deal as Michelle.”
 
   Jen felt her insides tickle. Another sanctioned kill. “Cool. Who is it?”
 
   “Stephanie Lopez.”
 
   “No shit? I thought she was out.”
 
   “No shit. She’s back in. Parole violation.”
 
   “Oh, someone’s been looking at my Christmas list.” Jen grinned.
 
   The tattooed woman who was in line behind Jen sat at the Latina table, comfortable as you please. She began eating.
 
   “This isn’t your place, Gringa,” Anita said. 
 
   “No?”
 
   “No. Move along.”
 
   Jen looked at her. “You’re the one who welcomed me.” She pushed part of the stranger’s shirt aside to take a closer look at the huge dragon tattoo on her chest.
 
   “Yep.”
 
   “Thanks, but, you should really sit with your kind. Love the tats.”
 
   The woman smiled and took a bite of meatloaf. “I am sitting with my kind. Glad you love the tats.”
 
   “You’re not Latina, pinche gringa!” Elise, another Latina said.
 
   “I’m not white. Well, maybe kind of white. More like Sandy.” She grinned and stared into Jen’s eyes. 
 
   Jen scowled back.
 
   The stranger then spoke in Altorin, “You know, like a sand dragon from Altoris. The Great Desert south of Velland. That used to be my domain until a group of—”
 
   “Sandy!” Jen exclaimed and jumped up with her arms out. “Holy shit, Sandy! Oh, my gods!” 
 
   Sandy stood up and the two women hugged. 
 
   “I didn’t recognize you!”
 
   “Yea, I do look a little different. But it is me. The JDM found me. I was living in the Mojave in a travel trailer with my boyfriend, and they rolled in. I didn’t remember anything about us before until Kristov raped the fuck out of me as the rest of them killed boyfriend, who was an asshole anyway. No loss. Then it all came back. Damn, Kristov has a big dick, huh?”
 
   Jen grinned. “He sure does. Bet that was a shock, huh?”
 
   “At first, and then all the memories came back. I can’t believe how many times I’ve been through this, and to forget it all. Awkward.”
 
   Jen nodded. “Yea, it happens sometimes. I lost my memory at first in this cycle. So, what gives, who did you kill?”
 
   “You want the whole list?” Sandy grinned.
 
   Jen laughed, and Sandy joined in.
 
   The Latinas couldn’t figure out what language they were speaking. It wasn’t English or Spanish. 
 
   Jen then said in Spanish, “Ladies, she is one of us. She’s not gringa, she’s a guera from California. Sandy Desierto, meet the ladies.”
 
   “Speak to them in Spanish,” Jen said in Altorin.
 
   Sandy nodded and did so. “Nice to meet all of you. Sorry about the intrusion, but I saw my homegirl here, and… you know.”
 
   “No problem at all,” Anita said. “If Jefa says you’re okay, then you are.”
 
   “This is awesome! So glad you’re here,” Jen said.
 
   “Well, yea, but it’s temporary. I just came from Super Max in California for dismembering a family in Berdoo.”
 
   “Berdoo? What do you mean temporary?”
 
   “Yea, well. I was selling magazine subscriptions door to door. That family was rude. They left me no choice.This was before the JDM found me.”
 
   Jen nodded. “Rude people. I know how that goes. Clearly you had no choice, then.”
 
   “I got my life sentence commuted. My lawyer said I was suffering from temporary insanity since it was just after that terrorist attack in L.A.”
 
   “Right, the dirty bomb. You were in that?”
 
   “Ground zero. I was pretty fucked up for like six months. That’s why I look different. Plastic surgery. So, they’re letting me out on parole, and then another ten years of probation. I’ll be out in two weeks.”
 
   Jen then said in Altorin, “We found a way out.”
 
   “Of prison?”
 
   “Of Earth. Permanently.”
 
   “How?”
 
   “A portal. You’re not going to believe the shit I have to tell you. Oh, and Obsidian is back.”
 
   Sandy gasped. “The Black Queen!”
 
   Jen nodded, her smiled faded. “Yea, but she doesn’t know who she is. Memory erasure seems to have been a common theme this time. It’s why I’m in here. I wiped out a fraternity to get her attention. So far nothing.”
 
   “Wow… wow!” Sandy’s eyes were wide. “So, she’s a single person, or did she split like she did in the 1800s?”
 
   Jen shrugged. “I don’t know. I think she’s one person, but it’s impossible to know. She’s living as a detective in Las Cruces. Tina Greyland.”
 
   “Shit, and what’s this about a portal?”
 
   “Girl, we have some serious catching up to do.”
 
   They noticed the Latinas were once again staring, as they were talking in Altorin.
 
   “Sorry,” Jen said. “It’s Altorin. We didn’t mean to be rude.”
 
   The Latinas nodded.
 
   “What’s Altorin?” Anita asked.
 
   “It’s kind of like a sub language of Norse,” Jen said in English. “Like Grognor, but more common. Unless you’re actually in the Grognor Empire, of course.”
 
   They continued talking in English.
 
   Sandy chuckled. “Fuck Grognor.”
 
   “Agreed,” Jen said. “I sure could have used you back in those days.”
 
   Sandy shook her head as she took a bite of food. “You did just fine without me, My Goddess.”
 
   “Still. Damn it’s good to see you again.”
 
   “You too.”
 
   “So, how long have you been here? I’ve been in solitary.”
 
   Sandra smiled. “Just a couple of days. They put me down in the bullpen. I know about you being in solitary. Everyone knows.” She looked around at the population and switched to Altorin. “Look at them, Jen. Probably half of them either knew someone who knew someone, or had or a relative, or was some way or another connected to those college kids you killed. Yet, look at them.”
 
   “Pathetic humans.”
 
   “Yea, but look. They’re scared of you. I mean, really scared. As much as they probably all want to kill you, and good luck with that, none of them will try. Not now. The story of what happened in your cell is a legend. You tore her throat out with one hand, plus, everyone knows you’re invulnerable now.”
 
   Jen leaned against the table and looked out at the inmates. Constant glances of terror shot her direction from all over, including the guards. “I own this prison now.”
 
   “Indeed you do, My Goddess.”
 
   “You say the sweetest things!” Jen leaned over and kissed Sandra. She caressed her face with a fingernail, nearly breaking the skin. 
 
   Sandra breathed heavy. “Oh, Jen.”
 
   “Sleep with me tonight, Sandra.”
 
   “Oh, please yes!” She kissed Jen.
 
    
 
   Jen and Sandra spent the night in Jen’s cell, and there was nothing said about it. The guards looked the other way as the two women got caught up and made love nearly all night. Their screams of pleasure echoed all across the prison.
 
   The next morning after breakfast, all eyes were on the new arrivals. An old school bus painted white with the stylized words, New Mexico Women’s Correctional Facility painted on the side pulled through the gate.
 
   “Fresh meat,” Sandra said.
 
   Jen nudged her. “Oh, don’t say that. Do you know how long it’s been?”
 
   “Tell me about it.” Sandra shook her head. 
 
   The rest of the Latinas watched with them as the bus pulled in. This bus had only one passenger. It stopped in front of the processing gate and the door unfolded open. Four guards walked out and escorted another Latina. She was dressed in a grey jumpsuit, and shackled wrist to ankles. There was a high chain link fence with razor wire between the bus and the prison yard, and ten feet separating them. 
 
   Jen and Sandra gripped the fence and smiled, drooling at the new inmate. The other Latinas watched, as did all the inmates outside at the time, but the hunger was only evident on the two.
 
   “Stephanie Lopez,” Jen said. “We could so use someone like her in the JDM.”
 
   “I could call Kristov or Pixie. I bet Lurch would love her,” Sandra said. “When’s the last time you talked to them?”
 
   Jen sighed. “Not since Gondane during the last cycle.”
 
   Sandra nodded, her eyes wide. “Oh, right. I forgot about that shit. Damn.”
 
   “Anyway, we have a mission.”
 
   “Yea, everyone knows.”
 
   Jen looked around at the Latinas, and they nodded at her. She looked at the guards in the yard, and they all exchanged nods. “I see that.”
 
   There were no disparaging words called to Stephanie. All was quiet as the guards escorted her inside.
 
   The inmates disbursed.
 
   “How are you going to do it?” Sandra asked.
 
   “I’m not all that sure I want to, to tell you the truth. Did you feel her life energy?” Jen pointed at the closed door.
 
   Sandra nodded. “Yea. More than anyone in this place, for sure. Well, except maybe that one guard. But, so? We could extract it as she dies. It’ll be delicious.”
 
   “No, remember what I told you last night before you tried to make my nose bleed.”
 
   Sandra chuckled. “I sure made you scream, though. I don’t think I’ve ever sucked your clit so hard.”
 
   Jen giggled. “Yea, but, remember. The portal Karl is building. I talked to him this morning in the rest room.” She pulled out a small cell phone from a pocket. “One of the perks. He said he’s almost done, but we need someone with a strong life energy. I thought about finding the First One, but if that fails for whatever reason, Stephanie is a possibility. So is Brian, that guard you mentioned.”
 
   “I’m still not getting the specifics of how this thing works.”
 
   “Karl’s done a lot of research on it. It basically channels and focuses life force to punch a hole in the membrane between universes. The best part is, it does it without divine power. Although, if we had a non-avatar divine here, their life force would be enough for sure. That’s why I want to get the First One. Stephanie or Brian may be enough, I don’t know. That’s the tricky part. Karl can’t seem to figure out exactly how much we need.”
 
   “Okay, but, everyone is counting on this mission. Like you said.”
 
   Jen sighed. “Yea, then there’s that.”
 
   “You’ve got a good thing going here, you should keep it up.”
 
   “But, how long can it last? One child murderer dead here, the same prison I’m in is one thing. But two? Will there be more? I mean, it’s no problem and a lot of fun, but, how long will it be before the Governor or somebody puts a stop to it?”
 
   Sandra shrugged.
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   Stephanie was placed in Jen’s cell. Jen and Sandra lay cuddled in the bottom bunk as the new transfer was escorted in, she with all her prison supplies in hand. The guards looked down at Jen and Sandra, but said nothing.
 
   “Wait, you can’t put me in here,” Stephanie said as the guard slammed the door, it locking her in.She dropped her blankets and such and yelled, “You can’t do this! This is Jen of Hell!” She began to shake and slowly turned around. She lost control of her bladder. “Oh, Jesus.”
 
   “Not quite,” Sandra said. “I’m Sandra. This is Jen.”
 
   “Welcome to Hell,” Jen said with a grin on her face.
 
   Sandra began to giggle.
 
   Stephanie turned and banged on the door. “Help me!” she screamed. “Help meeeee!”
 
   “I want to do it, can I do it?” Sandra asked. 
 
   Jen shrugged. “Sure,but, how?”
 
   “Hmmm… there are so many possibilities. Strangulation, stabbing… wait. I don’t have a shank.”
 
   “I’m sure we could figure something out.”
 
   “Nah, I don’t know. I just can’t decide, Jen. How should we kill her?”
 
   Stephanie spun around, her back pressed against the door. Tears poured down her face as she trembled. “Please, you don’t have to do this.”
 
   “No?” Jen asked.
 
   “No, just… please… I’m not the same person.”
 
   “You watched as two men raped and killed your infant, and you’re asking for mercy?” Sandra asked. “You’ve had fifteen years of it.”
 
   “And now it’s time to meet a friend of mine. His name is Asmodeus. He’ll love you.”
 
   “But… I… it wasn’t…”
 
   “Oh, Stephanie. We’re not going to kill you,” Jen said.
 
   Jen and Sandra laughed like the whole thing had just been a practical joke.
 
   “You… you’re not?” Stephanie saw them laughing, and began to feel a little more at ease. She wiped away her tears.
 
   “No. Of course not, silly,” Jen said.
 
   Stephanie sighed. “Oh, god. I thought—”
 
   “See, we made an arrangement this afternoon,” Sandra said, and then giggled.
 
   The door opened, revealing an army of armed inmates. Stephanie spun around.
 
   “They are,” Jen said. “And we get to watch.”
 
   “No… no, please! I’m born again! I’m a Christian! Jesus help me!” 
 
   Jen snickered “Like that would make any difference. Your so-called god was nowhere around when you let your child die. What makes you think he’ll help you now?”
 
   Sandra and Jen giggled.
 
   Stephanie screamed as loud as she could for help. 
 
   It was by far the most brutal killing the prison had ever known. As many as could fit in the cell attacked at once with any weapon imaginable. Improvised weapons made from toothbrushes, pens, bed parts, etc. were brought to bear. They attacked, stabbing multiple times before stepping away to let more people have a chance. That wasn’t where the brutality ended. Stephanie died after only the third stabbing, but the violence continued. The inmates literally tore her apart, decorating Jen’s cell with the dead woman’s body parts, and scattering more all around the prison. Stephanie’s body was shredded as Jen and Sandra climaxed multiple times. Jen managed to grab Stephanie’s liver, and the two lovers shared the tasty morsel. Blood flooded the cell and poured out the second level concourse, dripping down to the commons below. 
 
   Splat, splat, splat.
 
   There were no guards in sight.
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   Soit went. 
 
   Periodically a ‘special’ inmate would arrive and the message was received by Jen that this one was not to survive. She came up with creative ways of doing them in. Some were mundane, some were macabre. Sometimes she would wait a few weeks, sometimes she would do it as soon as the new inmate entered general population. Maybe the new inmate would become so distraught, they would commit suicide by hanging themselves or slicing open their wrists. Or, so it would seem. 
 
   Sometimes, as in the case of Stephanie Lopez, it was difficult to explain how she committed suicide by distributing her own body parts around the prison. Of course, then there were the rare instances when the inmate would actually commit suicide before Jen could get to her. This was most disappointing to her, and she would walk around for days afterward in a slump, ready to kill anyone who came near.
 
   She became The Beast Who Needed Sacrifices to sate her hunger. If too long went by without a sanctioned kill, some random inmate would be found lacking intestines, or a liver, or a head. 
 
   It evolved to a need to sate her rather than to exact justice on high profile killers. Soon enough, any new transfer regardless of their circumstances became sacrifices to Jen of Hell, just to keep her happy. 
 
   Sandy got her freedom after two weeks and rejoined the JDM club, where she made sure they were prepared for anything. Jen made it clear she wouldn’t wait forever for Obsidian to remember. Prison was fun, but she wanted to get back to the Earth escape plan. Karl informed her that he was making good progress, and that their inside person had no news concerning Obsidian- Detective Tina Greyland’s state of mind. 
 
   Two years passed, and twenty five inmates had been killed or ‘committed suicide.’ After another high profile killer had been brutally torn apart, the Governor assigned a special investigation task force to look into the facility. The task force was created because of public pressure, otherwise the facility becoming known as the ‘de facto death sentence’ would have continued the status quo. 
 
   It wasn’t difficult to find witnesses. A few of the inmates who had gotten parole or were released because their sentence was concluded, easily told the truth of what happened. Most of the guards and the warden herself were quickly convicted and sent to out of state facilities. Jen was sentenced to multiple murders, including the ones the other inmates had a hand in, and placed in permanent segregation. This came after someone hired a professional assassin to kill Jen. It ended badly for the assassin, but Jen got nice snack out of the deal.
 
   But then, Jen’s fun was over. Her only friend was Brian, the one guard she could talk to without wanting to peel his skin off. Something about him seemed right. Maybe it was his stronger than normal life force. So, over the course of the next six months, she hatched a plan to use his kindness and sexual desire to break her out of prison. 
 
   Until the time was right, she waited in her private cell. They allowed her TV time and exercise in a controlled area, and of course she had plenty of reading material. Her favorite newspaper of course, was the Las Cruces Sun News.
 
   She read about all the goings on, and tried to get a glimpse of Tina doing her thing. There was a new series of murders occurring, and there had only been speculation as to the details. No press release had been sent out by the Police Department yet. But apparently, people were having their throats cut and the killer was leaving their victims with strange symbols carved on them. She gasped when she saw the latest victim was Karl Drake, her Karl. Things suddenly became critical. 
 
   “Damn it, Karl,” she said to herself as she read the latest article. 
 
   She heard muffled voices outside her door, and then someone tapped on the small tempered glass window. 
 
   “What do you want?” she asked, annoyed at the intrusion. Who could it possibly be now? Another prosecutor wanting to slap another life sentence on her? She chuckled. ‘Yea, that’ll teach me,’ she thought to herself.
 
   “Miss, I'm Detective Greyland. I’d like to ask you a couple of questions regarding a series of murders.”
 
   Jen’s heart jumped. It was her! She muffled a little giggle and tried to play it cool. “Why?” She looked up at the window with a grin she couldn’t control.
 
   The Detective took out a silver icosahedron from her pocket and put it up the window. “One of the victims had this on him, wrapped in a note. It said to bring it to you.”
 
   Jen’s black eyes got slightly wider. She then grinned wide when she saw the eyes of Detective Greyland. Purple eyes that made her insides quiver with desire. She put down her paper and approached the window, her smile ever wider. She walked right up to the window and gazed into Tina’s eyes,the most beautiful eyes in all existence. 
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Part 3: Detective Greyland
 
  
 
  



Chapter 17
 
   Fall, 2017
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Fall was Tina’s favorite time of the year. It was beginning to cool down. She hated the hot summers of Las Cruces, New Mexico. After spending one summer in Phoenix, she knew heat wasn’t her thing. Still, Las Cruces was a bit much too. She’d been born and raised in Fort Collins, Colorado, and had considered many times finding a position up there. She didn’t like moving around much, though. She’d been in Las Cruces for twenty years, and she loved everything but the mid-June and early July temperatures. She had wished for more snow from time to time, but then she remembered High School and the blizzards that they’d experienced. No, she thought, Las Cruces is fine. For now. 
 
   Making Detective in the Las Cruces Police Department was her proudest moment. It had happened in 2009 after she solved a particularly difficult cold case involving mass murder in the local bowling alley. The day she took down the suspect was her finest hour. 
 
   But then it was just a string of not-so-glamorous cases involving drug dealers and child disappearances, and the odd murder. She yearned for something more. She had built a solid reputation, and had a great career ahead of her, but it wasn’t enough. She wanted to sink her teeth into something truly Earth shattering. The chances of something like that happening in the south end of New Mexico were slim, but they did happen from time to time. Usually the cases went to someone with more seniority.
 
   Just recently, on her own time, she had been investigating a serial killer that had been killing late term pregnant woman and removing their babies. It was an old case, and made no sense. Twenty years or so would pass between victims. The pattern of the cuts matched, and she thought it could have actually been the same person doing this over an extremely long time. Just as she was matching up reported home births, the FBI took over the case, leaving her with nothing.
 
   Her partner Al Cummings had just left, accepting a position in Los Angeles. A position she had thought about trying for, but couldn’t pull the trigger. Of all things, she hated moving. She would have to come to a decision soon, as she was not a youngster anymore. She was pushing fifty now. Although she was told repeatedly by her friends she still looked twenty, she knew better. Her auburn hair was presenting the odd grey hair on a regular basis, and her purple eyes were starting to fade to blue. Even her pale skin was starting to show crow’s feet around her eyes. Not bad, but she noticed and made extra effort to cover them with make up
 
   She sat in the bullpen staring at the empty desk in front of her, the desk Al had used. The desks had been situated so they faced each other, partners in crime-solving. Al’s desk was empty now, not even the computer remained. I.T. had already confiscated it, as was standard procedure for out-processing. She sighed. People came and went, going about their business. Detectives Ferguson and Gutierrez stood in front of their case board, a dry erase board where they pieced together the details of whichever case they were working on. Tom Ferguson was a short, balding man in his forties, his deeply tanned skin obviously unnatural. Tina wondered when he would announce he had skin cancer some day after visiting the tanning salon every day. He was fit, though. He’d been working out. Mid-life crises, she figured. Armando Gutierrez was a tall, damn good looking Mexican man in his thirties, and married. Tina hated that last part, as she could have easily taken him for a “case or two”. 
 
   She wondered how he did it, being married and working as a detective. Her marriage ended childless only a year after she had gotten her promotion. It ended simply because her husband Markdidn’t like all the time she spent working and not with him. He was right, of course, but being a detective wasn’t like ‘slinging burgers.’ She chastised herself for thinking that. It was that comment that ultimately ended things. He had had a tough time finding work, even with his Associate Degree in Business Administration. She offered to pay for him to continue school, but he was too proud. So, he ended up taking a job managing a MacDonald’s. The ‘slinging burgers’ comment put him over the edge, and he walked out. Two weeks later after he wouldn’t return her phone calls, she was served the divorce papers. She loved him, and would easily take him back if he asked. Since then she’d stayed single, with not one steady boyfriend. There had been a few hookups, but nothing of substance. 
 
   She watched as the two detectives assisted each other in taking down all the case materials and placing them in a banker’s box for filing. 
 
   “I can’t believe he did it. I was sure it was the son,” Ferguson said as he looked at the photographs, placing each one in the box. 
 
   “Looks pretty cut and dry to me,” Gutierrez said. “They go to trial next week, can you believe it? A pinche year of this shit and finally, Jake Winter is going to face a jury. Sick fucker.”
 
   Ferguson nodded and glanced at Tina. “Feeling a bit lonely, Tina?”
 
   Tina smiled. “Yea, a bit. We partnered since I made detective. I learned a lot from Al.”
 
   “Why don’t you take some time off?” Gutierrez asked. “You’ve earned it, and there’s nothing big going on right now.”
 
   “Captain Chavez wants you to, you know,” Ferguson said. “You haven’t taken a day in two years. Not since you went to see your parents.”
 
   Tina nodded. “I know. But, to do what?”
 
   “Go visit your relatives again,” Gutierrez said.
 
   “Go to Vegas, baby!” Ferguson said. “Hell, we should all go.”
 
   “Yea.” Tina laughed. “Cap would love that.”
 
   “Could you imagine the look on his face if we all walked in and asked for time off to go to Vegas?” Ferguson said in a chuckle.
 
   “No time off now. We just caught one,” Captain Chavez said as he walked in. He walked over to the case board and put up a picture of a black man with blood on his face, obviously dead. “We have a murder, and it looks like it’s related to that case,” he said as he pointed at the banker’s box the two detectives were filling.
 
   “Ah, shit, seriously?” Ferguson said. 
 
   Chavez nodded. “Same M.O.Sliced throat with the symbol carved in his chest.” He put up another photo of the symbol.
 
   “Winter could have done it, too,” Ferguson said.
 
   “This just happened. Officers found the body this morning after a neighbor noticed the victim’s door was wide open, with a pack of coyotes hanging around the house,” Chavez said. “The body was still warm. This was up in Talvera, too. So. Big deal.”
 
   “Coyotes? That’s weird,” Tina said.
 
   Gutierrez sat down, frustration all over his face. “That, my friends, is called job security.”
 
   “But, we had him. He killed his whole family, and the neighbors. They all had that symbol, and for God’s sake, he confessed!” Ferguson said. “The only reason the son survived was because he was on a damned camping trip! Shit, we thought it was him. Maybe he did this one?”
 
   “Could be, but this one wasn’t Jake Winter. He’s been in custody this whole time,” Chavez said. He pulled out a plastic bag with an object in it, and another one with a small note. “And then there’s these.”
 
   The object was a silver icosahedron, an inch in diameter twenty sided die normally used for gaming, with the numbers one through twenty imprinted on each face. The detectives inspected it, with Tina particularly interested. 
 
   “Dungeons and Dragons,” she said. “I used to play that. This is rolled to determine hits and so forth. So what?”
 
   “This is new,” Ferguson said. 
 
   Gutierrez picked up the note which read, ‘Take this to Jennifer Morgan, in Santa Fe.’ “Jennifer Morgan, the fratkiller?”
 
   “The game piece was wrapped up in the note and clutched in the victim’s hand,” Chavez said.
 
   “Okay, so we have some kind of copycat?” Ferguson said.
 
   “Maybe, but that’s for you to figure out,” Chavez said. “Greyland, you’re going to the State Pen in Santa Fe. You two, find out all you can about this victim. His name is Karl Drake, and see what Jake Junior was doing last night, early this morning.”
 
   They nodded compliance and began getting ready to head out as Chavez taped another photo of the crime scene on the board, this one of the body as it was laid out. “I’ll have Chambers and Ordunez come in on this. They’ll canvas the neighborhood.”
 
   “State Pen?” Tina said.
 
   “Yea, she’s been up there for two years after the fraternity massacre. I’ll get you the file,” Chavez said.
 
   “Yea, I remember the story. Who doesn’t? What does she have to do with this?”
 
   “That’s what you’re going to find out. Take those.” Chavez motioned to the die and the note. 
 
   She put them in her jacket pocket and looked at the symbol on the board. “We never did find out what that means.”
 
   Chavez nodded, “Yea, actually we did. You were on another case at the time. It’s an old Norse symbol. It’s supposed to mean Loki, god of mischief.” He handed her the photo.
 
   Tina shook her head in disbelief and started packing. “Freaks.”
 
   “Let me get you that file,” Chavez said as he walked into his office. Moments later he walked back out with a thick manila folder and handed it to her. “You were in Colorado with your family when this all happened. It’s pretty graphic.”
 
   She looked up into his sincere eyes, and realized that if Cap Chavez said ‘pretty graphic’ it meant something. She nodded and took it. “I can handle it, Cap. I remember.”
 
   “You may want to sit down,” Chavez said. “A lot of this stuff wasn’t released to the public. For good reason.Stuff you really need to know before you go up there.”
 
   She opened the file folder. The first page showed the official case summary, the trial notes mentioning her obviously deranged mental state,and a color photo of Jennifer Morgansmiling stapled to the top. She was an attractive woman of about twenty. Obviously Hispanic with long black hair, black eyes and brown skin. “She’s a beautiful woman.”
 
   “Yea, she's beautiful,” Captain Chavez said as he took the photograph and looked at it for a moment. “But, there's something about her. Something… wrong. I can’t describe it.”
 
   “You mean other than the fact that she's a psychopathic killer?” Tina smirked as she began to thumb through the folder.
 
   “No, I mean, look at her. Doesn't her face seem somehow, I don't know. Skewed in some way, like there's something just under the surface warping her?” He handed Tina the photograph.
 
   Tina stared at it for a long moment as a feeling of déjà vu gripped her. This woman was more than attractive. She was drop-dead gorgeous, and she couldn’t help but feel a twinge of attraction toward her, and something else. Vague recognition. She’d seen that face before. She of course remembered the case, it was international news. But there was something else. A feeling she had gotten when she first saw Jen’s image on the news, like she knew her from somewhere else. “No, she’s just beautiful.”
 
   Chavez took the photo back and taped it to the board. “My mother would say she’s ‘fea deveras, feaen la alma.’ She may be beautiful on the outside, but there’s something inside that makes her ugly.” He nodded and retreated to his office.
 
   All Tina could see was the image of a beautiful woman with a warm smile. Jennifer Morgan wiped out an entire fraternity in one night, scattering the remains of the victims all through the house. Tina was on leave in Colorado at the time, but the case was highly publicized. It was on all the news channels, with commentators from all over the globe submitting their speculations as to why this woman snapped. The words written in blood on the walls were the biggest topics of speculation. 
 
   As she continued to flip through the pages, the graphic photos of the extensive crime scene shocked her. It had happened on the NMSU campus, and the building had since been torn down. A memorial plaque for the victims now stood in its place with a pecan tree for each victim planted in a circle. Her stomach began to tie itself in knots as she glanced at the removed body parts, the eviscerated, decapitated, bisected, castrated, and skinned young men and women, the partially eaten infant that had been cut out of a beheaded woman’s body, and the enormous amount of blood. Images that were never seen on television. Blurry pictures of one wall showed where Jen had written in blood, “Jen of Hell was here.” On another wall she had written, “Frat boys are rapists.”On another one she had written “Obsidian, remember.”She slammed the folder closed and took a breath, only having gone through the first quarter of the thick file.
 
   “She’s a monster,” she said to herself. 
 
    
 
  
 
  



Chapter 18
 
   Northern New Mexico Correctional Facility, Women’s wing- Santa Fe, NM
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Detective Tina Greyland confidently walked down the corridor as the prison guard continued to issue warnings regarding the prisoner in question. The large uniformed man with the name ‘Benjamin Garland’ on his badge glanced at her repeatedly, and she knew why. It wasn't so much that Tina was attractive. She knew that wasn’t the issue. She was far from that. She had her auburn hair up, and her plainclothes business suit hid her curves, her detective badge displayed proudly on her belt. She looked professional, but not in any way attractive. At least, in her own mind. She sometimes put on too much foundation, trying to darken her light skin that never tanned. But, this wasn’t why he stared. It was her purple eyes.
 
   “Detective, forgive me but... I gotta ask. Is that natural?”
 
   “Of course.”
 
   “So, you don’t wear colored contacts?”
 
   “No. It’s a genetic anomaly called MovMátia. Elizabeth Taylor had it. How much further?”
 
   “Just up ahead.”
 
   As they walked past cells, female prisoners made cat calls to the detective, inviting her to engage in lewd acts. She ignored them, but the guard repeatedly yelled for them to stop. Of course, that only encouraged them to proposition him.
 
   They arrived to the destined cell and stopped.
 
   “This is her,” the guard said as he backed away. “Are you sure about this, Detective?”
 
   “She’s our only lead. Why is everyone so scared of her? I mean, I know she’s in here for murder.”
 
   “She’s not a woman, Detective. She’s not human. She’s the Devil.”
 
   Tina sighed and approached the steel door that had a single, small window. She looked inside and saw no devil, but a simple woman. She sat on the bed reading the latest issue of the Las Cruces Sun News. The prisoner was of average height, the same woman in the case notes. 
 
   “She doesn't look like a devil to me, Guard. I don’t see why I couldn’t just see her in visiting.”
 
   “She’s never leaving that cell, Detective. She killed seventeen college students in one night. But it's what she did afterward...”He gulped. “And not to mention what she’s done while in here. She’s a complete nut job. Pure evil straight from Hell.”
 
   “Yea, I know. I read her file. Still.” She sighed and tapped on the window.
 
   “What do you want?” the prisoner asked.
 
   “Miss, I'm Detective Greyland. I’d like to ask you a couple of questions regarding a series of murders.”
 
   There was a pause as the prisoner looked up and smiled. “Why?”
 
   Tina took out the silver icosahedron from her pocket and put it up the window. “One of the victims had this on him, wrapped in a note. It said to bring it to you.”
 
   The prisoner’s black eyes got slightly wider. She then grinned wide when she saw the eyes of Detective Greyland. She put down her paper and approached the window, her smile ever wider. She walked right up to the window and gazed into her eyes.
 
   “Do you recognize this thing?”
 
   The prisoner nodded, but continued to stare into Tina’s eyes. ”I’ve missed you,” she said seductively. Her eyes began to mist up just a bit.
 
   ”What did she say?” the guard asked. He hit the door. “Stand back from the window!”
 
   Tina stood aside for a moment. “We’ve never met, I don't know what she's talking about.”
 
   The prisoner began to laugh. “So, now the shoe is on the other foot. I remember, but you don’t.”
 
   “Stand back!” the guard said to the prisoner. 
 
   She returned to her bed and lay down. She then began to pleasure herself, moaning and groaning. “Ohhh, how I've missed you!”
 
   “She’s demented, Detective.” The guard shook his head. “Are we done here?”
 
   “This was a waste of time.” Tina shook her head and turned to leave.
 
   “Wait!” the prisoner said. “Don’t go!”
 
   Tina turned back around and glanced into the cell. “Can you tell me about this, or not?”
 
   The prisoner nodded. “Maybe. What did the note say, exactly?”
 
   Tina took out the note and read it aloud, “Take this to Jennifer Morgan, in Santa Fe.”
 
   “That’s it?” Jen asked in disappointment.
 
   “That’s it.”
 
   “And the victim?”
 
   “A man by the name of Karl Drake.”
 
   Jen began laughing again. “Of course. Of course. So, he screwed up again.”
 
   “What does that mean?”
 
   “I’ll tell you, but I have conditions.”
 
   “You’re hardly in a position to dictate conditions, Miss Morgan.”
 
   Jen pressed her face onto the window. “Come into the cell and let me tell you why you have purple eyes, Sienna.”
 
   The guard slammed his baton on the door. “I said get back!”
 
   The name ‘Sienna’ rattled around in Tina’s head like a puzzle piece trying to find its place. She stood back as the guard scolded Jen. Déjà vu again.
 
   “Oh, come on, Benny!” Jen said to the guard. “It’s not like I can get out of here anyway.” She lifted her orange shirt briefly, flashing her bare breasts at him. “Why don’t you come get some?”
 
   “Sienna?” Tina said. 
 
   “That’s right, sweetheart. That’s your name,” Jen said. 
 
   Tina shook off the strange feeling, and backed away. “We’re done here.” She turned to walk away again. “She’s obviously insane.”
 
   Benny laughed. “Yea, I told you.”
 
   “Sienna! Come back! It’s me! Jen of Hell! Come on, damn it, Obsidian, remember!”
 
   “That’s that same shit she painted on the walls,” Benny said.
 
   “How is it you know those details?” Tina asked as she waited for him to open the door to the lobby.
 
   He smirked. “She’s a bit of legend up here. I had a friend in processing a while back. He shared some of the details. She actually used a sword, can you believe that?”
 
   “Sheesh, seems everyone knew but me.” Tina shook her head. “Who the hell is this Sienna, and what’s ‘Obsidian remember’ about?”
 
   Benny shrugged as he closed the door behind them. “Nobody knows, but I’ll tell you one thing, this is the first time she’s actually called someone that.”
 
   “Really?”
 
   He nodded and motioned to the checkout desk.
 
   Her cell phone started ringing as they put it, along with her Colt 1911 and the rest of her belongings, on the desk. She picked up her phone.
 
   “Greyland.”
 
   “It’s me, Cap. Have you met with her yet?”
 
   “Yea. She’s bat-shit crazy, Captain.”
 
   “But did you get anything?”
 
   “No. She just called me Sienna and masturbated in front of us. She wanted me to enter the cell.”
 
   “Jesus. Look, we have a serious problem. Jake Winter Junior is dead. Ferguson and Gutierrez found him when they went to talk to him. Same M.O. as the others.”
 
   “Shit.”
 
   “I need you to find out what the hell she knows, Tina.”
 
   “I’m telling you, she’s crazy.”
 
   “I know. She was in a mental facility first. Insanity plea. You read the file?”
 
   “Yea, most of it. I’m not going in that cell with her, Captain.”
 
   “I don’t care what you do, but find out what she knows, and do it quickly. Bodies are piling up. It’s just a matter of time before the Feds gets ahold of this. We don’t need another FBI debacle, either.”
 
   “Serial—“
 
   “Don’t say it, Detective. Just do your job. Call me as soon as you get anything.”
 
   “Roger that, Captain.” She put the phone down and looked over at the guard. “I gotta go back in.”
 
   He sighed, shook his head, and opened the door. He put his arm out to the opening. “This way to the loony bin.”
 
   As they walked down the corridor again, she asked, “So, why isn’t she in a mental facility instead of here?”
 
   “She was. She killed a nurse during the first two weeks. She’s only in here because of that. She got a life sentence, legally, for one damn murder. That’s the real insanity.”
 
   “That wasn’t in her file.”
 
   He shrugged as they once again arrived at Jen’s cell. Jen was already at the window looking out with no expression on her face. She just stared at Tina.
 
   “I need you to tell me what you know about this and Karl Drake,” Tina demanded.
 
   Jen slowly shook her head and backed away from the door. “Come on in and I’ll tell you everything.”
 
   “Look, Miss Morgan, I know why my eyes are purple. It’s also why I can’t tan. It’s a genetic anomaly known as Mov—”
 
   “No, it isn’t,” Jen said.“It’s because you’re not human. Come on in and I’ll tell you the rest.”
 
   Tina sighed and looked at the guard. 
 
   He shook his head. “Sorry, Detective. I can’t. Nobody can.”
 
   “I really need to get this information, and trust me, I can handle myself. Open the door.”
 
   He shook his head. “You’ll have to talk to the Warden.”
 
   “Of course you can handle yourself, Sienna,” Jen said. “Because you have extraordinary strength. It’s why you went into law enforcement. I’d bet it was either that or firefighting, since you’re also immune to fire. A profession to use, but more importantly, hide your abilities. Frankly I’m surprised you didn’t go into firefighting. Immune to fire and can save people? That’s more Sienna’s style. But, maybe you’re more Obsidian. You like beating people up instead. Yea, that sounds right. Remember anything yet, Obsidian?”
 
   The guard chuckled. “See? The Devil, fucking crazy.”
 
   Tina got a strange feeling, like an extended déjà vu again.
 
   Jen continued. “Let me guess, you’re adopted, huh? Found on somebody’s doorstep when you were a child? Have you ever had acid poured on you? Maybe messed with your Daddy’s car one day and got battery acid on you? What happened? Nothing.”
 
   The guard sighed and motioned to the door. Tina ignored him and got closer to the window. Jen stood just on the other side, grinning like the Cheshire cat.
 
   “It burned my sleeve. Daddy panicked and shoved my hand under the hose. He cleaned it off in time, before it did anything to me. But, how would you know this?”
 
   “Because, I know who you are. When did you realize fire didn’t hurt you, or that you had supernatural strength?”
 
   Both women approached the window, noses practically touching the glass. Tina looked deep into Jen’s black eyes, and a terrible, overwhelming fear gripped her. She backed away, turned,and ran for the door. The guard followed and opened it for her. 
 
  
 
  



Chapter 19
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Detective Ferguson sat eating his cheeseburger as Gutierrez walked in. Captain Chavez was busy trying to calm down the Mayor on the phone. 
 
   “I guess we stepped in it now,” Gutierrez said, and then smirked at Ferguson. “Cheeseburger? What happened to your diet?”
 
   “Hey, it’s protein. Good for growing muscles.”
 
   “And a shitload of grease.”
 
   Ferguson smiled and shrugged.
 
   “You’re cheating since Tina’s not here, aren’t you?”
 
   “Don’t start that again, Armando.”
 
   Gutierrez laughed. “Just admit it. You started down this bodybuilding kick because she kicked your ass arm wrestling. You want to impress her, don’t you? Why can’t you admit you have a crush on her? I mean, I understand completely. Estamuybonita! If I wasn’t a married man…” He winked.
 
   “You’re an asshole, Armando.”
 
   Gutierrez smiled. “I know.”
 
   “So, now what?” Ferguson wiped off his mouth and tossed the rest of his lunch into the trash bin. “We just sit here and wait for Tina to check in?”
 
   “It was obviously not the Winters, so that throws our whole case out of whack. How the hell did the Mayor get wind of the whole serial killer thing?”
 
   “He has a cousin, one of the uniforms, remember?”
 
   Gutierrez nodded. “Yea. Everyone has a cousin. I’m going to call Tina.” He picked up the phone as Chavez threw open his door and stormed out.
 
   “Damn it!” Chavez exclaimed. “We have to do a press conference. Has anyone heard from Greyland?”
 
   “I was about to call her,” Gutierrez said. 
 
   Chavez nodded and pointed at him. “Do it, and find out what the hell she’s doing up there. Now’s not the time for fucking vacation!” He turned and slammed his office door closed behind him.
 
   Gutierrez punched the number and waited. It rang and then went to voicemail. “Tina, Cap’s pissed. Turns out we have to go public. Call us back as soon as you can, and I mean damn soon, like now would be a good time. He’s going to blow a gasket if he has to do a press conference without any solid leads. No pressure, chica, but it’s all you.” He hung up.
 
   “Voicemail? She must be in the facility,” Ferguson said. “Let me call the Warden, see if everything’s alright.”
 
   “We would have gotten a call, don’t you think?”
 
   “Maybe. Hang on.” Ferguson punched the number, and got the secretary. “This is Detective Ferguson from Las Cruces, we’re checking on Detective Greyland.”
 
   “She’s come and gone, about three hours ago, Detective,” the young man said. “Have you called her?”
 
   “Yea, just voicemail.”
 
   “She might be on the road to the airport, or in the air already.”
 
   “Nah, she was supposed to call before she left.”
 
   “I’ll let you know if she returns. The Warden is in the office, do you want to speak to him directly?”
 
   “No, don’t bother him. I’m sure it’s alright.” 
 
   ---
 
   Tina sat in the rental car in the convenience store parking lot. She lit up a cigarette and took a good long drag off of it, and let the smoke exit slowly. It had been three years since she had smoked. It was satisfying, and didn’t make her cough like she thought it would. She gazed at the lighter for a moment, rolling the striker wheel and causing a nice, steady flame to come into existence. She then released the gas button and the fire disappeared. She did it again and again, watching the flame come and go as she smoked her cigarette. 
 
   At last, the cigarette was down to a butt. Instead of putting it out in the ashtray next to the clearly marked “No smoking in vehicle” sign, she looked at herhand. She brought the hot cherry close to her hand, considering snuffing it out in her palm, and then flicked it out of the window at the last second. She then lit up another flame and moved her hand over it. The flame licked up the sided of her palm, the little bit of sweat sizzling for moment. She watched the flame and rotated her hand like a chicken in a rotisserie. Her hand began blackening from carbon, but otherwise remained unharmed.She released the gas button and dropped her hands. She stared out at the parking lot for a moment. She sat there for a few more minutes, and then looked down at her purse. The brand new pack of cigarettes sat there just inside, enticing her to enjoy another. Instead of grabbing one, she exited the vehicle. She stood looking around at the busy city, up at the nearby mountains, and suddenly yearned for Colorado. 
 
   She thought about her parents, her family. She though back to the battery acid incident. Her Daddy had panicked when she got the acid on her, but not so much because of the acid at first. It was because she had picked up the truck battery with one hand, crushing the top and spilling acid on her arm. He washed the acid off quickly but his true alarm was the destroyed battery. 
 
   Her three older brothers who were not actually related to her,they had adopted her. Not just her Mom and Dad, but her brothers. They had treated her like a china doll when she was young, but when she reached puberty they toughened her up. They fought with her, all in good fun and never hurting her much, but more importantly, teaching her how to defend herself. She laughed out loud as she remembered when she broke her brother Kevin’s jaw by accident. He was pissed for a long time after that, but the sparring was over. 
 
   She had never lost a fight in school. She never started them, but always finished them. It seemed every new tough girl wanted to try her on. She always made it look good, taking a few hits until blood flowed, and then usually it was only one mildly hard punch to the opposing girl’s face, and it was over. 
 
   She had entered into several martial arts classes, and none of them seemed challenging. She tried weightlifting once, until her brother Jacob insisted she not. This was after she had maxed out on all the machines the first day. 
 
   She heard her phone ringing inside her purse, but ignored it. Instead, she sat on the sidewalk and cried. 
 
  
 
  



Chapter 20
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Tina paced in the waiting room to the Warden’s office. The handsome young secretary handed her a note that read, “Call from Detective Ferguson.”
 
   She took the note, nodded, and crumpled it up. “I don’t have all day. I need to see her.”
 
   “Detective, I seriously doubt he’s going to let you enter her cell,” the secretary said. 
 
   “Damn it!” Tina smashed her fist into the brick wall in frustration, causing a fist sized hole. “Damn, shit, I’m so sorry.” She tried to put pieces back.
 
   The secretary was more than astonished. 
 
   The Warden walked out. “Detective, I think we have a solution.”
 
   She stood directly in front of the damage, hiding it from his view.
 
   “We’ll put you both in a processing room. She’ll be shackled down, and you should be safe. We’ll have a guard in there—”
 
   “No, we have to be alone, Warden.”
 
   “Detective Greyland, we have a serious liability issue, we simply can’t.”
 
   Tina stepped away from the wall so he could see the damage. She then punched the wall again, making another hole. “She won’t hurt me.”
 
   “Jesus!” The Warden said.
 
    
 
   Less than a half hour later, Tina stood waiting in the processing room with a bandage on her hand, her knuckles skinned and bloodyfrom the show of strength. Four large guards brought Jennifer Morgan in, shackled and chained to the point that she could hardly move. She didn’t resist. They sat her down in the permanently mounted steel chair in front of the permanently mounted steel table, and secured her down. One guard remained, until Tina insisted he leave. At last, the two women were alone. 
 
   Jen motioned to the camera mounted near the ceiling. “Lose the vid or I won’t talk.”
 
   Tina yanked out the cable, to the sounds of people complaining. She then stood at the door with her hand on it, preventing anyone from opening. “Leave us alone!”
 
   Finally the commotion settled down. Tina sat at the other chair. “Talk to me.”
 
   Jen smiled. “We’re from a world called—”
 
   “Stop. All I want to know is, what you know about Karl Drake.”
 
   Jen nodded. “Sure, okay. But, you’re not going to like it.”
 
   “I know.”
 
   “See, the fact that he’s been killed,that means there’s someone out there worse than us.”
 
   “You. You mean worse than you.”
 
   Jen chuckled. “Okay. Worse than me.”
 
   “I’ve seen what you’ve done. These murders are nowhere as… horrible. They look like executions. So, who is it?”
 
   Jen shrugged. “Beats me.” 
 
   Tina slammed her fists on the table, and the steel buckled.
 
   Jen grinned. “I love it when you get angry. Your eyes sparkle. I remember when we were in Austin—”
 
   “I’ve never been to Austin. Please, just stay on subject. Do you have any idea why Karl Drake would want that thing to go to you?”
 
   “That trinket, the little toy?”
 
   Tina nodded.
 
   “It was a little thing we shared once, when we were all together. He was just letting me know his time is done. I’d like to have it, if you don’t mind.” She put out her hand.
 
   Tina shook her head. “I don’t think so. It’s evidence.”
 
   “What else can you tell me? Come on, Obsidian. I know you know more.”
 
   “My name’s Tina, or Detective Greyland to you.”
 
   Jen laughed. “Your name is Princess Sienna Deccon, daughter of the Dragon King Vayrock. You lived a full life as her in the kingdom of Velland, world of Ahl-Thoor-Hees.You then passed on to an alternate universe, where you became the black dragon spawn of Lotanna, Obsidian. I named you that, in fact. You then became the Bane of Grognor, the Black Queen. Together, you, Kraal, and I destroyed this pathetic little world. Of course, you know Kraal as Karl. We’ve been through all this before. So many times I can’t count. The gods are trying to reform us. Looks like it worked on you. Twice. You’re immune to fire, acid, and chlorine gas, and have extraordinary strength because you’re half dragon. That’s your daddy Vayrock, he’s the son of Deccon the Fierce and Vella the Wise. Dragons from our world.  
 
   “You and I share a common ancestor, your father Vayrock. From my point of view he’s just some legend from twenty thousand years ago from when this whole adventure started, but my point is, I share some of your traits. In particular your strength. You’re half dragon, I’m genetically part dragon on my grandmother’s side, that is, before I ascended as the Prismatic Dragon Goddess. Now I’m all dragon trapped in this ridiculous humanoid meat sack. I’m not nearly as strong as you. I couldn’t bust these shackles like you could, but once I’ve worked out during one of my… well, anyway. I’m still stronger than any man on this miserable planet.”She laughed in an insane cackle. “Is any of this getting through to you? I’ve done a lot of work to jog your memory. You must be remembering something by now. Faint images, strange dreams, something.”
 
   Tina was not amused. She smashed the table again, causing it to nearly collapse. “I don’t care about your insane ramblings! Tell me what I need to know!”
 
   “Tell me what I need to know first.”
 
   Tina stood up and paced for a moment. “The victims all had a carving in their chest.”
 
   Jen’s perpetual smile suddenly dropped. “What kind of carving?”
 
   Tina pulled the photo out of her pocket and handed it to Jen. “All the victims had this. We know it’s a Norse symbol of—”
 
   “Loki.” Jen’s face lost a shade of color. “Shit. It’s not the First One…”
 
   “The what? So, who is it?”
 
   “It’s Loki.”
 
   “Yes, but who is it? Is it someone you know? Look, I can try to get you more privileges or something, but I need to know.”
 
   “It’s Loki. It means the gods have given up reformation and they’ve sent him to end us. We’ll be doomed to the abyss, and you? I don’t know what he’ll do to you. Since your memory is gone, I imagine he’ll go after your family. He’s probably eliminating anyone who has made a historical difference in our timelines. Has he attacked the Winter family yet?”
 
   Tina nodded.
 
   “Sienna, you need to get me out of here. We need to find and stop him before this goes any further.”
 
   “Get you out of here?”
 
   “Come on, just snap my shackles. We have to do this!”
 
   “No, I don’t think so. Thanks for the worthless information. You truly are as crazy as they say.” Tina grabbed the photo and stormed out, all the guards rushing in. 
 
   “Obsidian, remember, damn it!” Jen screamed as the guards took control of her.“Obsidian!”
 
    
 
    
 
  
 
  



Chapter 21
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The detectives sat and looked at the case board. Tina cradled her head as Chavez paced. 
 
   “It was a complete waste of time, Captain,” Tina said. “She’s lost her mind. I spent a whole day up there, plus the travel time, and all I got was insane ramblings about dragons and gods.”
 
   Ferguson chewed gum and studied the board as Gutierrez read over Tina’s report. Chavez continued to pace.
 
   “Maybe,” Ferguson started, “we’re looking at this all wrong. She said it was Loki. Okay, so let’s do some research on the god Loki.”
 
   “Christ, now you’ve lost your mind,” Tina said.
 
   “No, think about it. Maybe it’s some psycho who thinks he’s Loki. Learn about this god, and maybe we’ll be learning about the perp.”
 
   “I have a Press conference in two hours,” Chavez said. “Am I supposed to tell them we’re on the trail of a Norse god? What is this, The Avengers? Come on!”
 
   Ferguson cast his gaze down in shame.
 
   “Tell them we have a lead, but cannot speak to the specifics at this time,” Gutierrez said.
 
   Chavez scowled at him. “Yes, obviously. Now, what the hell are we going to do when the FBI shows up?”
 
   “They won’t come unless they’re invited, right?” Tina asked.
 
   “It the Police Chief invites them, and he probably will, then we lose all credibility,” Ferguson said. 
 
   “But at least we’d have their help, right?” Tina said.
 
   “Yea,” they all said.
 
   “They’d take over the investigation, and all the while saying they’re just assisting,” Chavez said. He sighed. “But maybe this is too much for us. We have nothing.” He stopped pacing and stared at the board. “Not one damn thing but an insane woman and a toy.”
 
  
 
  



Chapter 22
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The FBI agents were there in less than an hour. Three agents. One man in his sixties, Caucasian with short dark hair, his name was Supervisory Special Agent Corrigan. A Caucasian woman, rotund with long blonde hair, around thirty, her name was Special Agent Sanchez. A black man, muscular with a bald head, around thirty, his name was Special Agent Sanderson. They rounded up the detective unit and began taking over immediately.
 
   Corrigan spoke first. “I’m Supervisory Special Agent Corrigan, this is Special Agents Sanchez and Sanderson. We’ve come at the request of your Police Chief to help with this investigation. We’re from the Serial Profiling Unit of the FBI.”
 
   “So, you’re taking over, huh?” Ferguson asked with spite in his words.
 
   “No,” Sanchez said, “we’re here to assist only. We have expertise in these kinds of cases, and will be working up a profile of your suspect.”
 
   “But first, we have a press conference to prepare for,” Sanderson said. “We have an hour to prepare, so if you wouldn’t mind, please brief us on what you have.”
 
   Chavez did the honors, pointing out pictures and explaining the situation. The agents nodded and talked among themselves, seemingly working out certain things. 
 
   Tina was unimpressed. She looked over at Gutierrez. “This is bullshit,” she whispered. “Watch them when they get to the dragons and gods part.”
 
   “Bat shit crazy, no doubt about it. I still don’t see the connection. Did she give you any indication of how she and this Loki dude are connected?”
 
   “You mean other than Veeoland or whatever? No. She seemed to become obsessed with me pretty quick, though.”
 
   “It’s your eyes,” Sanchez said, obviously hearing the conversation. “She saw something unusual, and it triggered her psychosis. You may actually be the key to this.”
 
   “Me? Oh, hell no. If I never see that psycho bitch, it’ll be too damn soon.” Tina shook her head.
 
   Chavez stepped into his office to answer his phone.
 
   Sanchez continued. “What else did Miss Morgan tell you?”
 
   “It was just a bunch of nonsense about gods and dragons. She called me Obsidian and Sienna. She seemed confused as to which person I was. She’s obviously insane.”
 
   Sanchez stared into Tina’s eyes for a moment, no expression on her face. “She called you Obsidian?”
 
   Tina nodded. “Why?”
 
   “The message Obsidian remember was on the wall, correct?”
 
   Tina nodded. “Yea, but… so what?”
 
   “Are you sure you’ve never met her before, Detective?”
 
   “I think I’d remember. Of course not.”
 
   Sanchez nodded. “She also called you Sienna?”
 
   “Like I said.” Tina made the ‘crazy’ loop around her ear with her finger.
 
   “What else did she say? Did she mention anything about royalty?”
 
   Tina scowled. “Yea, how did you…?”
 
   “What, specifically?”
 
   Chavez walked in, his face showing the news before he spoke. “We have a serious complication. Jennifer Morgan just broke out of prison.”
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   The blue and white 1998 Chevy van rolled south on Interstate 25, as did thousands of other vehicles. Jenchanged from her prison clothes to jeans and a black Harley-Davidson t-shirt in the back of the van. It was a converted van, with a bed and kitchenette set up for traveling. Brian drove the van. He took a sip of beer as he casually drove down the road.
 
   “Dude, no drinking,” Jen said as she sat in the passenger seat.
 
   “It’s just a beer, jeese.”
 
   “Get rid of it and pull over.”
 
   “Pull over? Why?”
 
   “Brian, if you get pulled over with that, we’re fucked. I’m driving.”
 
   “Jen, I just busted you out of prison, remember? You’re a wanted fugitive.”
 
   “And you’re a corrections officer drinking and driving. Now, get rid of the beer and pull the fuck over!”
 
   Brian sighed and did so, finding a wide path in the road. He and Jen switched. 
 
   He reached for another beer.
 
   She slapped his hand. “Seriously? What the fuck is your problem?!”
 
   “Well, I’m not driving anymore…”
 
   “Jesus, Brian. Open carry law? You’re a fucking corrections officer. A cop, basically. How do you not know that?”
 
   “When did you become such a pain in the ass?”
 
   “You really have no idea, Brian. Just do what I told you. We have a mission.”
 
   “Oh, to find that Loki guy and your Detective Greyland, right. What about this. We just keep on going through into Mexico, and you can give me what you promised, huh?” He grinned seductively. 
 
   “Don’t become a liability, Brian. You’ll get your fuck when I’m good and ready. Don’t push it. We have to get to a bank first.”
 
   “You’re not seriously going to rob a bank are you?”
 
   “No, dumbass. You’re going to make a withdrawal. I have an account under another name. We’ll get the money out and get a burner phone. I need to get some people together.”
 
   “People? What people?”
 
   “People. Friends who have been waiting for me.”
 
   “You never said anything about this. I thought you and I were going to get away, like you said.”
 
   “You have no idea what you’re involved with. Just do what I say and you’ll be handsomely rewarded.”
 
   He smirked as she said this. “Yea, heard that line before.” He noticed something approaching from behind, about the same time she did. Then he heard them. “Must be some kind of bike run.”
 
   Jen smiled as she gazed into the rearview mirror. “Awesome. They got my message.”
 
   “You know them?”
 
   She pulled the van over and parked as a group of men and women on motorcycles approached them from behind. The engines rumbled as Brian looked around, his heart rate rising and a feeling of dread building up inside. The motorcycles all parked with them.
 
   “Wait, who are they?”
 
   Jen grinned like a girl with a new toy. “My friends from a long time ago. Come on, you have to meet them.” She jumped out of the van and ran toward the apparent leader, a man with long black wavy hair. She jumped up and wrapped her arms and legs around him, screaming with excitement. The man held her and the two kissed for a few moments.
 
   The woman who had been riding next to the leader on her own bike walked up. “Hey, save some of that for me.”
 
   Jen screamed again and jumped off the leader, proceeding to make out with the woman.
 
   Brian tentatively stepped out of the van and approached the group. 
 
   Jen giggled as the group of bikers surrounded her, all hugging and warmly greeting her. 
 
   Brian saw that they all had the same patches on their vests. It was a gang he’d never heard of before. The big back patch was of a horned skull that looked like a sinister cow or something, with scorpions crawling on it, and two crossed swords going through its eye sockets. The bottom rocker read, ‘Antrium.’ The top rocker read, ‘Jornada del Muerto.’ There was a small rectangular patch to the right of the skull that read, ‘JDM Original’ and one on the left that read, ‘The Horde.’The text was blood red, on a black background.
 
   “Brian, come here. I want you to meet some of my oldest friends on this world. This is Kristov, Pixie, Lurch, and the Jornada del Muerto motorcycle club.”
 
   Pixie was obviously of native descent, with elf-like features and piercing eyes. She smiled and nodded at Brian. “Hello.” 
 
   Kristov, the long haired leader, simply nodded at him.
 
   Lurch, named that because of his tall stature, walked up and shook Brian’s hand. “So, how long have you known our Jen of Hell?”
 
   “A couple of years.”
 
   Lurch regarded Brian with doubtful eyes and smiled. “Don’t piss her off.”
 
   Brian already knew it was good advice.
 
   Sandy rubbed Jen’s arm and said, “Good to see you again, Jen.”
 
   Jen hugged Sandy. “You missed most of the fun. I got to kill an assassin and make steaks out of him before they stopped me. So, did you get it?”
 
   Sandy smiled and nodded. “Yea.”
 
   Jen squealed. 
 
   Kristov said, “We need to get to the club house and off the road. We can exit at Radium Springs.”
 
   Jen ran her finger down Kristov’s chest. “Can I ride with you?”
 
   Brian thought about protesting, but said nothing. He suddenly wondered what his purpose was in all this.
 
   “Sure,” Kristov said. “The couch awaits Your Highness.” He gallantly presented the comfortable rear seat. 
 
   She giggled.
 
   They all mounted up. 
 
   Pixie approached Brian and said, “You’ll be the last one in line behind the bikes. You’re now the chase vehicle.” She pointed at the distant mountains to the west. “The club house is just on the other side, about twenty miles out.”
 
   “Dirt roads?”
 
   “Yea, about ten miles of it. Can this thing handle it?” She looked at the van with doubt.
 
   “Sure… but, the bikes?”
 
   She chuckled. “We’ve got more experience and skill than you could possibly know, dude.” She turned and joined the other bikers.
 
   Two minutes later, the motorcycles and van rolled onto the Radium Springs exit.
 
   One hour later, they all sat in an average looking adobe house in the middle of an average looking ranchette subdivision just outside of Radium Springs. The living room was furnished with multiple couches and easy chairs, with a wet bar on one side, and a pool table in the middle. The walls had various photos and posters hanging. They all sat with beers or glasses of some kind of alcohol. 
 
   Jen snuggled into her favorite easy chair, giving a sigh. “Been a long time.”
 
   “It really has, Jenny,” Pixie said. “We saw the thing with the fraternity. Nice work.” She nodded approval. “You should’ve called us earlier.”
 
   “I know, I just didn’t want you all to get involved. You know what comes next.”
 
   “Death. Death comes next,” Kristov said as he walked into the room with a blanket in his arms. “Jennifer Margan, Jen of Hell. The JDM would like to present…” He removed the blanket to reveal the ornate scabbard and sword. “Tergon.” He knelt down and handed it to her.
 
   She gasped and took it. “Oh, there you are.” She drew it out and inspected the blade, running her finger down the razor sharp edge. “I have missed you.” She kissed the blade. She then looked around at everyone watching her. A tear rolled down her face. “Thank you all for doing this. It means more than you know.”
 
   “You’re most welcome,” Lurch said. “Getting it from the evidence lockup was pretty easy. We also got this.” He opened his palm at her, revealing the F.O. coin. 
 
   She took it and smiled again. “You’re too much! Thank you! Having it on me will help locate him, so that’s good. This is the key to ending my incarceration.”
 
   “And ours?” Alicia, the blonde biker girl asked.
 
   Jen nodded. “All of ours. We can get back to Antrium and finally be free. But, we need to build the device, find and capture the First One, and I need to get Obsidian’s memory jogged, or kill her. She has the icosahedron. Got it off of Karl’s body. I guess he was trying to get it to me when Loki attacked. We need that too. Not critical, but it would make things easier.”
 
   “It’ll be nice to have the Black Queen back,” Kristov said. “And to get our old bodies. These are…” He looked down and shook his head. “Restrictive.”
 
   “But,” Jen said. “We have a serious complication we need to resolve first, or it’s all over.” She waved her hand in front of her as she sheathed Tergon.
 
   Lurch sat in his chair. “Yea, we heard. Loki’s here.”
 
   “Goddamn Ice Giants MC,” Kristov said. “Are we sure Asgard isn’t here too?”
 
   “No,” Jen said, “We’re not.”
 
   “If we at least had breath weapons,” Wrench said. “This would go a lot smoother.”
 
   “And talons,” Adamis said.
 
   “And wings,” J-Rod said. “Wings would be nice.”
 
   They all agreed.
 
   “Don’t worry. You’ll get your dragon bodies back, I promise,” Jen said. “Just be patient. I need to get some money out of the bank, and I have some unfinished business at NMSU. Oh, and we may need to get the full JDM crew here, like, even the whelps.”
 
   Kristov nodded. “I figured.”
 
   “What the fuck are you all talking about?” Brian asked.
 
   They all laughed. 
 
   “When I get to the other side I’ll summon you all across, and it will be glorious,” Jen said. “Antrium at last!”
 
   They yelled, “Yea!” All except Brian
 
   Jen then looked up at the member board, and on the officer’s row her smile dropped when she saw the photo of the one important person she hadn’t seen yet. 
 
   Pixie noticed. “We called him, Jenny.”
 
   Jen felt a tear well up. “And?”
 
   Pixie smiled and nodded. 
 
   Jen gasped. “He’s coming?”
 
   A sarcastic voice came from the kitchen. “I was wondering when you were going to say something.” A tall, muscle-bound dark skinnedman in his 50s walked out. He had a long white beard and hair down to his waist. 
 
   Jen put both hands over her mouth and tears began flooding down. Pixie caressed her arm.
 
   “I can’t believe it,” Jen said. “You’re here. You’re actually here!” She jumped up and into his arms, her arms and legs wrapped around him. She audibly cried.
 
   “Easy, girl,” the man said.
 
   She gazed into his eyes, and then began kissing him passionately, still crying.
 
   “I think she’s happy to see him,” Kristov said in a chuckle.
 
   Jen released his lips and gazed at him. “Karl is dead.”
 
   “I know, sweetheart. But I’m here. We’re all here now.”
 
   “Who is this?” Brian asked. 
 
   “That,” Pixie said, “is our president. Gondane the Black.”
 
   Brian shook his head. “Strange club,” he said to himself.
 
   “I never expected you to come back,” Jen said.
 
   “Jen…” Gondane’s gaze dropped for a moment. He sighed. “I was wrong. I… I’m so sorry. I…” tears rolled down his face as he slowly shook his head.
 
   She put a finger on his lips. “Apology accepted.” 
 
   “When I saw the news with the fraternity, I got a bit sentimental. I kept thinking back to when we first met. Remember?”
 
   She chuckled. “In the swamp. You were afraid of me.”
 
   “Well, you were ‘she-who-was-not-to-be-named’ Jen of Hell. Your reputation had been handed down through the ages of how you wiped out the entire Grognor Empire. Of course I was afraid of you.”
 
   “And now?” she asked as she played with his beard.
 
   “You’re still the Prismatic Dragon Goddess, and your wish is my command, your highness.”
 
   He began to kneel down, and she jumped out of his arms. He went down on one knee, and so did everyone else except Brian.
 
   “All hail Jen of Hell, the Prismatic Dragon Goddess!” they all said in unison.
 
   Pixie slapped Brian’s knee. “Kneel, asshole!”
 
   “What?”
 
   She motioned to Jen. “Show some fucking respect! She’s our goddess!”
 
   Brian’s pulse was racing in terror. He couldn’t control himself. He knelt. “What the hell kind of club is this?” he whispered to himself as he trembled with fear.
 
   Jen stood at their center, smiling wide and crying. Her hands went up to her face, and she began to giggle. “You all are too much! Thank you!” Her voice then morphed into a guttural, sinister laugh, and she stretched her arms out beside her like wings. “I am Jen of Hell!”
 
   Brian lost control of his bladder.
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   Captain Chavez, SSA Corrigan, and Tina stood at the front of the briefing room. The Press was there in full force. Not just the local news, but CNN and others were represented as well. 
 
   The crowd of reporters yelled out questions as the three looked at each other. Chavez stepped forward.
 
   “I’m Captain Chavez of the Las Cruces Police Department. This is Detective Greyland and SSA Corrigan from the FBI. This is what we know so far. Some person or persons have been killing in serial fashion. The M.O. is exactly the same with all victims. We currently have no leads—”
 
   “Is it the same as the victims Jake Winter killed?” one reporter asked.
 
   Chavez nodded and said, “We can’t speak to the specifics of the case as of yet.”
 
   “Is it true this is related to the fraternity killer Jen of Hell?” another reporter asked. 
 
   “That is yet to be determined, but we have no concrete reason to suspect—”
 
   “Is it true Jen of Hell has escaped and is headed this way?” a reporter asked.
 
   “We cannot speak to the specifi—”
 
   “Captain, why has the FBI been called in if not for it being related to her?”
 
   Chavez glanced at Corrigan. “I’ll turn it over to SSA Corrigan for his remarks.”
 
   Corrigan stepped up. “We have been asked to assist in this case, to work up a profile. This is what we know so far. The suspect is most likely a white male in his thirties who works alone. When we know more, we will let you know.”
 
   “That’s weak, Agent.If this is related to the Winter case, or the Jen of Hell fraternity massacre, the public needs to know.”
 
   “It’s all we have now, thank you.” Corrigan motioned for the three to leave.
 
   “Agent, what has this to do with Detective Greyland’s family?” 
 
   The three stopped and looked at the young man asking. 
 
   “What about my family?” Tina asked.
 
   “Haven’t you heard?”
 
   “Heard what?” Tina asked, her fear suddenly rising.
 
   “Detective Greyland, I…” the reporter started, “I’m so sorry…” He turned and quickly exited.
 
   Tina ran into the squad room and turned on the nearest television. 
 
   To her horror, the images of her home in Fort Collins burning was on the late news. 
 
   “No! Oh, God, no!”
 
   Her phone rang, an unknown number. She answered. “Hello?”
 
   “This is Captain Adams of the Fort Collins Police Department. May I speak to Ms. Christina Greyland?”
 
   Tina’s hands began to shake, and tears began flooding down her face. “This is she… Ttt.. Tina.”
 
   “Ms. Greyland, I’m afraid I have some bad news. Are you sitting down?”
 
   “Yes.” She wasn’t.
 
   “Ms. Greyland, at approximately 8:45 this morning emergency vehicles arrived at your parents’ home on Ridgedale Avenue. It was already consumed in fire…”
 
   Tina was fully crying now. Everyone was watching her as Chavez and Corrigan walked in.
 
   “Ms. Greyland… your entire family was still inside. There were no survivors.”
 
   Tina dropped the phone and collapsed. Chavez caught her. 
 
   “Nooooooooo!” she screamed. “Noooooooo, please God, nooooooooo!”
 
    
 
  
 
  



Chapter 25
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Jen was pleased.  She brushed out her wet long black hair and smiled in the mirror. She then tried on a blonde wig. “Yea, that’ll do nicely.”
 
   Pixie walked into the bathroom with a contact case in her hand. “Here. Try these.” She gazed at Jen’s hair in the mirror. “Wow, you as a blonde.”
 
   Jen nodded. “I thought about using bleach and coloring it, but it wouldn’t last but a few days and I’d have to use four of five just to get it light enough. I’ll use this instead.” She adjusted the realistic wig. “Alicia’s got some nice wigs.”
 
   “Jeeze. If I used even one of those bleaches it would burn my hair off.”
 
   “I thought about taking one of Sandy’s birth control pills, but that would only extend it another day at best. No point taking chances with my immortality now.I’ll just wear a wig if I need too. Alicia has plenty to choose from.”
 
   Pixie smiled and hugged Jen from behind, caressing her bare breasts. “What is it about you that turns me on so much, Jen of Hell?”
 
   “’Cause you love me?” Jen smiled and moaned as Pixie lightly pinched her nipples. “Wait, let’s see what you think.” She opened up the contact case and put in both, blinking so they would set in. “Well?”
 
   Pixie moaned. “Blue eyes, blonde hair, and brown skin. Jesus!” She kissed her neck. “I want you, My Goddess. I want you so bad… it’s been so long…” Her breathing became heavy as she began to caresses her body all over and kiss her neck. 
 
   Jen moaned and moved Pixie’s hand to her nether regions. “Then take me, my loyal red dragoness. Take me, my beautiful Brimsta.” 
 
   Pixie giggled. “Been a long time since I heard that name.”
 
   Jen pivoted around and began kissing Pixie’s neck. “BrimstaFlameheart, Queen of the Reds.” Her breath was heavy and her heart beatfast. “Fuck…meeee…” she whispered in-between kisses and gasps of pleasure.
 
    
 
   The rest of the gang sat in the great room watching the television, replaying the Las Cruces Police press conference a couple of times. 
 
   “Check it out, she’s still beautiful. Even like this,” Kristov said as the image focused on Tina Greyland’s face. 
 
   “Our Obsidian.” Wrench shook his head. “I sure hope she doesn’t have to die again. It’d be nice to have her back.”
 
   “I’m sorry, but I’m still not understanding any of this,” Brian said.
 
   Sandy sat next to Brian. She wore extremely short cut jeans and a Harley-Davidson t-shirt. “She was our Black Queen for a time, when we all lived on Antrium. Then some stuff happened, an alternate time line was created, and we lost our home. But it was her.” She pointed at Tina’s image on the television. “She was the one who saved us all from extinction at the hands of the humanoids. If it hadn’t have been for her, we wouldn’t be here.”
 
   “Humanoids? This is so strange to me.”
 
   J-Rod chuckled. “He thinks we’re human.”
 
   “We’re dragons, Brian,” Sandy said. 
 
   “What? But… I don’t understand…”
 
   “Don’t worry, Brian. You’ll understand if you stick with us. Jen will reward you handsomely if you’re loyal.” She sat nearly on his lap and ran her finger down his chest. “Or eat you with her special BBQ sauce if you cross her. I wouldn’t mind a taste of what you have down there.” She ran her fingers over his growing erection. “How ‘bout it, huh?” She put her bare leg across his and rubbed her own crotch.
 
   His eyes grew wide.
 
   None of the others seemed to care what was going on on the couch.
 
   “Jen went to Hell to rescue Obsidian,” J-Rod said, pointing to the television as he narrated to Brian. “By rescuing hershe took out the chromatic dragon goddess Lotanna, and ascended to the rank of goddess herself. Of all dragons. Jen of Hell, the Prismatic Dragon Goddess. Well, once we rained hell itself upon the winds and took over Bahamlo’s realm.”[3]
 
   “That was a good war,” Adamis said with a smile on his face.
 
   “Until the Almighty stepped in and put an end to it,” J-Rod said, shaking his head.
 
   “Set us all on this endless cycle of incarceration,” Alicia said. “It called it the War Gods trial at first, until most of the other pantheons were relocated, leaving Obsidian, Jen, Kraal or Karl as he’s called here, and us in various incarnations. It took… how many cycles? For us to finally figure out who we were?” She asked the group.
 
   “Seven hundred twenty five,” Sandy said as she slowly unzipped Brian’s pants. “Not even sure how I remembered that number.”
 
   “Jeeezuz,” Brain said as Sandy stood up, unzipped her shorts, and dropped them revealing no underwear. 
 
   She then grabbed hold of Brian’s pants and easily pulled them down. His erection strained against his tighty whiteys, which she then tore off him with strength he never guessed. 
 
   “Oh my god!” Brian exclaimed. His erection was stiff and at full attention.
 
   Sandy then knelt down and put the whole thing in her mouth, slurping like a professional.
 
   The others continued with their story.
 
   “Anyway,” Alicia continued, “during the War Gods trial all the pantheons were sent to another alternate of Earth to battle it out as mortals.”
 
   “Ridiculous, like that would even work,” Wrench smirked.
 
   J-Rod chuckled. “You should know, Wrench.”
 
   The ganged chuckled along. 
 
   “You see, he was undercover at one point with the Asgard MC,” Alicia said. She put up her hands. “Long story.” She watched Sandy give Brian the best blow job he’d ever had. “Hey, Brian! Are you listening? This is important history.”
 
   “Oh… god… yyyyesssss…. Yesss war… dragons….” He struggled to answer as his pleasure mounted. 
 
   J-Rod chuckled at Brian. “Humans. So predictable. So eager to reproduce. But, can you all feel that? He’s got some strong life energy.”
 
   Alicia smiled. “Yea, but Sandy’s got the right idea.” She pulled her Honda Motorsports t-shirt off, revealing bare breasts. “Let’s see how many times we can get him off before Jen and Pixie come back from their bliss.”
 
   Wrench laughed. “Come on, he’s human! They can only do it once maybe twice a day.”
 
   “Oh, god!” Brian exclaimed.
 
   Sandy suddenly jumped up and slid him inside her. “Come on, fuck me!”
 
   He did.
 
   “Wow, look at that!” Adamis said. “He’s handling her!”
 
   “Oh, my god!” Brian exclaimed.
 
   Alicia ran over and pushed Sandy. “Come on, my turn! Move!” 
 
   “No! I had him first, and he’s about to blow!” Sandy moaned as she began to climax.
 
   Alicia pulled off her pants and shoved Sandy off. She fell to the ground laughing and moaning at the same time.
 
   “Better hurry, girl!” Adamis said. “Look at that purple head!”
 
   Alicia quickly slid him inside and pumped hard. “Come damn you, come!”
 
   He did. “Oh, my dear gooooooooddddddd!”
 
   “Yessssssssss!” Alicia screamed as she climaxed.
 
   At nearly the same time a similar chorus of two women screaming with pleasure came from the bedroom. 
 
   Everyone applauded. 
 
   “Bravo, Bravo!” the crowd cheered.
 
   Alicia sat on his hips, her face contorted in pleasure as Sandy stood up and embraced her.“Oh, he does have a lot of life force! I can feel it!”
 
   The others gathered around and put a hand on Alicia as she and Brian began to wind down to afterglow. 
 
   “Damn,” Gondane said. He had been sitting quietly the whole time. “I can see it flowing through you. Don’t drain him completely as we’re used to doing. Things have changed. He could be a candidate if Jen’s plan fails.”
 
   Brian felt drained. This had been more than just an orgasm. He felt his very life force being drained by the beautiful young woman who sat on him, his penis still erect and inside her. “What… what is this?” he asked, nearly out of breath.
 
   “Look at his face,” Kristov said. “His chakra is strong.”
 
   Small wrinkles formed on Brian’s face the longer Alicia stayed on him. He was aging.
 
   Alicia felt Brian’s life force flow through her, and she felt revitalized. “My god. He’s strong…” she gasped out as the energy began to wane. She fell off of him, into Gondane’s arms. “Gondane, he could be the one.” She passed out.
 
   Brian’s wrinkles then began to fade as he slowly regenerated to his former state. He became flaccid and passed out.
 
   “Jen, Pixie! You must see this!” Sandy called.
 
   The two naked women walked in and saw the last of the life energy fade back to normalcy. 
 
   “What happened?” Jen asked.
 
   Gondane pointed at Brian. “He happened.”
 
   She inspected his average looking form, and ran her finger through the semen and vaginal juices on Brian’s penis. “I knew he was strong but…” She then tasted it. “Wow, that’s potent!”
 
   Before another word could be uttered, everyone vied for a chance to lick off the moisture, until Brian was licked clean. 
 
   The ‘biker gang’ then sat in easy chairs and moaned in ecstasy, the life energy being absorbed in their bodies. 
 
   “I guess we’ll not eat him, then,” Gondane said.
 
   “No. We’re holding on to him. He may have enough to open the portal,” Jen said. 
 
   “I wonder if that was just a one-time thing.” Pixie asked. “How many per day do you think he has?”
 
   “He’s human,” J-Rod said. “I don’t see him having much more than any other human.”
 
   “Give him the cocktail,” Sandy said.
 
   Jen nodded. “Great idea. If nothing else we can build up what he already has. He’s got potential, in any case. Another loyal human servant would be quite valuable.”
 
   After an hour of snoozing, Alicia woke with a smile on her face. “Wow, not bad at all.”
 
   “We’re going to wake him up and give him the cocktail,” Jen said.
 
   “Really? Think he can handle it?” Alicia asked.
 
   “If not, he’ll make a nice BBQ,” Wrench said.
 
   Everyone agreed.
 
   Jen kissed Brian and fondled his flaccid penis until he woke up. 
 
   “Hey, so, looks like you got your fuck,” she said with a smirk. 
 
   “Yea… that was…”
 
   “Here, take these once a day from now on.”
 
   Brian looked at her, and the rest of the gang, and felt something different. He felt connected to them somehow. A feeling stronger than love. “Anything for you, Goddess.”
 
   “The exchange happened, without effort,” Alicia said. “He now shares our dragon life force. Amazing.”
 
   Brian looked at Alicia, and immediately began to get another erection. “Alic…”
 
   “Yes, hun. Ready for more?”
 
   “Take these first,” Jen said as she opened her hand.
 
   Brian looked down. It was two pills and a pouch that looked like a mustard pouch you might get at a fast food restaurant. It had written on it, ‘Testosterone.’
 
   “Open it and rub the gel on your belly, and then take these pills. This one is Cialis, and this one is Ecstasy.”
 
   He didn’t hesitate. He took the two pills and drank them down with the nearest beer, and then applied the hormone as instructed. He was already at full erection.
 
   “Me next, big guy?” Jen asked. “As agreed?”
 
   His erection suddenly grew stiffer. “Yes, my Goddess! Anything!”
 
   “If he only knew what those really are,” J-Rod whispered to Wrench. 
 
   They both chuckled.
 
   “We should go get some females,” Gondane said. “And maybe some food, too. Anyone else hungry?”
 
   “Isn’t that the same thing?” Alicia asked.
 
   Jen rode Brian hard, pumping and stroking him with expertise. She turned and said to Gondane, “I want you after Brian, okay?”
 
   Gondane nodded. “Yes, my Goddess. Don’t completely drain him, okay? Give him some time to regenerate. Remember he’s human.”
 
   She scowled. “Don’t remind me and ruin my mood.” She turned her head to glare into Brian’s eyes as he gripped her breasts and concentrated on sex. “Fuck me, pathetic human.”
 
   He did.
 
  
 
  



Chapter 26
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Captain Chavez sorted through the intel gained from sources in the Prison. He picked out a report of a missing person that had slipped into the case file by accident. It was about Cecilia Rodriguez. He set it aside, it obviously having nothing to do with the current cases.He looked at the official photo of Corrections Officer Brian Nichols sat on the pile of files. Screen shots of Brian sneaking Jen out of the prison made it perfectly clear what had happened. He picked up the copy of the registration to Brian’s van and reached for the phone. His hand shook, and he had to pull away. He looked up through the window into the squad room, and could feel the grief. 
 
   Tina had already left to Colorado, but the gravity of what happened to her family shook the Police Station to its core. Chavez wiped away his tears and picked up the phone, and dialed. 
 
   “Sergeant Peterson, Dispatch.”
 
   “Ned, this is Captain Chavez.”
 
   “What can I do for you, Captain?”
 
   “I need to put out a BOLO.”
 
   “I’m ready.”
 
   “Kilo Lima Sierra, nine four eight. It’s a 1998 two tone white and blue Chevy Van belonging to Brian Nichols. He could be anywhere in the southwest, but mostly likely headed down here from Santa Fe. He’ll be in the company of Jennifer Morgan, you already have her description. He’s a corrections officer who helped her escape. They should be considered armed and extremely dangerous, as in the previous release.”
 
   “Immediate release?”
 
   “Yes, please.”
 
   “Got it. It’ll go out right now.”
 
   “Thanks.” 
 
   Chavez hung up and continued to go through the papers. Jen’s file was big, and he hadn’t had a chance to read through it completely. As he flipped through the photos of the fraternity massacre, he stopped at one he hadn’t seen. It was at a strange angle, and he wasn’t sure what it was he was looking at. He pivoted it around until it became obvious. Human bones on the carpet of skin spelled out ‘Tina.’  His skin crawled.
 
   “Jesus, Mary and Joseph,” he said.
 
   ---
 
   Tina stood at 812 Ridgedale Avenue in Fort Collins, tears still flooding unabated down her cheeks. Her childhood home was nothing but cinders. Police officers stood guard as others secured the ‘CRIME SCENE- DO NOT CROSS’ yellow tape around the entire lot. 
 
   Captain Adams pulled up in his car and stepped out. “Ms. Greyland?”
 
   She turned to acknowledge him. “Yes.”
 
   He put out his hand. “Captain Adams. I’m so sorry for your loss.”
 
   She nodded. “Thank you… do you know anything yet?” She wiped away her tears as best she could. She knew she must have looked like a train wreck by now. The morning sun shone down on her puffy red eyes and complete lack of make-up, her pale skin now more obvious than ever. She didn’t care. She was still wearing the same clothes from yesterday. She hadn’t checked in to the hotel yet, she had just come straight to the scene. 
 
   “No, nothing. The Coroner hasn’t been able to get in. We’re waiting for the CSU to arrive first.”
 
   She looked at the smoldering ruins as firefighters still worked to make sure it was out. “How long will that be?”
 
   “The fire investigator is on her way, probably after she and the fire chief do their initial inspection. The CSU will be supervising the whole operation so nothing is disturbed. Once they get done, the… bodies… will be moved to the City Morgue, and the fire investigation will begin in earnest.” He produced a clean handkerchief from his breast pocket and handed it to her. 
 
   Her tears continued to flood down. “Thank you.”
 
   “Ms. Greyland, I know this is your family, but… I can’t let you get involved in the investigation, I hope you know that.”
 
   “It’s Detective Greyland, and yes. I know. But, I still have to deal with all the details.”
 
   “Where are you staying, Detective?”
 
   “The Marriot.”
 
   He put his hand on her shoulder. “Why don’t you go and get some rest. We’ve got this. Because of your profession, and the fact that you’re family, I’ll personally keep you apprised.”
 
   She turned and hugged this man, this stranger. It was an almost involuntary action. She needed to feel love, comfort. Her tears flowed heavier than ever.
 
   He sighed and hugged her back. “We got this, Hun. We got this.”
 
    
 
   She pulled up in the blue Chevy Cobalt rental car to the hotel, and checked in. Although the desk man was cordial, she could tell he was horrified by her looks. Once she got into her room, she got a good look at herself in the bathroom window. She was horrified. She looked like she’d been suffering from terrible deadly disease. Her eyes puffy and red, her face swollen, and her pale skin somehow paler than normal. She looked like the walking dead. The grief boiled to the surface, and she broke down, leaning on the sink, and then collapsing to the floor. She heaved and cried, pulling herself into the fetal position. She couldn’t maintain control anymore. She had been trying to be strong to get through all this, but it was finally too much. She passed out on the bathroom floor heaving in tears. 
 
   ---
 
   [4]She awoke in a vivid dream. She was not herself, but a warrior woman named Sienna. She stood naked in the middle of an ancient trade square with an ornate sword in her hand, the very same one she had seen in the Jennifer Morgan case files. The sword, and her body, was engulfed in flames. The fire didn’t harm her. In the middle of the trade square was a massive black dragon she knew as Kraal. He was bound to the ground with stakes and metallic ropes. 
 
   Kraal had several chunks of flesh sliced off of him, and were cooking, burning from lack of attention on a nearby grill. Dozens of dragon slayer soldiers surrounded the black dragon as he thrashed and struggled to get free. His blood flowed onto the street, and he moaned in horrible agony. “Sienna, help, please!” he roared.
 
   Sienna screamed with rage at the top of her lungs, sounding more like a dragon herself. Anger and hate consumed her. She ran and attacked the soldiers as a large green dragon crashed into the grill with a harpoon in its chest. It was dead.
 
   She screamed again as she stood there, looking more like some sort of flaming demon than a humanoid, when one of the soldiers landed a successful blow on her side, opening up a large gash. She lunged at him, piercing his chest. She pushed him off her blade with her leg as another solder pierced her back with his blade. She twisted and screamed in pain, causing the blade to snap. She spun around and cleanly sliced his head off. 
 
   She reached around and grabbed the broken blade stuck in her back, barely getting hold of it, and pulled it out just as another soldier attacked her. Just in pure reflex action, she shoved the broken blade upward to protect herself from the attack, catching the solder just under his chin. She pushed it up, piercing him up through his mouth, and into his brain as another solder attacked her from the side. She grabbed the dead soldier and used him for a shield as the next soldier attacked, causing his sword to pierce the dead solder instead of Sienna. 
 
   She screamed and said, “Tergon-ingnis!” A massive ball of fire emitted from the sword and vaporized the next few soldiers ready to attack her, and the rest began to back away. 
 
   Surely she was sent straight from Hell.
 
   “Come on! Who’s next?” She spat out the blood that began to fill her punctured lung, but she just ignored the pain. 
 
   She turned around just see a mob of soldiers overwhelm her. They took her down and began stabbing her multiple times as she screamed and fought back, finally getting hold of one of their heads, twisting and snapping his neck. She then punched as hard as she could as they slammed her to the ground, her fist going all the way through one of the soldiers. 
 
   Another green dragon crashed to the ground, dead as Kraal screamed in pain. Sienna looked up just in time to see a soldier pulling his sword out of the black dragon’s head. Sienna screamed again, spewing blood over her attackers as they continued to stab her. 
 
   “Die, damn you!” one of them yelled, but then his head fell off of his body. 
 
   Another one’s head suddenly became crushed by an unknown force, and another soldier fell into two halves from an axe attack. The last soldier rose up into the air, and flew back to the ground, leaving Sienna free. She finally saw what hadhappened. Some unknown soldier, dressed in all black armor, had killed them. He then proceeded to fight with the last soldier.
 
   The soldier rushed the dark knight, but had no game. The dark knight brought his axe down on the soldier’s head, slicing it in two. Anyone else in the area ran away in fear. All but the one on top of Kraal. He shoved his sword down into the black dragon’s head again, causing him to roar in pain.
 
   Sienna tried to stumble to her feet, but she was losing blood quickly. “Kraal!” she yelled, barely able to breathe. The dark knight saw the soldier attacking Kraal, and threw his axe at him, hitting him square in the chest. The soldier fell off, dead. 
 
   As Sienna struggled to get to her feet, she realized that the village was on fire, probably the result of her fireball attacks. She looked up at the mysterious dark night. “Cut him…lose!” she coughed out.  She reached over to her sword and grabbed it, using it as a crutch to pull herself to her feet. As she did so, blood poured out her gaping wounds. She staggered as the dark knight ran to help her. 
 
   “Don’t move, drink these, quickly!” he said, handing her some potions. 
 
   “Help me, cut Kraal lose, please!” she coughed out as she drank the potions. 
 
   The dark knight ran over and yanked out his axe, and then began cutting the massive mithril ropes keeping Kraal down. The dragon’s breathing had become fast and shallow, and Sienna could see he was dying. Feeling a bit better as her wounds began to heal, she stumbled over to his mouth. “Kraal, drink!” she said in dragon. 
 
   His eyes slowly opened as his tongue lay out of his mouth like he was near death. “Siennnnna,” he said almost in a whisper. 
 
   “My sweet Kraal,” she said, crying and still coughing up blood. She caressed his snout and tried to feed him the rest of her potion. “Come on, sweetheart, drink.”
 
   The dark knight yelled at Sienna, “Sienna, we have to get out of here!”
 
   She looked up to see another army approaching. The green dragons quit circling and attacking as too many of them had been brought down. Now, the army concentrated on Sienna. She ignored the stranger dressed in black and continued to pour the potion into black dragon Kraal’s mouth. It began to help a little, but not enough. 
 
   “Sir, it’s not enough, do you have more?” she asked the black knight. 
 
   “Sienna, there’s no time! Come on!” He ran up and put out his hand to her. 
 
   She slapped it aside and said, “I won’t leave here without Kraal! Help me free him!”
 
   The army surrounded them.
 
   Sienna’s major wounds had nearly healed as she stood facing the army.The village burned around them. All the structures were built of stone, so all that burned were the flammable temporary trade stands and anything outside or within the buildings.
 
   “Sienna!” the dark knightyelled.
 
   ---
 
   Tina woke up in a cold sweat, screaming, “Kraaaal!” She struggled to catch her breath, the dream stubbornly fading. After a few moments, the room came back into full focus. The only light was from the little lamp on the circular table on the other side of the room. She was undressed, only wearing her panties, and in bed. Confused as to how she got there, she looked around.
 
   “Nightmare, Princess?” a male voice asked. 
 
   She gasped and reached for her gun she usually kept on her nightstand. It wasn’t there.
 
   A man sat at the table, smiling. He was fair skinned and had medium length jet black hair. His eyes were black, and he wore a black suit with a red shirt and black tie. 
 
   “Who the fuck are you?!” She screamed and sat up, pulling the sheet up to make sure she was covered, scanning the room for her gun. “Who let you in here?!”
 
   “Calm down, Princess. I’m not here to hurt you. I’m here to help you remember, if possible. I put you to bed, hope you don’t mind. You looked rather uncomfortable on the bathroom floor.”
 
   “Get the fuck out of here!”
 
   He nodded. “I will, I will. I just need to have a conversation with you first. Then I will leave. I need to assess your situation so that I may proceed accordingly. Specifically, I need to help you remember who you are.”
 
   “Who the fuck are you?!” She reached for the phone.
 
   “I pulled the cord. Just, listen to me, and then I’ll go. Deal?”
 
   She nodded.
 
   He sighed. “My name is Loki. Perhaps you’ve heard of me?” 
 
   ---
 
   Captain Chavez continued to go through the papers as Ferguson walked in. He could tell something was wrong. 
 
   “Cap, we got a lead on this Loki person… you alright?”
 
   He handed the photo to him. “Jennifer Morgan knew Tina. This was two years ago. Somehow this is all related.”
 
   “Jesus. Should we show this to the feds?”
 
   Chavez nodded. “But… not yet. This could be bad, real bad. What are they doing now?”
 
   “They’re out looking at the fraternity site.”
 
   “Why? That was demolished.”
 
   He shrugged. “Who knows? So, what do you want to do about this?”
 
   “We sit on it for now. What’s your lead?”
 
   “Check this out.” He handed a printout to the captain. “It’s a partial fingerprint from the Karl Drake murder. We’re running it through the system right now.”
 
   “It’s something, at least.”
 
   “Yea… Oh, and we got an anonymous tip of some kind of biker gang rolling through town. Jornada del Muerto. Not sure if it means anything.”
 
   Chavez nodded. “Probably not. They’ve come through before. Never been any problem with them. I put out a BOLO for the van, so that should be on the system anytime.”
 
   ---
 
   Gondane, Wrench, J-Rod, and Kristov rolled down Picacho Avenue. Nice and slow. Gondane was in the lead. He motioned to pull into the ‘Desert Love’ motel parking lot. They all rolled in and parked. They stood next to their bikes waiting for Gondane to speak. 
 
   “Let’s head to the Tropic. It’s Friday, there’s sure to be some single females there.”
 
   “I heard they closed that bar,” Kristov said.
 
   “Shit, I hope not. It’s one of the last markets… er… I mean bars I like in this town. Nothing but hooligans.”
 
   They nodded and chuckled. 
 
   “Let’s check it out. If so, we’ll head to El Paso,” Gondane said. “Plenty of flesh down there at any one of those titty bars.”
 
   They all mounted up and rode. To their disappointment, the ‘Tropic Skies’ bar was closed. They rolled on past and headed south. 
 
   ---
 
    Brian was spent. He was passed out in one of the bedrooms as the rest of the gang visited in the great room.
 
   “Well,” Pixie said. “If nothing else, he’s a good lay. I say we keep him.”
 
   Lurch laughed. “Sure, ruin my BBQ plans.”
 
   “Why didn’t you go with the others?” Alicia asked.
 
   “Nah, I just wanted to hang out here for a change. With all the pretty ladies.”
 
   Pixie sat on his lap. “Such a charmer.” She kissed him and snuggled up in his arms.
 
   “Yea, I can relate to that. Don’t worry. They’re going to bring plenty for all of us,” Adamis said as he kissed Alicia’s bare breast. 
 
   Alicia moaned. “Stop that. You’re getting me horny again.”
 
   Adamis smirked. “That’s the idea.”
 
   Jen reclined and listened to all the small talk, and smiled. It was almost as it had been before, on Antrium. At least, it’s how Obsidian had described it. She’d never actually experienced their home before.  She knew that they needed to get things done, but she also knew she needed some free time before the serious business started. 
 
   “Jen, what’s the plan?” Pixie asked as she took a break from Lurch’s lips.
 
   “We lay low for a while. A month or two. In fact, maybe the rest of the year. Start fresh in January.  If Loki is looking for us, let him come to us. Obsidian is busy dealing with a personal tragedy. It’s not the time to try and jog her memory. This trauma will help more than anything we can do at this point.”
 
   “Months?” Alicia said, pushing Adamis away. “But, I thought things were urgent?”
 
   “Aww, come on!” Adamis said.
 
   “They are, but look at it in macro time. Things are steaming hot right now. They know I’ve escaped, and are probably on our trail. We need to get rid of that van. It’s on their radar by now. I’d say take care of that tonight. No delay. Then, we just kick back and party for a while. Like we did on the last run-through. Before I became president.”
 
   “That was sweet,” Pixie said. “Especially when you nuked San Francisco.”
 
   “And reset everything. Again,” Lurch said.
 
   “They left me no choice, you know that.”
 
   “Yes, they were quite rude, huh?” Alicia said. 
 
   “Anyway,” Jen continued, “lay low. I need to send someone, I was thinking Brian, but not anymore… to get some money out of the bank. We’ll need that. We also need to get to my house in Talvera. If Karl was successful he would have hid everything there.”
 
   “That house is under lockdown,” Lurch said. “But it shouldn’t be much of a problem.”
 
   “We need to find Loki and the First One. First, kill Loki, then, find the First One. He’s hiding in plain sight somewhere. If Obsidian doesn’t come looking for me, then she will need to have her memory jogged. Or she’ll need to be killed. We need to find that icosahedron if possible. But, none of this until things cool down a bit. For now, just the money and a detail to check the house. Then back here for more leisure time.”
 
   “We can arrange it, no problem,” Lurch said.
 
   “I wonder how Diablo is,” Jen said with a sigh. “Such a good boy.”
 
   “Diablo?” Sandra asked.
 
   “My coyote.”
 
   “Oh, I’m sure he’s fine. He’s a coyote, after all,” Pixie said. 
 
   “Yea, probably.”
 
   ---
 
   “You’re the man who’s been killing—” Tina started.
 
   “First of all, no. That’s not me. Somebody else is doing it and trying to make it look like me. I mean, seriously. Who kills and leaves their signature like that?”
 
   “Psycho serial killers.”
 
   He chuckled. “Well I suppose that’s true. But, no Princess. I’m not doing the killing. It simply isn’t my style. But, you would know that if you remembered.”
 
   “Bullshit. This is just a deflection.”
 
   “Sienna Deccon, Princess of Velland. You were set on a great task when you were a child to escort the black dragon Kraal to the western dragon swamp. In order for this to happen, your father King Vayrock had to suppress your natural self and create an alternate personality, one more… aligned with the chromatic dragons’ view of reality.”
 
   “More dragon bullshit. Why should I believe any of this ridiculous fantasy?”
 
   “I’m not trying to convince you, Sienna. I’m trying jog your memory before it’s too late. Your memory of who you were before that mission.”
 
   “This is the same shit Jennifer Morgan told me. What is it with you people?”
 
   Loki sighed. “If only I had all my talents. This would so much simpler. See, I’m mortal here in this bubble universe. I’m not a god.”
 
   “No shit you’re not a god.”
 
   He chuckled. “I was sent here by Odin to try and fix this before it gets out of hand. Understand, this isn’t an avatar body. This is actually me. If I die here, I die. My soul will be lost.”
 
   “Odin, Loki… where’s Thor and The Avengers?” she spat out. “What about the Incredible Hulk!”
 
   “I… don’t know what that is. Thor volunteered first, until I insisted. See, I was the one who suggested this incarceration. Well, my daughter did, but I championed the idea. We had no idea what the result would be. Hel tried to rectify things by pulling Jen out, but that failed when the Olympians cast her… and you, basically, back into the incarceration.[5] It then became nearly impossible for us to cross over. Especially since the nature of this universe is fundamentally different. And that, Princess, is the core of the problem. Its mere existence is corrupting all of creation. Making it unstable. Paradoxes are omitting large portions of it. It will continue until all is lost. We can’t eliminate it until the incarceration is cancelled. That can only happen from the inside. The first part is for you to remember who you are.”
 
   “My name is Christina Fayla Greyland, not Princess Senna or whatever. You can call me Detective Greyland. You’re not making any sense. You and Miss Morgan need professional help. Now, get the fuck out of here!”
 
   “Sienna, not Senna. Your middle name here is Fayla? That’sinteresting.” He smiled and drifted off in thought for a moment. 
 
   “I tell you what, Mister Loki, or whatever. You leave now and I won’t start screaming rape. I’m sure I can get to that door before you. Maybe I’ll just snap your neck.”
 
   “Princess, I’ve been sitting here for what? Ten minutes talking to you? All you’ve done is sit there. You haven’t made any kind of move or tried to get away. You’ve just sat listening. Why is that? It’s because your subconscious mind knows I’m not lying. I’m not holding you prisoner. In fact, I’m your guest. I just need one more thing, to ask you one question, then I’ll leave you alone and you can continue your life as Detective Greyland, or we’ll leave together by your free will. If I fail at jogging your memory and you remain as Greyland, I will have to resort to more… undesirable methods with the rest of the population. Your job will become very busy. It’ll get messy, and that’s just my part. When Jen begins her reign of terror, the incarceration will just reset and result in a further diversion. More of creation will be destroyed. I can’t let that happen. 
 
   “I have to jog your memory of yourself as Sienna before Jen does of you as Obsidian. She’ll try this by committing mass murders.Whichever memory is revived will become the only viable personality. The other will be gone forever. That’s why I must at least try to revive Sienna now. If you can’t be revived as Sienna, then you cannot be revived as Obsidian. But, if it’s possible to revive you as Sienna, then it must be done because that also means you can be revived as Obsidian. Obsidian is an abomination from an alternate multiverse, a world called Antrium, and cannot be allowed to exist here.Her presence is part of the reason things are so fractured. You have the strength to help me, Princess. Help me stop this once and for all.”
 
   “Strength? I have more strength in my little finger than you have in your whole body. I can snap you like a twig, Mister Loki. You’re no threat to me. This fantasy you’re spouting is interesting, but you’ll still get the needle for your murders.”
 
   “The needle… not sure what that means. I’ve murdered nobody, I told you. It’s not me. Your strength? Yes, I know. It’s because of who… what you are. You’re half dragon.”
 
   “Ask me your pathetic question, then, before I snap your neck.”
 
   Loki sighed and drew a tentative breath. He looked deep into Tina’s eyes and asked, “How many children did you have with your beloved Itriss of Naw-Nee?”
 
   Tina’s mind exploded in pain, like an aneurysm had just burst. The worst migraine ever. Her body began to quiver, and her eyes, nose and ears began bleeding. Memories of a life, someone else’s life, flooded her mind.“Make it stop!” she screamed. Foamed saliva began to run down her chin as the episode turned into a full-blown seizure.
 
   Loki jumped up and held her, making sure she didn’t swallow her tongue. She violently shook and convulsed until she passed out. He put his hands on her head and concentrated. He looked into her mind with his, searching for what he knew was there. Her mind was filled with memories of her life as Tina. He went deeper, into the nooks and crannies. Hidden memories of multiple lives on Earth began to come into focus, but that wasn’t what he was looking for. He continued searching, wading through the complex landscape that was this extraordinary person’s mind. Finally he found the oldest, most repressed memory there. That of a little girl drinking acid by mistake, and the amazement that it didn’t hurt her.
 
   “Gotcha,” he said. He nurtured it, coaxed it, fed it encouraging feelings of love and acceptance, but it was stubborn. Scared. It fought back. It resisted coming to the surface. “Come on, sweetheart. We need you to come back. It’s alright, we love you.” He urged and pulled, until more memories of this little girl began to blossom and step into the light. “It’s alright, Sienna. You can come out now.” Memories of falling in love with Itriss, winning the mithril prize, getting married and having children, riding her Dragon King father’s back as they soared across Velland. The exhilaration of seeing it from above. Memories of grandchildren, birthday parties, the Spring Games, the dual suns in the sky. All if it. Sienna had returned.
 
   “Welcome back, Princess,” Loki said. 
 
   He continued to dig, knowing what he needed to do next would not be pleasant. He followed the memories of her life all the way to her very last breath. He saw her die and the black dragon Kraal extract her from death, releasing her memories of the mission she had taken when she was young. He smite the memory, drew it out and battled with it. Obsidian’s personality became dominant and Loki struggled. On a virtual mental battlefield he went to war with the malevolent creature. She was strong and fought hard for control, but he was stronger. He used what godly talents he still had and wrestled with her, virtually stabbing her with his divine spear and blasting her with his virtual energy blasts. At last, her shriveled virtual self collapsed.
 
   “Die, Obsidian. You were never real, just a made-up personality for a mission. You have no place in this woman’s mind, or this universe.” 
 
   He was as thorough as he could be. No place in Tina’s mind was allowed to harbor even a spec of Obsidian’s personality. The images of her memories were now just shadows of no substance. Obsidian screamed and faded away to nothing. She was dead.
 
   Loki released Tina’s head and stumbled back, completely exhausted. “Damn she’s strong. No wonder Vayrock was unsuccessful.” He realized his mouth, eyes, nose, and ears had been bleeding. He collapsed on the chair and sat for a few moments, struggling to catch his breath. He then got up and unpacked her luggage, and then began to clean her, the bed, and himself. 
 
   One half an hour later she woke up again, lying comfortably in bed. Her face had been cleaned, the sheets had been changed, and she was wearing a night gown. Loki was sound asleep in the chair with a towel over him as a blanket. She smiled. “Fourteen,” she said. “We had fourteen children.”
 
   Princess Sienna remembered who she was.
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   Tears ran down his face as he carved the Loki symbol into his latest victim’s chest with the murder weapon. The victim had had his throat cut. 
 
   “Mister Sampson, you have my deepest regrets,” he said. He stood up and wiped the sweat from his brow. “Where are you, Loki?”
 
   ---
 
   Detective Ferguson knocked on Captain Chavez’s door.
 
   “Come on in.”
 
   “Cap, I have the results for the partial fingerprint.”
 
   “And?”
 
   “You’ not going to like it. No match. This person isn’t in the system.”
 
   “What are the feds doing?”
 
   “They’re taking over the conference room, turning it into a case room.”
 
   “As expected.”
 
   “We’ve hit a dead end, Cap. Nobody has any idea who’s doing this, or where Miss Morgan is, or if they’re related.”
 
   “Morgan’s probably in Mexico by now. The Loki case is just a matter of time.”
 
   “Cap, have you heard from Tina?”
 
   “No. I don’t suspect we will for a while, either.”
 
   “Well, but… she’s an integral part of this.”
 
   “I know, I know.”
 
   Gutierrez walked in with a strange look on his face. “Ummm… I just found something strange.” He handed a printout of an old newspaper to the Captain. “I decided to do the obvious, and did a simple Google search on Jennifer Morgan and Obsidian. This was the first result.”
 
   It was an article about a slaughter that had taken place in 1899 in a small town in Texas called Wet Gulch. The headline read, ‘Tamara Sampson Cleans up Town.’Photos showed bodies of dead outlaws in propped up pine caskets. One of the outlaws looked exactly like Tina. Another one looked exactly like Jennifer Morgan. 
 
   “Amazing resemblance,” Ferguson said.
 
   “No, read the captions,” Gutierrez said, pointing.
 
   The one with the Tina lookalike read, ‘The notorious Lady Obsidian, the terror of Wet Gulch. Shot dead by Tamara Sampson.’ The one with Jen read, ‘Jennifer Morgan, the Dragon Lady. Killed by Tamara Sampson.’
 
   Gutierrez then handed them another photo from the same paper. A dark skinned man’s body stood in a propped up casket like the others. The caption read, ‘Karl Drake, one of Jennifer Morgan’s gang. Shot dead by Torrence Daniels.’
 
   Chavez shook his head. “What in God’s name is going on?” 
 
   ---
 
   Tina sat in the Fort Collins Police department thumbing through random magazines as she waited for the Captain. Her hair was up, her face was made-up properly, and she wore a nice dress. She even wore pantyhose and black pumps. Her nails were painted a blood red, and her lipstick matched. Officers glanced at her as they walked by, and she didn’t mind. She didn’t look like the living dead anymore. 
 
   Captain Adams walked out and had to do a double take. “Detective Greyland, you’re looking well.”
 
   “Thank you. I had a good cry last night. What have you found, Captain?”
 
   “It looks like arson. I got confirmation from the Fire Chief just now. No question. There were obvious signs of heavy accelerant. But, there’s something else…”
 
   “Just tell me, Captain.”
 
   “Come into my office.” He opened the door for her, and she walked in. She sat down in front of his desk, and he closed the door.
 
   He move behind his desk and sat. “Detective, I probably shouldn’t be telling you this, but… they were trapped inside. On purpose. The doors and windows were nailed shut, but it was unnecessary. The M.E. told me that they were dead before the fire started.”
 
   “Gods. Who would have done this?”
 
   “There’s more, Detective. They had a strange symbol… carved in their chests. All of them.” He handed her a sketch of the symbol. 
 
   She nodded. “Loki.”
 
   “Does this mean something to you?”
 
   “It’s a case we’re working on in Las Cruces. Someone has been killing people, leaving this symbol carved in them. “
 
   “So now this Loki has targeted your family. Tina, we need to get you safe.”
 
   “I’m fine. This person’s not after me, just my family. Looks like he succeeded.” She stood up. “I need to get back. Will you forward this information to Captain Chavez, please?”
 
   Adams blinked a couple of times, not recognizing the woman who stood in front of him. This was not the same woman who could hardly stand from her overwhelming grief. “Yes… of course, but who will take care of the… remains?”
 
   “They’re evidence now. Keep them on ice until we can solve this.”
 
   Tina walked out and looked around. She could remember three distinct lives, and actually more. There had been too many to count on Earth, but she could remember her original life as Sienna. It was real. She could also remember her life after her mortal death,when she became Obsidian. It made her sick. The atrocities she had committed. She had destroyed entire worlds, murdered billions. She had attacked Deepforge and nearly succeeded. She had been dragged to Hell, and Jen rescued her. By all rights none of it should have happened. She should have passed on to the afterlife, dwelling with the gods. 
 
   Kraal had latched onto her alternate identity and made it work for him. She had recruited Jen. Together they had done things… she sighed. At last the personalities had merged. More accurately, Obsidian was dead. The creature her father had created in her mind to fulfill a mission had never been properly purged, not until Loki had asked the one question that made it happen. 
 
   But in all this, she also remembered her life as Tina Greyland, whose entire family had just been murdered. 
 
   Loki walked up to her. “Are you alright?” He put his hand on her shoulder.
 
   She fetched out a tissue and dabbed the tears starting to well up in her eyes. “Yes. I am now. It’s done. Obsidian is dead. I can see it all now.”
 
   “It had to happen.”
 
   “I don’t understand why you’re doing this. I mean, I know what’s at stake, but I remember you doing things at least as evil as I had.”
 
   “Evil is a label, Princess. You of all people should know that. It’s as much as a job description as anything. Sometimes things must be done for the… dare I say it?”
 
   Tina nodded. “Greater good. I never really understood that term until now.”
 
   “Are you sure you won’t change your mind? I can send you to Asgard across the void. I still have the power to do that. Bifrost is still holding strong.”
 
   “No. I have work to do here. I have to stop whoever is doing this, and Jen and her gang.”
 
   “Princess, you’re not immortal here. You’re as mortal as I.”
 
   “I’ve died before. In this run-though, in fact. I died at the hands of a scoundrel running with my alternate’s gang when we split physically. If I have to do so again to stop her and this time loop, then at least I’d have done something right.”
 
   “Atonement?”
 
   “Is it possible after what I’ve done?”
 
   “Of course it is. Why do you think I still live after what I’ve done? I’m Asgardian. They could have eliminated me eons ago, yet they always give me another chance. Why? I’m an instrument of fate. Once I gave up my petty self-serving ambitions, I saw what needed to happen for all existence. I initiated the truce and eventual alliance between the Olympians and Asgard. For all existence.”
 
   “I don’t understand the ways of gods,” she said with a smile.
 
   He chuckled. “Nor I. So, what will you do next?”
 
   “Go home and continue to be Detective Tina Greyland. And you?”
 
   “I have to flush him out, whoever he is, and stop him. Then, Jen is next.”
 
   “How do we stop her if she’s immortal?”
 
   He smiled. “That I haven’t quite figure out yet, but I have something I’ve been working on. A certain loophole around her immortality.”
 
   “Share a plane ticket then?”
 
   “Good idea. Oh, and you should probably start calling me Lucas.” He put out his hand. “Tina Greyland, Lucas Haynes.” He grinned.
 
   She grinned back. “Now that just figures.” She shook his hand and laughed.
 
   
 
 
  
 
  



Chapter 28
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Tina walked up to the security window at the Las Cruces Police Department. Lucas was with her, wearing his respectable suit.  She pressed the intercom button in front of the window, where the clerk’s name ‘Hana Chi, Security Officer’ was displayed proudly.
 
   “Hey, Hana.”
 
   “Tina, you’re back. How are you doing?”
 
   Tina sighed. “Alright. It’s… well…”
 
   “Yea, I know. I’m so sorry.”
 
   “Thank you Hana. Hey, this is a consultant I’m bringing in. Can you get him a visitor pass?”
 
   “Sure, I’ll need to get his current I.D. and I’ll need to do a quick background check. If everything checks it out it should be pretty quick.”
 
   “Cool. Could you bring him back to the squad room when he’s cleared?”
 
   “Of course.”
 
   Tina turned to Lucas. “I’m going on back, see if I can soften up the Captain before you get there.”
 
   “You didn’t tell him about me?” He asked with a new, thick accent.
 
   She shook her head.
 
   “Oh, alright.”
 
   “Hana will take care of you. See you in a bit.”
 
   Tina used her I.D. badge and swiped it on the lock, causing the door to unlock. She walked in and disappeared down the hall.
 
   A drawer opened up from the security window, and a sheet on a clipboard, a pen attached to it, sat waiting.
 
   “Sir, please fill out this form and place your current I.D. in the drawer. I’ll go ahead and call it in.”
 
   He did as requested. “Um, Hana, is it? Thanks.”
 
   “You’re welcome… Mister Haynes.” She read his I.D. 
 
   He sat down and filled out the visitor information sheet, pretty standard stuff. 
 
    
 
   Hana picked up the phone and dialed. 
 
   “Hey, it’s me,” she whispered.
 
   “O-Hanna-San, what’s up?”
 
   “Don’t use that name… Dave.”
 
   “Shit, right. I mean, Miss Chi.”
 
   “Yea… anyway, He’s here, and she’s regained her memories.”
 
   “Shit, are you sure?”
 
   “Yea, not sure which ones, though.”
 
   “Wait, but you know for sure it’s him?”
 
   “He’s using the name Lucas Haynes, is posing as a foreigner, and he sure looks like the guy I beheaded on Midgard a billion or so years ago.”
 
   “It wasn’t actually that long ago, you know.”
 
   “You know what I mean.”
 
   “Lucas Haynes, huh? That’s bold.”
 
   “He’s one Google away from being discovered. What do you want to do?”
 
   “Look, I don’t know what his game is. I would think if he’s awakened Obsidian, she would have already joined Jen’s gang.”
 
   “You think that’s Sienna, then?”
 
   “Maybe. You need to find out without alerting her. She never actually knew you, so you may be able to do it.”
 
   “But what if Lok… I mean Lucas recognizes me?”
 
   “I don’t know. Is there any way you can keep him from seeing you?”
 
   “No. I’m the only one running the front desk today.”
 
   “Well, just be careful. We need to find out what they’re up to. If he awakened Sienna we’re okay and I can stop this… mission. We can reveal ourselves to them and join up to stop Jen. But if it’s Obsidian, this could be bad.”
 
   “Do you still have to do this, now that he’s here?”
 
   “No, you’re right. Absolutely right. I did one last night, it’s a biggie and should get the FBI’s attention. It’ll be good to stop. It should be enough to stop the progression of the corrupted time line.”
 
   “Are you alright? Your voice is quivering.”
 
   “I hate this. This isn’t me. It’s against everything I am.”
 
   “I know, Mic… I mean Dave. I know. Just get on back as soon as you can.”
 
   Dave sighed. “Yea… I will. Keep me updated, no matter what. It’ll take me a day or so to get back.”
 
   “I will.”
 
   “Talk to you later.”
 
   Hana hung up and wrote ‘Cleared’ on her visitor log form next to where she entered Lucas’s information from his I.D. The drawer returned with his paper all filled out. She saw his contact list and was a bit surprised. He had put some effort into it. She decided to give it a try.
 
   “It’ll be just a few more minutes, Mister Haynes.”
 
   “That’s fine. Take your time.”
 
   She ignored the phone numbers he listed, and found the contacts using the regular old internet phone book. She was flabbergasted when he cleared. The voices on the other side were legit. She hung up the phone with shock on her face. “Wow, he really did work this,” she whispered to herself. She spoke into the intercom. “Thanks. You’re all cleared. Let me issue a visitor badge. Shouldn’t take but a minute.”
 
   “No problem.”
 
   She took a visitor badge and placed it into the card read/write device. She put in the information and pulled it back out. She then placed it into a clear plastic protector and lanyard, and dropped it into the drawer. “This will get you into the first level of security. Go ahead and use it to open the door. I’ll meet you on the other side and escort you in.”
 
   He nodded and did as instructed.
 
   Hana sighed nervously, adjusted her police uniform and jet black hair bun to look perfect, and then stepped through the security door out into the hallway. She stood with a cordial smile and waited. 
 
   His badge worked, and the door unlatched with a satisfying subtle thud. The light turned green at the badge reader. He walked in and up to Hana.
 
   She put out her hand. “Mister Haynes, nice to meet you in person.”
 
   He smiled and shook her hand. “And you as well.”
 
   She looked into his dark eyes for a split second longer and then said, “Follow me.” She walked down the hall.
 
   ---
 
   “Tina!” Ferguson said as she walked in. Everyone turned. “What the hell are you doing here?”
 
   Captain Chavez heard and walked out of his office. “Tina, you need to take some time. You can’t be here. Why aren’t you in Colorado?”
 
   Gutierrez stood up and walked over to her. “How you, Chica?” He opened his arms for a hug, which she accepted.
 
   She sighed. “Alright… I’ll be alright.”
 
   “Captain Adams sent the information, Tina. We can handle this. I’ll forward it on. You go home,” Chavez said. 
 
   She pulled away from Gutierrez and wiped away a stray tear. “I need to work, Cap. What do you mean forward it on?”
 
   “You need to grieve. For Christ’s sake, Tina.”
 
   “Cap, I brought someone with me. He’s a consultant I met in Fort Collins. An expert on Norse mythology, in particular Loki.”
 
   “What? Captain Adams didn’t mention this.”
 
   “I met him as I was researching it at the Library. He’s been following the case.”
 
   Everyone looked at her with high suspicion. 
 
   “Tina, the Feds wrapped up their case here and are headed to Colorado, and then I suspect California, where another Loki murder was just committed. They have the case now. It’s out of our jurisdiction.”
 
   “An expert on Loki, huh?” Ferguson said. “You just happened to find him right after… Look, Tina. You don’t see something a bit peculiar about this?”
 
   “I know what you’re thinking. He’s from Iceland, and landed yesterday. After my family…” Her grief was evident. She hung her head down and controlled herself. “He’s not a suspect.”
 
   “Not a suspect?” Chavez said, “Of course he’s a suspect!” 
 
   “Jesus, Tina,” Ferguson said, shaking his head. “What did you do?”
 
   Hana walked in with Lucas behind her. “Here you are, Mister Haynes.”
 
   “Thank you, Hana. You’ve been most helpful.”
 
   She smiled, nodded, and returned to her post.
 
   “Mister… Haynes, is it?” Chavez asked as he regarded him with suspicion.
 
   “Yes, sir, Captain. From Reykjavik Lögreglan.”
 
   “Just wait right here, Mister Haynes.” 
 
   “Yes, sir, of course.”
 
   Chavez retreated into his office and dialed Hana, still standing and glaring at Lucas through the window.
 
   Lucas smiled at the detectives scowling at him.
 
   “He’s going to run your clearance again, and probably chew out Hana,” Tina said.
 
   He nodded. “Of course.”
 
   Chavez was on the phone to Hana in a moment. 
 
   “Front desk.”
 
   “Hana, did you run Mister Haynes’ clearance?”
 
   “Yes, sir. He checks out.”
 
   “So, he’s from this… ReykavichLorg… whatever?”
 
   “Yes, sir. I talked to Ólöf Nordal, Minister of the Interior herself. Nice lady, although she was a bit annoyed by the call. Guess it’s the middle of the ni—”
 
   “When did he get here, did you check?”
 
   “Yes, sir. He actually put his immigration tracking number on the form. I just now ran it. He arrived yesterday evening at the Albuquerque airport. Apparently the Minister lady sent him herself, it has something to do with a case they solved over there a few years ago. I looked him up. He’s a certified expert—”
 
   “Yes, I got it. Thank you.” He hung up. He calmed himself and walked outside.
 
   Gutierrez sat as his desk and entered ‘Lucas Haynes’ into Google. His face went slightly pale and his mouth fell open. “Dios mio.”
 
   “Mister Haynes, welcome to Las Cruces,” Chavez said. “But, I’m afraid you’re in the wrong place. The FBI has already left.”
 
   “Well, I’m not here to help them. I mean, I will if they ask, but I’m here to do research. If it helps, then so be it.”
 
   “Research?” Ferguson asked, still suspicious.
 
   “Yes, you see…” Lucas glanced around the room. “My ancestor… is that the right word? Great, great granduncle was an outlaw here in the 1800s. I want to see if I can find a link between him and this Loki legend.”
 
   “What? I don’t see the connection,” Ferguson said.
 
   “I do,” Gutierrez said. “There was a series of murders in the 1890s in the area. Same M.O. I found your great uncle, too. Same name as yours. Get this. He and that same lady who killed Lady Obsidian and Jennifer Morgan had a run-in. And, sheesh. This guy was bad news. Sheriff Garrett was after him.”
 
   “No shit!” Ferguson said. He walked over to read the pages on his computer monitor. “No shit! Why had we never heard of this?”
 
   Tina smirked sideways at Lucas and whispered. “Nice job.”
 
   “I know people who are very good at legends,” Lucas whispered back.
 
   Tina then put on her shocked face. “Jennifer Morgan? What?”
 
   Chavez looked at her, realizing she hadn’t been privy to the latest evidence. “You and I need to talk. In my office.”
 
   She looked at Lucas. “Make yourself at home, Mister Haynes.” She followed Chavez into his office.
 
   “Sit down, I want you to watch something first.”
 
   She did.
 
   He pivoted his computer monitor around. The Netflix logo showed briefly, and then a documentary began on Lady Gunslingers. 
 
   She suppressed a smile, already knowing what it was about. She forced a confused look. “What’s this?”
 
   “Hang on.” He moved the progress bar far to the right, just as the narrator was describing the Lady Obsidian and how she died at the hands of Tamara Sampson. The image of her dead body on the floor of the Wet Gulch Saloon showed. It looked exactly like Tina.
 
   She put her hand over her mouth, more to hide the grin than anything. She gasped. “Oh, my dear lord!”
 
   “Yea, now check this out,” he said as he forwarded it to the part where a photo of Jennifer Morgan’s dead body with Sheriff Neighbors standing next to her propped up casket. “Jennifer fucking Morgan.”
 
   “Holy shit.”
 
   “There’s more.” He handed Tina Jen’s case file, and opened it to the ‘Tina’ spelled out with bones. He then handed her the printouts about Lady Obsidian and Jen.
 
   Tina looked through it, successfully gasping and acting shocked. “I don’t understand.”
 
   “Exactly. You’re a dead ringer for this Obsidian, and Jennifer Morgan… well…” He pivoted his head. 
 
   “Does the FBI know all this?”
 
   “We didn’t share any of it, but if we found by a simple Google search, yea. Probably. But, here’s the thing. They’re more concerned with the Loki murders. Serial killers are their thing.”
 
   “The Loki murders,” she said as she read the papers, remembering her part in the history of Wet Gulch. Both as Sienna and Obsidian. A dual memory. She studied it for a few moments, lost in the memories. She missed her Miguel. He was a sweet man who was murdered by presumably Lucas Haynes’ gang. The sadness and anger welled up inside, and she glanced out at the current Lucas Haynes. “Atonement,” she whispered to herself. Tears ran down her cheeks.
 
   “What?”
 
   She snapped back. “Atonement, Captain. I think I have an idea about Jen. Leave the Loki murders for the FBI.”
 
   “We aren’t doing anything. Look at you. You need to take time off. I told you we got this.”
 
   She glared at him and wiped away her tears. “Listen to me, Captain.” She pointed at him. “I will be a part of this investigation. You can order me to go home, you can lock me up, or do whatever you want. I’ll turn in my goddamn badge. Hell, that might make things easier. But, one way or another, you aren’t taking me off.” Her tone was not of an obedient detective. It was a woman wanting a reckoning.
 
   Chavez scowled.
 
  
 
  



Chapter 29
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Police tape wrapped around the fence posts marked the bright yellow ‘do not cross’ line to Jen’s house in Talvera. Other than a periodic security car driving up and the pudgy minimum-wage guard walking around, the house was unsecured. 
 
   Night time was the preferred period for the mission. Kristov and Lurch parked the 1972yellowChevy C10 pickup down the road near another house, and they walked up to the once home of Jennifer Morgan and Karl Drake.
 
   “Looks pretty quiet,” Kristov said.
 
   Coyotes howled in the distance.
 
   “I would think with such a high profile case they would have guarded it better.” Lurch chuckled. “They clearly have no idea what they’re dealing with.”
 
   “Clearly.”
 
   They walked in the front door. It was unlocked. They both shined their flashlights around. The little lights on the appliances still glowed, and the digital clock on the microwave proudly proclaimed: 3:38AM.
 
   “Power’s still on. Good. We won’t have to break into the vault as we guessed,” Lurch said.
 
   They looked around at the great room, which didn’t even look lived-in. It was immaculate.
 
   “Karl sure was a clean freak,” Kristov said.
 
   They walked into the master bedroom and saw the spot on the floor near the bed where Karl had died. A wide dark area marking where his dried blood still sat. Kristov shined his light at the gun safe, which sat open and empty.
 
   Lurch then stepped into the bathroom with Kristov behind him. “Should be right here.” He stepped into the shower and looked around. “It hasn’t been discovered. You have the keycode?”
 
   “Yea, got it right here.” Kristov looked down at the small sheet of paper in his hand that had a seeming random string of letters, numbers, and characters. “You’d think she’d make it a bit easier to remember.”
 
   “This is, to her. It means something we’ll probably never know.” He found the specified tile two down and four to the right of the Cold knob. “Okay, she said two then one then three?”
 
   “Yea.”
 
   “Okay.” Lurch pressed down on the tile, which was like any other tile, twice, then three times, then once. It remained secured and tight.
 
   Nothing happened.
 
   “No, that’s wrong,” Kristov said. “Two, one, three.”
 
   “Shit. Right.” He then pressed down two times, waited for a half second, pressed down one time, waited for another half second, and then pressed down three times. They both backed up and waited.
 
   “Are you sure that’s what she said?” Lurch asked.
 
   Suddenly the tile sunk back and slid out of sight, revealing a keypad and a camera. 
 
   “What’s the camera for?” Kristov asked. 
 
   “Biometrics. This may be as far as we go. Go ahead and enter the keycode and see what happens.”
 
   “Okay.” Kristov tapped in the characters and then hit the enter key.
 
   A text response flashed on the little screen, ‘Biometrics disable code accepted.’ Then the entire wall to their right sunk in just slightly and moved out of sight. Beyond was a staircase that led down. They climbed down, and Lurch hit the button at the bottom. The door closed and locked behind them. One level below was a large basement. Lights came on as they looked around. It was a workshop with several benches. Pegboard on all walls displayed various tools. Various electronic devices, Small cranes, and tools of unknown use were all arranged in perfect order. Sitting right in the center of the room was the object in question. It stood upright around eight feet tall, built out of heavy steel and other materials. It looked much like an upright bear trap, with a place clearly set in the center for a human-sized captive, complete with leather restraints. Various small lights connected to the device shone brightly, all red. Rows of cables connected the piercing arms that looked like the teeth of the ‘bear trap’ to a computer terminal on a nearby bench. The computer was on, and showed an apparently custom software program already running. Various controls on clickable buttons showed on the screen, along with text status messages and a graphical depiction of the device itself. Around the depiction were status indicators of each arm, all of them reading‘Life force not connected.’ The main status indicator read, ‘Portal stable.’
 
   A subtle beep noise came from the direction of the stairs. Both of them looked. A screen depicting one of Jen’s driveway showed the image of a security vehicle coming to a stop. They noticed there were several screens showing different angles and areas. They watched as the security guard walked around looking bored, and then drove away.
 
   “That’s only been thirty minutes,” Kristov said, checking the time on his smart phone. 
 
   “That’s not nearly enough time to get this out.”
 
   “I don’t think we’re getting it out, Lurch. Karl built this in-place, to work here. I couldn’t even begin to figure out how to transport it and everything that goes with it.”
 
   “No kidding. Plus, look. The main power goes through that wall. I bet it has a self-contained power supply.”
 
   Kristov sighed. “Guess we should get back.”
 
   Lurch nodded. “Let’s get some pics first.” He took out his phone, and both of them snapped a bunch of pics.
 
   ---
 
   It didn’t matter.
 
   Captain Chavez wouldn’t listen to her, and everyone seemed to have their own agenda.
 
   Tina wasn’t worried about Loki… Lucas. He could handle himself. She stormed out and headed to the nearest bar. Qtime was a bar in the local bowling alley, Ten Pin Alley. She knew the place well. She solved the murder that had happened there, and had spent probably way too much time there before and after the investigation. 
 
   “Tina, what can I get for you this lovely Friday?” Jaime, the beyond handsome long haired bartender, asked. His brown hair reached to his waist, and his face was one of those that would make any straight woman weak in the knees. 
 
   She smiled at him. “Corona, you know that.”
 
   He bent over the bar and looked into her eyes. “I just like to ask. Here you are, bonita.” He handed her the beer he already had ready. Complete with a slice of lime in the top. 
 
   “You’re an asshole, you know that?”
 
   “You love me, just admit it.” He grinned and winked.
 
   She looked into his light brown eyes, and realized she had precisely no reason not to take him and rock his world. “Yes, yes I do.” She smirked.
 
   Jess walked in, to nearly bar-wide greetings as the patrons recognized him. He pulled out a stool next to Tina as Jaime quickly fixed him a whiskey drink, setting it in front of him before his butt was comfortable. “Jaime, how do you always know what I want?”
 
   “It’s my job.” He smiled. 
 
   Jess was a tall man with short fire red hair and a slim but muscular physique. He was wearing his work clothes- a respectable suit with a red power tie. He looked over at Tina and smiled, his dimples pronounced. “Tina, haven’t seen you in a while.”
 
   “Jesster. How’s the County?”
 
   “Fine… how are you?” He scooted closer to her and looked deep into her eyes. “Everyone knows what happened.”
 
   “I’ll be alright. Captain Chavez took my badge and forbid me to work on the case… es.”
 
   “So, you’re a free agent. Why aren’t you in Colorado?”
 
   “Jess, how long have we known each other?”
 
   He had to think. “Shit, Ron introduced us while two were dating in… 2001? Right?”
 
   “Ron. What a sweet man he was. Yea. 2001.”
 
   “Another tragedy that could have been averted.”
 
   “He was a biker. He died doing what he loved.”
 
   “Yea. I miss him. He came over to my house not too long before it happened. We played nine ball, and he told me about his writing. Such a sweet, good soul. I hope he found peace… if there is an afterlife.” Jess sighed in grief.
 
   Tina looked over at him. “There is, Jess.”
 
   He smiled cordially. “I’m glad you believe that.”
 
   She put her hand on his shoulder. “Jess, look at me.”
 
   Jess looked into her eyes, his misty.
 
   “Listen to me. It’s not a belief. It’s not faith. There is an afterlife. It’s a fact.”
 
   He smiled, his dimples now deeper than ever. He put his hand on hers. “Sure there is. Ron’s there now, looking down on us and laughing.”
 
   She shook her head. “Jess Williams, listen to me. I know what I’m talking about. Not only is there an afterlife, but more things in the cosmos than mere humans can imagine.”
 
   He continued to smile. “You have the prettiest purple eyes, Tina.”
 
   She released him and turned back to the bar. She took a drink from her Corona and inspected Jaime’s nice butt as he went to take care of customers. “You don’t understand, Jess.”
 
   He inspected Jaime’s perfectly shaped rear along with her, and then put his hand on hers on the bar. “I’m here, Tina. Talk to me.”
 
   She turned back around and gazed into his eyes. “Jess, you simply wouldn’t believe me if I told you.”
 
   “I know what you’re going through. You lost your entire family. Of course. Just… I’m here, Tina.”
 
   She stood up and hugged him tight, her tears rolling down. “I love you so much, Jess. You’ve been one of the best friends I could have ever deserved.”
 
   “Oh sweetheart.” He hugged her tight. “You deserve more.”
 
   She pulled back and shook her head, wiping her tears. “I deserve to be tortured in Hell for eternity by Lotanna herself.” She spun back around and sat, guzzling her beer. She swallowed and said, “But we killed her.”
 
   Jaime returned and did his chores cleaning and tending to customers. His eyes met Jess and Tina. He stopped what he was doing and leaned over to Tina, who was now fully crying with her head down. “Tina, we’re here for you, hun.”
 
   “Tina, who’s Lotanna?” Jess asked.
 
   A chuckle came from Tina. “Of course. You wouldn’t know. She’s… oh, never mind.” She glanced out at the dozen pool tables lined up, the very reason the bar was named ‘Qtime.’ “Let’s get some shots and play pool, Jess.”
 
   “That sounds like a great idea.” He nodded at Jaime, who spun around and grabbed a rack of balls, handing it to him. “No charge. Just take care of her.”
 
   Jess nodded. “Come on, Tina. Let’s see if you can beat me this time.”
 
   Tina looked at the balls and around at the bar. “Jaime, do you have an extra que ball?”
 
   He frowned from confusion, and then nodded. “Yea, why?”
 
   She grabbed the que ball and looked around, making sure nobody was watching them. “I want to show you guys something, but… just watch.”
 
   They watched.
 
   She breathed deep and looked into their eyes. “I have some things I need to tell you guys.” She then squeezed the ball until it easily crumbled in her hand. She dropped the remains onto the bar and brushed her hands together. 
 
   The two men were speechless.
 
   “There’s more.” She then grabbed the lighter from her purse produced a nice steady flame. She let the flame lick over her palm for several moments, and then released the gas button. She showed her unharmed palm to the men.
 
   “Jesus, best trick I’ve ever seen,” Jaime said. “Jesus.”
 
   Jess looked at her. “Those weren’t tricks, were they?”
 
   She shook her head.
 
   “Christ on a stick.”
 
   “Are you guys ready to trip the darkness?”
 
   Jaime nodded, his eyes wide.
 
   She smiled and grabbed the rack. “Will you bring my beer?” she asked Jess.
 
   He nodded.
 
   She walked off toward the nearest available pool table. 
 
   “Jesus,” Jess said.
 
   “What the actual fuck, Jess?”
 
   “I… have no idea.” He grabbed the drinks and followed Tina.
 
   Tina set the balls on the pool table and began racking them up as Jess followed and put the drinks on the nearby table. 
 
   “We still need the que ball,” Tina said in a giggle. 
 
   “Jaime’s going to bring one over.”
 
   “Good. So, want a shot?”
 
   Jess smirked and said, “I’m already drinking whiskey.”
 
   “Well, I’m having a shot.”
 
   “You can’t leave me hanging, Tina.”
 
   Tina smiled. “You won’t believe me. Let me just show you instead.”
 
   Jaime brought over a new que ball and handed it to Jess. “So, what’s the deal-y-o?”
 
   “She’s being weird.”
 
   “You’re not going to crush this one, are you, Tina?”
 
   She shook her head. “Nah. I have something better to show you. But, to be a good sport…” she waved at the pool table. “Your break Jess.”
 
   Jaime nodded at a new customer and stood for a moment. 
 
   Jess took out his que stick, assembled it, and chalked the end. “Being a good sport, huh?”
 
   She smiled and blinked. “Yea.”
 
   Jess placed the que ball, and carefully aiming, he hit it solid with his stick. The ball careened into the racked nine balls making a loud clack, causing them all to roll around the table. The seven and two balls fell from the seemingly chaotic disturbance. 
 
   He then failed at making his next shot, the one ball. He shrugged and stepped back. “Let’s see what you got, Tina.”
 
   She chalked her que stick tip and walked around the table. “When I was kid we had this place where we used to hang out. It was called The Grey Gargoyle. They had nine ball tournaments there every Thorsday.”
 
   She carefully aimed at the que ball, and tapped it with precision. It rolled and happily knocked the one ball in, and then rolled into perfect position for the three. She continued on, not missing a shot. The final shot to the nine was a difficult bank. She leaned over the table, nearly sitting on it, and made it look easy. The ball glided into the designated pocket. 
 
   Jess applauded. 
 
   Jaime had already left to take care of customers.
 
   “Rack em up. Care to place a wager on the next one?” Tina asked. She took a drink of her beer.
 
   “You’ve been a hustler all these years?”
 
   She shook her head. “No. I just didn’t know what I was doing. Now I remember.”
 
   He chuckled and said. “No, no wager. Just show me more.” He racked up the balls and stood back.
 
   She took the que ball and lined it up. “I always loved it when I got to break.” She tapped the que ball with just the right amount of power. She then turned to face Jess, ignoring the table. “Nine on the break, left corner pocket. My signature shot.”
 
   Jess watched as the que ball slammed into the racked balls, causing most of them to scatter. The nine ball casually glided into the left corner pocket. “Holy shit!”
 
   “I’ve been playing pool since I was a little girl, even before I discovered how tasty acid could be, and what fun it was forging swords.” She smiled and took another drink.
 
   “You’re full of surprises tonight.”
 
   “Have you seen Glenda lately?”
 
   “No. Except on Facebook. She should be in tonight though.”
 
   Two guys standing near the bar began arguing loudly, to the point everyone stopped what they were doing to watch. 
 
   Fighter A insisted that Fighter B had made a disparaging remark about his girlfriend. Before Jaime could get in-between them, Fighter A punched Fighter B in the face. Fighter B fell back into some innocent woman who was nursing a margarita. She fell and hit the floor. 
 
   Jaime was on the other end of the bar taking orders when this happened. He ran past Tina and Jess. 
 
   Tina quickly walked around the fray and helped the toppled woman as the two fighters continued to fight. Jaime got right in-between them, executing a choke hold on Fighter B. Knowing Tina was a cop, he called, “A little help?”
 
   Tina then turned to help Jaime when a stray punch from Fighter A hit her in the nose. Her fury instantly boiled. She spun around and hit the offending fighter square in the jaw, breaking it and causing him to fly a good ten feet, slamming against the far wall. 
 
   Fighter B fell asleep as Jaime’s chokehold did its thing. He slid to the floor, inert. 
 
   Everyone looked at Fighter A’s crumpled, unconscious form on the floor, his jaw obviously broken. 
 
   “Christ, Tina!” Jaime said. 
 
   The police, fire, and ambulance was there in minutes. With eyewitness accounts abounding, it was common knowledge. Tina had broken a jaw and knocked someone out with one punch. 
 
   An officer approached Tina as the scene was cleaned up. “I’m going to have to take you in, Detective.” He retrieved his handcuffs.
 
   “Why?”
 
   “You were involved in the fight.”
 
   “I helped Jaime stop the fight.”
 
   “You broke that guy’s jaw and nearly killed him. Plus, you’re intoxicated. Please, don’t resist.”
 
   “Intoxicated? I’ve had half a beer.”
 
   “Just turn around and put your hands on your head, Detective.”
 
   Everyone watched the drama play out. 
 
   “No, Officer. I’ll go with you, but you’re not putting cuffs on me.”
 
   “Damn it, Tina!” The officer grabbed her arm and attempted to spin her around. 
 
   She didn’t budge. “Get your hand off me, Officer.”
 
   He then attacked her with both arms, attempting to cuff her. He managed to get one cuff secured before she shoved him so hard he flew across and crashed into a table. He was stunned. 
 
   Another officer then drew his gun on her. “Tina, stop resisting!”
 
   Tina smiled. “Go ahead, shoot. Then maybe I can end this damn incarceration.” She grabbed the one cuff and easily broke it off her wrist. “If you put it away, I’ll come along peacefully. No cuffs.”
 
   The first officer recovered from the broken table with Jess’s help. He drew his gun on her. “Goddamn it, Tina!”
 
   She smirked and walked toward the parking lot. 
 
    
 
   Tina spent the night in jail. The next morning she was awakened by the scowling face of Captain Chavez. “How’s your head, Detective?”
 
   She opened her eyes and looked up at him through the bars. “Fine, why?”
 
   “You’re not hungover?”
 
   “Jesus, Cap. I had one beer. I drank maybe half of it before the fight broke out.”
 
   “And the guy you punched is still in surgery. You shattered his jaw.”
 
   “Well, he shouldn’t have punched me.”
 
   “His family’s said they’ll sue.”
 
   “Let them. So, are you going to get me out of here?”
 
   “Bail hasn’t been set yet. You’re on administrative leave. You might as well get comfortable.”
 
   She stood up and walked to the bar. “Cap, I can leave anytime I want.” She pushed just slightly on the bar door, and the latch snapped. The door swung open. 
 
   Chavez stood back. “How the hell?”
 
   “You will either find a way to make this go away and take me off administrative leave, or last night will be nothing. I will find Jen and take care of her. Legally or not. It’s your choice.” She then pulled the door closed and bent the metal around the latch so it was jammed shut. “All that stuff you’ve been finding about Jen and Obsidian? It’s all true, Captain. We’re not from this world. I finally have my memories back and I intend to stop her. My way. So, you need to think long and hard about what you do next. I’ll play along, but you need to stay the fuck out of my way.”
 
   “Jesus,” he said as he backed up.
 
   “He’s sitting this one out, Cap. So, what will it be?”
 
  
 
  



Chapter 30
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Jen listened as Kristov and Lurch described what they had found at the house. Gondane caressed one of the ladies’ breasts they had brought from El Paso. They were all three in their twenties, and all of them attractive. They all cried, having been stripped naked and chained to embedded hoops in the floor which sat just in front of one of the couches. 
 
   Pixie sat next to the same one Gondane was fondling, a blonde with dark eyes. She brushed out the captive’s hair. “Just calm down. We’re not going to hurt you. We just need to extract a bit of life energy from you.”
 
   “So,” Jen said to Kristov, “the device is operational?”
 
   “It looks that way,” Kristov said. “The computer showed it as ready.”
 
   “Then, you’re right. Leaving it there is our best option. But, that also brings up certain problems.” Jen looked across at the captive women. “I’m hungry. Can we take one for a BBQ? I can make up a batch of sauce.”
 
   Gondane said, “Good. I was hoping. I say the brunette. She’s a bit plumper than the other two, and didn’t seem to be as strong when I grabbed her.”
 
   Jen nodded. “Sounds good.”
 
   “What’s our next move? Certainly you don’t want to lay low now that we’ve found the device.” Sandy asked.
 
   “Exactly. We can’t wait. I need to go back to NMSU and find Michael, or whatever name he’s using now.”
 
   “New identity?” Kristov asked.
 
   “Yea. I have several ready sitting in a safe deposit box.”
 
   “Safe deposit box, which bank?” Lurch asked.
 
   “Wells Fargo. Same place I have the money. It’s under the name Alice Winter. Of course, I can easily send anyone there with a check or the ATM to get some money, but to get into the box, I’d have to go myself.”
 
   “That could be a problem,” Kristov said.
 
   “I could wear a wig and those contacts, change my look.” 
 
   “True, but, what if you’re found out? That could blow the whole thing.”
 
   “I can go,” Alicia said. “Just give your information.”
 
   “No,” Jen shook her head. “They have all myI.D. stuff there. Biometrics, etc. A fingerprint scanner gets me into the box vault.”
 
   “There is another way,” Lurch said with a sinister grin on his face.
 
   “Yea, we could rob it, but all I need is my alternate identity to get back into school to find the First One. This is getting too complicated.”
 
   Gondane kissed the brunette and unlocked her chains. “Come on, we have something special waiting for you.” 
 
   All the captives continued to cry.
 
   “Please, don’t hurt me,” the brunette pleaded as Gondane grabbed her restraints and led her into another room. 
 
   Theother room was roughly ten feet square, tiled in white on all sides and the floor, with a drain set in the center like a large shower. In fact, there was a large showerhead on a hose hanging on one wall. What made the brunette start screaming was the fact that this room had a rectangle stainless steel table with restraint hoops sitting along the far wall. Also the fact that various butchering blades hung in orderly fashion on the walls, and a cable/pulley with hooks hung from the ceiling. It was obviously a kill/butcher room originally designed for smaller stock like sheep or swine. The temperature was around forty degrees Fahrenheit, and the door itself was a locking walk-in cooler door.
 
   “I promise, this won’t hurt a bit.” He closed the door, it making a satisfying ‘clack’ noise. 
 
   She stood in the room with tears pouring down her face. She shook with fear and was not able to stand. She stumbled to her knees, shivering in tears. She began praying.
 
   “Poor little human. Your god cannot help you now.” He took a device from the wall tools, one that looked more like a gun than a tool.
 
   She scrambled to get away, losing her urine as she scooted. “Help me!” she screamed repeatedly.
 
   He grabbed her hair and put the end of the device to her temple. “I prefer to do this while the subject is asleep, but I know Jen likes to taste the fear in the meat.” He pressed the button and a sharp little ‘pap’ emitted from it. He hung it back on the wall. She suddenly stopped moving, her eyes wide with terror. The tiny wound in her head released a small bit of blood as her dead body collapsed.
 
   He then bound her feet and hooked them to a cable connected to a pulley. He pressed a button and the body of this woman was pulled to hang upside down just above the drain. “I also like to drain them while their heart is still beating, but I do what my goddess wants. Your young meat shouldn’t be too gamey.” He took a razor sharp knife and sliced open her throat. Blood poured out and into the drain. As she bled out, he turned on the water and began scrubbing her body.
 
   Jen walked in. “Hey, did you scare and shoot her first?”
 
   “Of course. I know what you like. It wasn’t hard to scare her. Just being in here was enough.”
 
   “I hate that this room is so sound proof. I would have loved to hear her. How was her life force?”
 
   He shook his head. “Minimal. Not worth mentioning. She wasn’t good for anything but a fuck or food.”
 
   She giggled. “Gondane, did you play with your food again?”
 
   He snickered back. “No, not this one. But, I did think about it. They’re always so much fun when they struggle.”
 
   She grabbed a knife from the wall. “Want some help?”
 
   “No, not yet. I like to keep it clean. Let her bleed out and let’s get into clean-clothes. No point spoiling the meat.”
 
   “Cool!” 
 
   She and Gondane left the twenty four year old brunette stripper’s body to bleed out. 
 
   Somewhere on the East Coast of the U.S., her parents read the latest letter from their only daughter Karen. She told them how happy she was pursuing her dream of being a business woman, having just graduated with her bachelor’s in Business Administration from New Mexico State University. She was excited to start graduate school in the spring.
 
   They couldn’t be more proud.
 
    
 
   Brian woke up to the absence of sound, and the smell of food cooking somewhere. He got up, took his pills as ordered, and rubbed on his gel. He was already sporting morning wood, but he knew this was more. He’d been turned into a sex slave in a strange dragon cult slash biker gang. More than anything he just wanted to make Jen happy with him. He loved… no, worshiped her. She was his goddess. Thoughts of his former life were unimportant. He got dressed in shorts and a random t-shirt, and walked out to follow the sweet aroma. 
 
   They were on the back porch. The group sat in lawn chairs sipping on drinks while Lurch tended the grill. The yard was a half-acre of desert with a large fire pit in the middle, surrounded by a ten foot tall rock wall hiding its existence to the world. Even with a high wall it was easy to see the Robledo Mountains looming overhead. 
 
   “Hey, look who woke up,” Jen said. She stood up and kissed him. “Hungry?”
 
   “Starving. Sure smells good.” He noticed two more people with the group. Two nude young women sitting near the fire pit. “Who is that?”
 
   “Toys. Wanna play with them?”
 
   “Sure, but right now I need a beer and some food.”
 
   Lurch motioned him over. 
 
   Brian walked over to see several portions of filleted meat cooking to perfection with BBQ sauce bubbling. “What do you think?”
 
   “Damn that looks good. Is that pork?”
 
   Lurch laughed, as did everyone else. “Sure.”
 
   “Those are ready, help yourself.” He motioned to a tray with several filets covered by tin foil.
 
   “Sweet!” He grabbed one and a paper plate, taking a ravenous bite. His mouth exploded in flavor. “Oh, my god that’s good!”
 
   “That’s my sauce recipe. Come sit by me,” Jen said with a freshly opened bottle of Tecate. “Relax.”
 
   They sat and he sipped his beer between bites. “This is nice.”
 
   “Damn good, huh?” Kristov said as he munched.
 
   Jen sighed. “Yea, the cold weather is almost upon us. Soon. We’ll be lighting up the fire pit once it gets dark.”
 
   “Jeese. What time is it?” Brian asked.
 
   “Nearly 5:00PM. Hey, we had to ditch your van. I hope you don’t mind. You’re on the Police radar now.”
 
   “I hated that damn thing. But now I have no transportation.”
 
   “You can ride with me,” Pixie said. “But you’ll have to ride bitch.” She giggled. 
 
   He shrugged. “Cool. I can hang onto your tits as we ride… so, how about a ride now?”
 
   Everyone laughed.
 
   “I think he’s going to fit in fine,” Sandy said. She looked over at the captives. “Hey, blondie! Get your ass over here and give Brian a nice wake-up fuck.”
 
   Blondie cried.
 
   The red-head held on to her, not knowing what to do.
 
   “In fact, both of you come here,” Pixie said. “Gondane didn’t get to play with his food.”
 
   Gondane nudged her. “Tattler”
 
   “Well, why not, we can see if they have any decent life energy this way.”
 
   The captives sat and cried.
 
   “So, captives?” Brian asked.
 
   Jen nodded. “They picked them up from The Parrot in El Paso.”
 
   “Cool. Can we kill them or just rape them?”
 
   All the biker gang gasped with shock and looked at Brian.
 
   “What did you just say?” Jen asked as she pivoted around to look deep into his eyes.
 
   “That’s what they’re here for, right? Fuck and kill?”
 
   Gondane stood up and walked over to Brian. He knelt down in front of him. “Brian, have you ever killed anyone?”
 
   He shook his head, but looked around Gondane at the two women as they tentatively approached, both of them crying hysterically. “No, is that a problem?”
 
   “None at all. Just do it in the kill room. We told them if they screamed out here we would kill them and their families. But, I guarantee they’ll scream in there.”
 
   “You have a kill room?”
 
   Gondane took a sip of beer. “We also call it the food prep room.” He grinned and glanced at Brian’s plate.
 
   Brian looked down at his empty plate. “Holy shit, seriously?”
 
   Gondane nodded. “You just ate part of a woman’s thigh. What do you think?”
 
   Brian’s mind raced. Somewhere deep inside there was a voice telling him to run and run fast. But the louder voice told him all was as it should be. “I’m thinking seconds. And another beer.”
 
   “How about a nice sex slave first?”
 
   Brian nodded. He stood up and walked over to the two hysterical ladies. They looked up into his eyes with a glimmer of hope.
 
   “Pleee… please help us,” the blonde one said through heaves.
 
   He grabbed her arm and headed back into the house.
 
   “Holy shit!” Kristov said. He and the others, all except for Jen, ran to follow. 
 
   Jen looked up at the remaining woman and smiled. “Come sit next to me and have something to eat. You’re too skinny.”
 
   Brian dragged the blondie into the nearest bedroom and dropped his shorts, revealing his fully erect penis. She screamed. 
 
   “Oh, relax. It’s just sex,” Brian said. 
 
   All the rest of them piled into the room and watched as Brian overpowered the woman and brutally raped her. After climaxing three times, he dragged her screaming and pleading from the bedroom to where Gondane had the kill room door open. He tossed her inside, where she continued to scream and plead for her life. 
 
   Everyone watched as he wrestled with her, finally managing to get her into a chokehold.
 
   “No, dude. Not like that,” Sandy said. She handed him a large knife.
 
   “Wait, let’s do this right,” Gondane said. He walked over and grabbed her legs as she kicked, screamed, bit, and clawed. 
 
   “Yes, this will work.” J-Rod grabbed the cable and hook from the ceiling and pulled it down. He jammed the sharp hook into the woman’s lower thigh between the bones. 
 
   She screamed even louder.
 
   Brian stepped back to watch, his excitement evident. “This is so cool!”
 
   The woman screamed and flailed as Kristov pressed the button, pulling the woman up and upside down. She finally passed out.
 
   “Aw, too bad,” Gondane said. 
 
   Brian took the knife from Sandy. “When my Dad was alive we used to go deer hunting.” He grabbed the woman’s hair and sliced open her throat. “This is nothing like that.”
 
   Blood spewed all over him and the room.
 
   “Yes, exactly,” Lurch said.
 
   “She’ll properly bleed out this way,” Gondane said. 
 
   “Oh, oh… feel that?” Pixie said.
 
   Brian watched them all as they seemed to glow for a moment, the energy flowing from the dying woman into them. He felt it too. Some of the energy flowed into him. He came.
 
    
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
  

Chapter 31
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Tina sat in the squad room next to Lucas as they skimmed web sites. Ferguson and Gutierrez were out investigating an unrelated homicide. Chavez sat in his office watching them both closely. 
 
   Hana walked in. “Hey, you want to go have drinks? I was headed over to The Palace.”
 
   Tina chuckled. “Probably a bad idea.”
 
   She sat down with them. “He really pulled some strings to get you out of lockup, Tina. What did you say to him?”
 
   She shrugged. “I said please and fluttered my eyes.”
 
   “Your beautiful purple eyes.”
 
   Tina stopped looking at the screen and looked at Hana. “Thank you, you’ve never said anything like that to me.”
 
   “I was remembering when you recruited me, all I could think about was those purple eyes and that speech. I couldn’t graduate high school fast enough to go into the academy, just so I could see them again.”
 
   Tina smirked. “Are you picking up on me?”
 
   “Maybe. I had a dismal childhood, I wanted something more. You gave me a career and hope.”
 
   “I’m glad, Hana.” Tina smiled.
 
   “Tell me about your childhood, Tina.”
 
   “Mine? Well I grew up in Vell…. I mean Fort Collins. It was a good childhood. Plenty of love…” she trailed off as she genuinely remembered her family up there, and their recent murder.
 
   “Oh, shit. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have brought that up. What’s a Vell?”
 
   Lucas had been watching her closely as she talked, and when this word came up, he began chuckling.
 
   “It’s nothing. A…place I used to go. A... playground.”
 
   “No it’s not,” Lucas said.
 
   Tina spun her head around and shushed him.
 
   “She knows, Tina. And I just figured out who she is.”
 
   Tina looked at both of them, one then the other. “What?”
 
    “Sorry about last time, Mister Haynes. But, you deserved it,” Hana said.
 
   He nodded. “It was absolutely your right to slice my head off. It was before I went through the War of Darkness, and before I realized my true place in the cosmos. Anyway, no harm done, O-Hanna-San.” He bowed his head briefly.
 
   She glared at him. “You murdered my entire family, my entire civilization, so I’d say there was some serious fucking harm done. I vowed to come to Asgard and finish the job.”
 
   “I know, I know. And you’re welcome to do so when this is all over. But we have to be aligned now or all is lost.”
 
   She nodded and took a deep breath. “So be it.”
 
   “So, are you two going to tell me what the fuck is going on?”
 
   Hana looked into Tina’s eyes. “I have something to tell you both, and you’re not going to like it. Just remember this is way bigger than all of us.”
 
   Tina glared at her, “I’m waiting.”
 
   “Not here. Meet me at The Palace at six. Both of you.” She got up and returned to her post. 
 
   Tina looked over at Lucas, “Well?”
 
   “We have a history.”
 
   “No shit.”
 
   “It was during some of my more… unsavory moments. I was trying to get this certain world to supercharge us with worship power to usurp Odin…” He looked away with a scowl on his face. “Damn, it sure sounds lame when I explain it like that.”
 
   Tina sat back and thought. “Midgard. Jen showed up. I killed Michael. The Olympians were there, and I was trying to find a certain wizard.” She looked over at Lucas. “I remember. You and Hel recruited me, told me where to find the F.O. coin so he would be mortal.”She gazed at the floor for a moment. “I remember everything. Chasing Alice Winter through time, allying with you, killing Michael… and countless millions… Oh, my god. I’m a monster.”  She buried her face in her hands.
 
   Chavez walked out to see what was going on. “Is she going to be alright? I told her she needed to take some time.”
 
   Lucas nodded and rubbed Tina’s shoulder. “She’ll be alright.”
 
   Chavez shook his head and retreated into his office.
 
   “Tina… Sienna, listen to me. It wasn’t you, it was Obsidian. Remember that,” Lucas said as he rubbed her shoulder. “Obsidian. She’s dead, gone forever.”
 
   “I remember it, Lucas. All of it. I… can’t believe the things I… she did. I don’t want to remember this. I want it out of my head.” She wiped away tears. 
 
   “I can do that, but…”
 
   She turned and looked at him. “Do it. Please. Get these horrible memories out of my head. I can’t stand it anymore.”
 
   He nodded. “I was able to eliminate most of them, but there are still some trapped—”
 
   “Oh, God, you mean there’s more?”
 
   He nodded. “Yea. A lot more. Obsidian and Jen of Hell did some things that made even me and Hel cringe. Even the Dark Master himself raised his eyebrows of fire when you… anyway, I was able kill those memories, but obviously there are some still there. They hold some useful information you may need to stop Jen.”
 
   Her purple eyes seemed to get even more purple. She put her palms on his cheeks and looked deep into his eyes. “Loki, Asgard god of mischiefand humor. I beg you. Please. Remove all of these memories of Obsidian. I cannot live with them. I cannot ever be Tina, or remember my life as Sienna with Obsidian’s memories in there tormenting me. Please, please remove them.”
 
   Lucas looked around and put his hands on her head. “I want you to remember everything you can about Obsidian, from your first memory to now.”
 
   “Oh God, no. I… can’t.”
 
   “You have to. It will pull every memory of her to the surface, and I’ll be able to eliminate them.”
 
   She nodded and wiped away more tears. “Okay.”
 
   “Ready?”
 
   She nodded.
 
   “Now.”
 
   [6]She closed her eyes and went through the chronology of her life as Obsidian, everything she could remember, starting with the very moment of her mortal death on Ahl-Thoor-Hees as Kraal took her alternate personality and made it corporal. She remembered murdering countless millions for food, and then to Earth, where she continued the spree until she met Jen, and on from there until they attacked Deepforge, where she was taken to Hell. She remembered Jen rescuing her, the fight with Lotanna, and the subsequent battle with the metallic dragons, and the great deception during the War of Darkness. She remembered the gods as they sentenced them to the incarceration, and then the endless lives until she physically split into two people during the latest cycle of Earth. The pain of each murder wracked her mind, causing her physical pain. She screamed in terror as she felt the pain of her victims. And then, it was all gone. There was nothing. She remembered her mission to save Kraal,[7] and then her life as Sienna until she died a mortal death, and then waking up as Tina. Obsidian’s memories were gone.
 
   Lucas released her. They both suffered from a nose bleed, and his eyes looked a bit sunken in. He leaned back as Tina scrambled to clean herself with tissues, handing him some. She looked around, and nothing had changed. Nobody came running, nobody seemed alarmed. 
 
   “What happened?” she asked as she experienced a mild headache.
 
   Lucas seemed out of breath. “You have… an… amazing mind. That was worse than before, but I think I got them all.”
 
   “I felt pain, and… I’m sure I screamed. I don’t understand what just happened.”
 
   “I purged your memories of your life as Obsidian, those that I wasn’t able to get before.”
 
   “I remember asking you to, but… I don’t remember why.”
 
   “Good. That means it worked.”
 
   “But, I screamed.”
 
   He shook his head. “It was only in your mind. The whole thing lasted but a split second.”
 
   “Obsidian,” she said. “Jennifer Morgan wanted this Obsidian character to remember something.”
 
   Lucas nodded. “Exactly what I just removed.”
 
   She nodded. “Obsidian, remember.”
 
   Ferguson and Gutierrez walked in at that point.
 
   “Obsidian, remember,” Ferguson said. “Have you read the whole file?”
 
   “Who, me?” Lucas said.
 
   “I meant Greyland.”
 
   Tina shook her head. “Not the whole thing, no.”
 
   “There’s some interesting stuff in there.”
 
   “No doubt.” Tina sighed. “In fact, I need to get up to speed on it. It’s the main reason I’m here. To stop her.”
 
   “It’s good to have you back, Tina,” Gutierrez said. 
 
   She smiled. “It’s good to be here. Hey, Mister Haynes found some interesting stuff regarding the Loki case.” She smiled at Lucas and sat at her desk, flipping through the Jennifer Morganfile. 
 
   Lucas smiled. “Yes, I did. Look.” He pointed at the computer screen as the two detectives looked on.
 
   Tina looked up at the three, knowing exactly who she was, and having a pretty good idea what Lucas had just done for her. She missed her parents, and wanted them to have justice. She also missed her real parents. She knew they were all in the afterlife, in peace. She knew it now, for sure. The gods were real. She continued to look through the case file. 
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   Brian was still hungry. He dreamed of high mountain tops, snow covered peaks, and flying. In his dream he and others like him attacked a small village and ate humans to his satisfaction. He woke up roaring.
 
   Jen was lying next to him smiling. “Look at you. I can’t believe how lucky I was to find you.”
 
   He was out of breath, and unsure of where he was for a moment. He looked up at Jen, and it all came back. He relaxed, wondering why it was so hot. “Jesus, is the A/C on? It’s fucking hot in here.”
 
   Pixie walked in on her way to the bathroom. “Good morning. Hangovers?”
 
   Jen smirked. “As if. But, look.” She nodded at Brian.
 
   She looked, and her eyes grew wide. “Holy shit, he’s becoming!” She walked over and ran her hands through his hair. “How did you know?”
 
   “I didn’t. Lucky for us, I guess.”
 
   “What are you two talking about?” Brian asked.
 
   “Brian,” Jen began as Pixie continued her quest for an empty bladder. “You know those pills we insisted you take?”
 
   “Yea.”
 
   “That ecstasy was a bit of something else too. Dragon blood. It was meant to make you loyal to us, but, clearly it had another affect.”
 
   “I don’t understand.”
 
   “You were just dreaming you were a dragon, weren’t you?”
 
   “How did you know?”
 
   She smiled. “What kind? Red, green, black—”
 
   He sat up suddenly as the dream played back in his mind, more like a memory of something instead of a dream. “White.” He looked at her with wonder in his eyes. “My name was Kosh the White of the Northern Mountains.”
 
   Jen’s smiled faded. “Wait, what?”
 
   He nodded. “Yea, Kosh. I was leading a raid into a village called… Stone, or something.”
 
   Pixie came out, her face showing shock. “Did he just say Kosh?”
 
   Brian turned to her and said, “Yea, Kosh. Kosh the White. Weird. I remember it like it was yesterday.”
 
   Pixie ran out into the great room yelling, “Guys! Brian is Kosh!”
 
   Exclamations of excitement and non-belief came from them as they all poured into the bedroom. Gondane got right in Brian’s face. “What do you know ofThe North?”
 
   “We… were at war with a people called… the… wait, the Stone Children. They were tough, and they nearly wiped us out. What the hell? How can I be remembering all this?”
 
   Gondane smiled and looked at everyone. “We have a genuine spawn of Lotannawith us. Can you believe it?”
 
   Brian shook his head, “Wait… my brain is Swish cheezed, what’s happening to me?”
 
   “You’re a dragon. You’ve always been a dragon, trapped in this incarceration with us. Trapped like us in these disgusting, pathetic, weak human bodies. We had no idea you were here,” Jen said. 
 
   Brian nodded, knowing it was true, but still too confused to put it all together. “This doesn’t make any sense.”
 
   Alicia walked in and knelt in front of Brian as he sat on the edge of the bed.
 
   All the others exchanged knowing glances and exited the room, with Adamis the last to walk out. He and Alicia looked at each other, and nodded.
 
   “It’s alright, Alicia. Really. This is how it should be.” Adamis closed the door behind him.
 
   Brian looked into Alicia’s green eyes, and she smiled. 
 
   In a moment, it all came back to him, who she really was, who they were together. Tears ran down his face as he put his hands on her cheeks. “Can… can this be true?”
 
   She teared up too and put her hands on top of his. “It sure explains why you have such a strong life force, my husband.”
 
   They embraced, tears of joy running down both their faces. 
 
    
 
   Jen sat in her easy chair, quiet as the rest of them talked in excited tones. 
 
   “I can’t believe it! We’ve never had a noble with us, and a Lotanna spawn as well?” Kristov laughed. 
 
   They all laughed, all but Jen. She stared at the television as Detective Greyland came on, talking to a reporter about how she was determined to find Jennifer Morgan. The reporter asked about the murder of her families, and she stuttered through an emotional answer of how the FBI would be successful. 
 
   “Shut up, everyone. Look,” Jen said. 
 
   The group postponed their celebration and looked at the television. It became quiet in the clubhouse.
 
   “She remembers,” Jen said. “I can see it.” She pointed at the screen. “That’s not Tina Greyland.” She glared at the image. “It Princess Sienna fucking Deccon.”
 
   “So, she’s back!” Gondane exclaimed.
 
   Jen stood up, her fury suddenly rising. She spun around and glared at Gondane. “No, goddamn it. It’s the princess.Not Obsidian!” She threw a random beer bottle at the wall, and it shattered. “No more fucking around. Get the newly reunited couple out here, and…” She snarled at Tina’s image. “Get the entire JDM here. All of them. Tonight, our reign of terror begins. We shall release the beasts inside us.” She spun and looked at them, their eyes wide in anticipation. “Release the beasts!” she screamed in fury, sounding more dragon than human.
 
    
 
  
 
  



Part 3: Reign of Terror
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
  

Chapter 33
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   It was the Friday after Thanksgiving. Perfect. ‘Black Friday’ would have a whole new meaning after the evening was over.
 
   NMSU’s Corbett Center Student Union was having a ‘Fall break’ party the week of Thanksgiving. Those students who hadn’t gone to be with their families would converge downstairs at the Aggie Underground, a popular bar and lounge, for an epic party. Some that had family in town would typically return to campus just for the party. It was a big event. The NMSU and Las Cruces Police knew of the tradition, and always had a few extra officers on duty just in case. 
 
   This fact wouldn’t save the students on this fateful night. 
 
   Jennifer Morgan was dressed in a little black dress. Her neckline plunged to her navel, and the bottom of the dress was just slightly lower than her crotch. Her hair was up in a professionally done bun, as Sandy was an expert at this sort of thing. Her lips were blood red, and she had light blue mascara. Her nails were painted to match her lips, and her pumps were a match as well. Yes, her makeup was perfect, and she was dressed to kill.
 
   Despite her outfit, she still wore her sword belt and scabbard, with a nice new razor sharp hunting knife looped on as well. Tergon the Sword of Sienna was nearly as tall as she, and the hilt was easy seen strapped on her back. 
 
   The Underground doors were open, with two handsome young men with their official NMSU suits posted for security. 
 
   “Hello, boys,” she said as she walked up out of the dark night and into the bright lights of the Corbett Center exterior lights. Her steps were seductive, so that her curves were more than obvious.
 
   They looked at her, inspecting her shapely form and knock-out light brown legs. Her midriff and ample cleavage left little to the imagination, as well as he her nipples being erect and hard as rock. They paid no mind to the sword strapped onto her back. 
 
   “Hello… and who are you?” the one on the left asked. 
 
   She walked up to him and leaned into his body, feeling his manhood already struggling to get through his pants. She ran her finger down his chest and looked up into his blue eyes. “I’m Jennifer. I’m a fresh…man.” She giggled.
 
   “You’re no man,” he said as his arm instinctively wrapped around her waist, never noticing the bulge of the scabbard. “Where are you from, sweet Jennifer?”
 
   She stood on tip toes and kissed his lower lip. “I’m from Hell.”
 
   “Sign me up,” the other one said in a chuckle as he inspected her rear.
 
   She released the first one and gave some attention to the second one, making sure he felt her razor sharp nipples grinding into his chest. Her leg went up and she ever so slightly rubbed her knee over his manly bulge. “You’d love it there. There are places where they have…” she breathed heavily and whispered loudly in his ear, “constant orgies.” She nibbled his ear and moaned ever so slightly.
 
   Both of his hands were wrapped around her, and he was entertaining thoughts of all manner of physical pleasures with this succubus.  He noticed the sword. “What’s this?”
 
   She giggled. “It’s my sorority’s symbol. Delta Inferno Epsilon.”
 
   He nodded, not hearing anything more than ‘sorority.’ She was a sister, and that only made him more excited. “Are your sisters coming?”
 
   She nodded and waved into the darkness. Alicia, Sandy, and Pixie walked into the light, dressed to kill nearly exactly as Jen was. 
 
   They all wore swords. 
 
   “There are more coming too. So, can we go in?” Jen asked, pouting. ”Please? We promise not to bite…much.” She smiled shyly.
 
   Alicia and Pixie began rubbing themselves all over the first guy as Sandy joined Jen. 
 
   The guys nodded.
 
   The four women walked in. 
 
   The party was in full swing. Dozens of twenty somethings drank and ate traditional Thanksgiving food from a where it was laid out on a long table in the conference room. The music was not too loud, and alcohol flowed freely at the bar. When the four women walked in, all eyes turned to see them, at least once. Most of the men struggled to keep their eyes off them as they walked around.
 
   Jen stood at the food line with a plate in her hand. “Try to look normal, ladies.”
 
   Pixie giggled in anticipation. She grabbed three plates, one for each of them. “When do we start?” she whispered to Jen. 
 
   “We can’t really get things going until the guys show up, so just hang tight. We don’t know how long it will take them to set up the cell jamb and cause the distraction. Have fun, you know… in the human way.” She made quotation marks in the air with her fingers at the word human.
 
   The other women giggled. 
 
   “So, what’s with the swords?” a young woman who wore a DTE sorority shirt. She was pretty, red haired and dressed nice, except for the tacky shirt. She stood looking at them, obviously just to intimidate them. Four more of her sisters joined her, arms folded. 
 
   Jen didn’t miss a beat. “Hey, I’m Jennifer. We’re from the Delta Inferno Epsilon sorority.”
 
   The red head smirked. “Right. The DIE sorority. Never heard of it.”
 
   “From UTEP.”
 
   “Oh… oh, you’re from UTEP?” the red head said, not sure what to say next. She was well aware of the new, strict policy concerning cordial relations with neighboring schools.
 
   The ladies nodded. 
 
   The almost moment of tension faded quickly, and the party continued. People continued to show up, and the conversations of the night included the new, mysterious sorority sisters.
 
   They mingled and made small talk, flirting and just generally made it known that they were new in town and available. It was a party, and they were party girls. 
 
   The music was all more or less contemporary pop, but the whole mood changed when somebody put on Marilyn Mason’s Tainted Love.
 
   Jen looked over at Sandy and just caught a glimpse of her putting away her smart phone. Their eyes met, and Sandy nodded. It was understood. The guys were on their way. Sandy had hijacked the sound system and put the song on.It was the signal to step up their game. Jen headed to the patio where the upper echelon frat boys were busy telling tall tales of conquests and good grades. Several bikini-clad women were already in the hot tub laughing as the guys watched them like hungry wolves. 
 
   Sandy decided she’d like to find a drunk college boy and have some fun. It was easy enough. There were plenty to choose from. She grabbed one at random and shoved her hand down his pants, pulling out his manly member. She then went to her knees and started slurping on him as she opened up the front of her dress, revealing her breasts. 
 
   There were not exclamations of shock, but instead cheers. Someone yelled, “Now the party’s started!”
 
   Pixie and Alicia stayed near the sentries as they faithfully guarded the door for undesirables. They hung on them, moaning and slowly letting their garments become a bit looser, revealing more and more skin. In the distance a half dozen motorcycles could be heard approaching. 
 
   Jen walked toward the hot tub as one particularly attractive brown hairedyoung woman with hazel eyes got out, headed inside the house. As Jen passed her she reachedover and caressed the hazel eyed beauty’s boob hard enough that her boob slipped out briefly. 
 
   The young woman smiled at her and turned, watching as Jen stepped into the hot tub without disrobing. She fixed her bikini and said, “Interesting. Very interesting indeed.”
 
   Sandy’s man came all over her chest. She rubbed it in, and then stood up to deep kiss him as the spectators cheered. 
 
   The sentries glanced inside, and were both pleased to see Sandy’s bare breasts. They nodded to each other.
 
   “So, that’s the kind of thing you like, huh?” Pixie said. She let her dress fall to her waist. “Oops.” She smiled.
 
   The guys were interested, but something else got their attention. Rough looking guys on motorcycles rolled into the parking lot. They parked and shut off their engines.  
 
   “That’s the others we told you about,” Alicia said as she rubbed her guy’s bulge. “Tell me something. Do you believe in God?”
 
   He didn’t answer. He was too busy trying to coordinate the blood in his penis, and thinking about the fact that some real undesirables had just shown up. “Wait, you know them? We can’t have that kind of…” He had a difficult time speaking. Something was terribly wrong. He glanced at Alicia. 
 
   She had a bloody knife in her hand, and a seductive smile on her face. She licked the blood off the blade and said, “Delicious.”
 
   He began choking, the pain in his neck suddenly rising. He put his hands up and realized the truth of his slit throat just about the time he died. He fell to the ground.
 
   His partner didn’t have time to react. A hole the size of a bullet quickly made its way through his head. His last thought was that he had just soiled his pants. 
 
   Gondane was a damn good shot with his silenced 9mm. But, at this range they all were. He nodded at Pixie. She then pulled out her phone and hijacked the sound system inside, changing it to Cradle of Filth, Hallowed be thy name.
 
   The bikers surrounded the building, taking up spots outside with guns ready. They would shoot whoever managed to escape the ladies’ wrath.
 
   Brian stood next to Gondane with a hunting knife in his hand. His eyes were cold and seemingly devoid of a soul. “I’ll be inside with the girls.”
 
   Gondane smiled wide and nodded. “Have fun, Brian.”
 
   Brian looked him and said, “My name is Kosh.”
 
   Gondane began laughing as Kosh trotted up to Pixie and Alicia, planting a kiss on them both. 
 
   “Are you going to join the fun inside?” Pixie asked. 
 
   Kosh nodded. 
 
   “Excellent.”
 
    
 
   Jen sat in the hot tub as the other women and the guys looked at her with questioning eyes.
 
   “Why didn’t you change?” one woman asked.
 
   “Why not skinny-dip?” a man said. 
 
   “So, what’s with the sword?” another man asked. 
 
   About that time Cradle of Filth, Hallowed be thy name started. She smiled. This song starts out slow. 
 
   A woman said, “Oh, what’s that? Never heard this before.”
 
   Jen stood up. “This is Cradle of Filth.” She reached up and tore off her dress, so that she was nude except for her sword belt. “The sword is real, do you want to see it?” she asked the one who asked. 
 
   He was too busy staring at her perfect nude body to answer properly. “Fuckin… damn… yea…”
 
   Jen then screamed along with the music, “Motherfuckers!” as she drew her sword and pivoted in the middle of the tub, beheading everyone as they sat on the built-in seats. “Yea!” she screamed. She jumped out and continued to scream along with the song. 
 
   The men outside saw it happen and dropped what they were doing to go straight into panicked-stiff mode, their eyes wide and mouths open. Their drinks crashed to the patio stone.
 
   The bloody cauldron of what used to be a hot tub was behind Jen as she ran to the men, beheading them before they could react. 
 
    
 
   The young woman who Jen had groped watched it happen from the balcony above. Shesmiled. “So, it is you.” She turned around and walked inside, where she began changing clothes. 
 
   The men upstairs had no idea what was happening downstairs. They just suddenly had a show to watch. The brown haired young woman they knew as Lola suddenly took off her bikini, dropping it to the floor. She then went through her overnight bag and put on clothes. Underwear, jeans, and a rainbow tie dye t-shirt. She didn’t acknowledge them gawking, but as she sat down to put on her tennis shoes, she said to them, “It sure was fun, guys. But your time is done. Hell is here, and her name is Jen. And she’s not alone.”
 
   “What are you talking about?” one man asked.
 
   Several simultaneous screams were heard from downstairs. 
 
   She reached down in her pack and pulled out a semi-automatic handgun. She screwed on a silencer. “Don’t worry, I’ll not let her get you.” She then moved in a virtual blur, shooting a bullet in each man’s head. She glanced at the staircase. “I’ll not let you kill me again, pathetic creature.” She ran to the balcony out front, now hearing multiple screams of terror as the activities escalated downstairs. Several bullet impacts shattered the wood posts next to her, and she ducked.Bikers had surrounded Corbett Center, and the carnage extended to the parking lots. “Fuck.” She spun around to see Alicia running up the stairs with a sword in her hand, already covered in blood. 
 
   Alicia ran up, ready to deal out more death. But when she got to the top she saw an unexpected scene. Dead frat boys, but dead from gunshot wounds. “What the hell?” Was her last thought. A 9mm bullet ploughed through her head, and she fell to the floor. 
 
   Lola kicked her over, glancing at her face. “I know you. Kosh’s bride. Makes sense. I’ll see you in Hell, white bitch.” She spat at her and ran to the other side of the building. In an office facing the other direction, she glanced out. Sure enough. A biker was out there taking shots as people tried to escape. She set herself in a good spot, and slowly opened the window just enough that the gun barrel would fit through. She then took a breath and carefully aimed. She exhaled and squeezed the trigger. The biker fell with a hole in his heart. She then opened the window and jumped out, landing solid on the soft grass below, narrowly missing a murdered frat boy who had tried to escape. She noticed a building was burning in the distance. She couldn’t be sure, but it looked like the approximate location of Mountain View Regional Hospital. The screams coming from Corbett Center nearly drowned out the chorus of sirens headed to the blaze. She glanced back and snarled. “I’ll see you again, Jen of Hell.” She ran off into the night.
 
    
 
   Jen walked into the lounge about the same time her three cohorts ran in, screaming and laughing. Alicia and Pixie wasted no time swinging their swords at the hapless partiers. Screams and blood erupted from everyone. Kosh stopped for a moment as the chaos ensued, and glanced over at the nude form of Jen. They smiled at each other.
 
   A young man ran at Kosh screaming, “Help us! It’s Jen of Hell!”
 
   Kosh faked a frightened look and grasped the man’s shoulder. He looked into his face and gasped. “Exactly!” He then shoved his hunting knife into the man’s chest. “Bye, bye now.” He pushed him off and jumped into the middle of the madness.
 
   Of course, the first thing the party goers tried to do was escape. They ran toward the door and out into a barrage of death. Silent gunshots flashed in the night, nearly every bullet finding a victim. 
 
   Many of the victims had the presence of mind to use their phones, but there was a serious problem. Nobody had service. One girl got the idea to post a help message on Facebook, but never completed her post before her head was on the opposite side of the room from her body. 
 
   “Kosh, find the internet connection and kill it. I’m going upstairs,” Alicia said. 
 
   He nodded and looked around the blood splattered walls, quickly spotting the cable and internet hub next to the television. He cut his way through the panicking crowd.
 
   Two young women were huddled near the wall.“Please help us!” they pleaded.
 
   He smiled and said, “Of course.” He knelt down, took their hands, and slit their throats. As the blood gushed all over him, he reached up and sliced the cable. “There. That’s better, huh, ladies?”
 
   They didn’t answer.
 
   Pixie stood in the middle of the living room looking around. It had gotten quiet. “Damn, are we done already? That was too fast.”
 
   Blood, body parts, and internal organs littered the floor. The screams had stopped. Sirens could be heard in the distance.
 
   Kosh began to laugh, and pointed at Pixie. “Got a new friend, Brimsta?”
 
   Pixie looked down to realize she had not released the latest head she had severed. Her hand was still firmly grasped on the young woman’s red hair. She chuckled and put the head up to face her. Making a comical face, she said, “The DIE sorority, huh?” She then kissed it and tossed it at Kosh. 
 
   Kosh couldn’t help himself. He dropped his pants and slid his erect penis into the head’s mouth. “I’m coming!” He yelled in a laugh. 
 
   Jen walked in just as he actually did come inside the dead woman’s mouth. “Necrophilia. Nice.” She nodded her approval. 
 
   “No,” Pixie said. “Necro...falatio!” 
 
   They all laughed.
 
   “Hey, Alicia, you done up there?” Jen asked.
 
   There was no answer. 
 
   The bikers from outside walked in tentatively, guns still ready.
 
   “Is that it?” Gondane asked.
 
   “Wow, look at this! Nice work,” Kristov said. 
 
   “Yea, we made short work of them,” Pixie said. “Kosh even got off on a severed head.” She giggled.
 
   J-Rod laughed. “Typical Lotanna spawn.”
 
   They all laughed.
 
   “How about upstairs?” Wrench asked. 
 
   “Hey, Alicia!” Pixie yelled.
 
   “Where’s Adamis?” Kosh asked. 
 
   “Oh, he’s probably indulging too. I’ll get him,” Lurch said. He turned and walked out. 
 
   “We need to wrap this up, Jen. Did you have a plan for display, or just chaos?” Gondane asked. 
 
   She nodded. “Clean up all the ammo brass you can. Me and the girls will make a nice little display. I need to write a couple of messages.”
 
   Gondane nodded. “You heard her. Let’s go.” He turned and the guys all followed outside. 
 
   “What’s taking her so long?” Pixie asked as she looked up the staircase.
 
   “Let’s go check it out,” Jen said. 
 
   The two women trotted up the stairs and stopped in their tracks when they saw Alicia’s body beginning to quickly degrade.
 
   “What the fuck?!” Jen said. 
 
   “Her body’s degrading. She’s being taken to Hell,” Pixie said, her teeth gritting. “Who the fuck did this?!”
 
   They searched the rooms, seeing the others who Lola had killed and where she escaped. They looked out the window as Lurch found Adamis’s body fading as well. 
 
   “Fuck! Someone was here, someone from Hell,” Jen said.
 
   “Shit! What do we do?”
 
   “Stick with the plan. The cops can’t know anyone else was here but us. She has to know we’re here.She needs to understand what’s coming next.” Jen reached down and started picking up 9mm brass, handing them to Pixie. 
 
   “We can’t take it too far, Jen. Too many lives and the incarceration will reset.” Pixie took the spent shells from Jen and shoved them into her pocket. “What if it was her, Obsidian I mean? Or, maybe the First One.”
 
   Jen shook her head. “It’s not the First One’s style, you know that. He’s all good, or whatever. And, no. It wasn’t Obsidian. I can feel it. Sienna is the only creature that’s left in her pretty little head. I don’t know how, but…” She turned and looked into Pixie’s eyes. “There’s more going on here than we know. Come on, we may not have much time. Help me write this.” She wetted her hands in blood and began writing on the walls.
 
    
 
  
 
  



Chapter 34
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Tina studied Jen’s file cover to cover, backwards and forwards. Not like she needed to. Her memories of what had happened since she first met her as Tina were vivid. Lucas had only eliminated Obsidian’s first-hand memories, but Tina could still see fuzzy images of Jen and what she had done during those times too. 
 
   Lucas knew it wouldn’t be a permanent solution. He didn’t have the power to delete every memory, not here.But it would be enough that Sienna would return and push the few traces he hadn’t been able to completely erase into third-hand distant accounts in her mind. At least, he hoped so. 
 
   He worked at trying to find out where the Loki killer was, tracing the time line by remembering how the stories originally went. He would give a few morsels of information to the detectives, who would forward it on to the FBI. The last thing he wanted was for the Feds to return. He also wondered what Hana wanted to tell them, although he had a pretty good idea. If he was right, he wouldn’t have to continue searching. Sienna/Tina would be beyond angry, though. He had no idea how he would approach diffusing the situation. This whole thing was becoming impossibly complicated, and he wasn’t sure if he would be able to unravel it and stop the incarceration before everything was destroyed. If they went too far, the incarceration would reset again, and it could be worse. Eventually it would be beyond repair. 
 
   “Hey, why are you still here?” Chavez asked. “It’s late. You should go home, Tina, Mister Haynes.”
 
   Tina took out her phone and checked the time. 3:48PM. “This can’t be right.” She noticed she had no service. “Weren’t we supposed to meet Hana?”
 
   Lucas nodded and checked the time on the computer. 6:15PM. “Something’s wrong.”
 
   Chavez looked at his phone, and he didn’t have service either. “That’s strange.”
 
   One of the uniformed officers came in about the time a flurry of sirens were heard. “Captain, you may want to look at this.” He turned on the television. 
 
   Mountain View Regional Medical Center was completely engulfed in flames. 
 
   “Jesus Christ almighty,” Chavez said. 
 
    
 
   Minutes later, Chavez, Tina, Lucas, Ferguson, and Gutierrez stood behind the Police line as Emergency Services desperately tried to douse the flames and save people from the building. The hospital itself was a total loss, and it had spread to the medical office building next door. Everyone tried their phones, and there was no service. 
 
   “Jesus, this is…” Ferguson said. 
 
   Nobody had words to describe the devastation in front of them. The hospital was completely engulfed in flames as people scrambled to escape with the help of Fire and Rescue, but there were only a few survivors. Most of the people inside were lost. The fire burned all night.
 
   “What the hell happened?” Tina asked. 
 
   No one had answers. 
 
   As the sun rose, the building began to collapse, killing anyone who was still inside. Five firefighters lost their lives along with more than two hundred patients and staff. 
 
   Hana arrived, dressed in civilian clothes, and watched along with them. “This is horrible… but, Captain, I need you. The phones aren’t working, and something needs your attention.”
 
   “What is it, Hana?”
 
   “A woman, well girl really, twenty two years old just stumbled into the NMSU police station. The story she’s telling… you need to come. The NMSU Police Chief is going to meet us there. We have a serious situation.”
 
   “Is it about this?” Chavez motioned to the inferno.
 
   “No. Detective Greyland, you should come too. In fact, you all should.”
 
   “Oh, shit,” Gutierrez said.
 
    
 
   The young woman sat in an interrogation room wrapped in a blanket. She had blood splattered on her. Chavez and Tina talked to her. 
 
   “Miss, what’s your name?” Chavez asked
 
   “Lola Tanner. I’m… a… student…” she shook with terror. 
 
   “Can you tell us what happened?” Tina asked.
 
    
 
   The others stood behind the one way mirror and watched. 
 
   “No rest for the wicked,” Gutierrez said.
 
   “Mister Haynes,” Ferguson said, “This really hasn’t anything to do with your case… your research. You should go.”
 
   Lucas nodded. “I will, thank you. You have my home phone number if you need anything.”
 
   Lucas saw Hana in the squad room and went to her. “How about some breakfast?”
 
   She nodded. “I wish she was coming, but I can tell you at least, and maybe you can help soften the blow. Denny’s? Your treat?”
 
   “My treat?”
 
   “After everything, the very least you could do is buy me breakfast for gods’ sake.”
 
   He nodded. “My treat.”
 
    
 
   Lola spun the tale of how a biker gang had attacked Corbett Center, and how she narrowly escaped by climbing out the window. She provided the license plate number of one bike, and she described in detail their back patch. “They’re insane! All those people!” She cried. 
 
   “Do you know anything about the hospital fire or the cell phone outage?” Tina asked, to surprised looks from Chavez.
 
   Lola shook her head.
 
   “Alright, Miss Tanner. Do you have someone you can call?”
 
   “No… my family is all out of state. I’ll… be fine.”
 
   “Miss Tanner, we have your statement, so you’re free to go. But, we would like it if you don’t leave town in case we have more questions,” Chavez said.
 
   “I understand.”
 
   “Would you like to talk to someone, a counselor, a doctor? Are you injured?” Tina asked.
 
   “No, I’m fine. I’ll be fine.”
 
   “Do you need a ride, Miss Tanner?” Tina asked. 
 
   She smiled. “That would be nice. I ran all the way here.”
 
   Tina looked up at Chavez. “I’ll take her.”
 
   He nodded. 
 
    
 
   Tina dropped Lola off at her apartment, which was nearly a mile away just off campus. 
 
   Lola didn’t say a word during the ride, but when they arrived, she looked at Tina with pure hate and said, “She has to be stopped, Detective. There has to be a reckoning. Things were done, atrocities and betrayals. Don’t blame yourself, either. You are just you, but she… everything comes back around. Count on it. Just stop her and the rest will work itself out.” She closed the door and walked to her apartment.
 
   ‘That was a strange conversation,’ Tina thought to herself. The young woman who had just spoken was not the traumatized girl who they had interviewed. She watched as the young woman got to her door, turned around, and nodded at Tina just before she disappeared inside. “Strange girl.”
 
   Tina heard on the radio that the police and CSU had arrived at Corbett Center. She sped away to see for herself. “This isn’t happening.”
 
   A few minutes later she arrived at Corbett Center. Bodies had been strewn all over the yards and parking lots, but mostly around the windows and doors where they had been shot to death. She took out some evidence gloves and pulled them on before stepping out. The CSU was already there, dressed in hazmat suits. 
 
   She walked up, stepping over the yellow police tape and hearing loud music playing inside. She bent down at one of the bodies, clearly seeing bullet holes. She looked around for spent brass, but found none. What she did find was several narrow tire marks in the pavement where heavy motorcycles had turned around and made a quick retreat. 
 
   She walked up to the building, the music blasting. Her ears were quite sensitive, so she cringed, wishing she had grabbed ear plugs from her gun kit. She put her hands over her ears and walked in, to scowls from the CSU as they inspected the whole scene. 
 
   What first greeted her was an overwhelming stench of death and the color red. 
 
   “Oh, my god,” she said as she walked in. 
 
   Bodies were dismembered and arranged in strange patterns. There was a pyramid of heads in the middle of the lounge. Blood was actually painted on the walls, a discarded paint brush on the coffee table next to a circle of tongues around it. Putting the gel above her nose did no good, but at least someone had shut off the music. Flies swarmed, and Captain Chavez’s head was already encrusted with fly filth. He inspected the scene with a disgusted look on his face. 
 
   “Tina, you don’t need to be here,” Chavez said.
 
   After him insisting she leave, and she pointing out the row of dismembered penises, she took a look at the nearest office at his prompting. 
 
   ‘Jen of Hell was here’ was painted on the wall.Askeleton hung by his own intestines slowly rotated around the ceiling fan. She vomited, to the severe scolding from the CSU. She heard one CSU officer explain that the substance they had found in one of the severed heads was semen. The CSU man gagged at the thought of it.
 
   Tina climbed the stairs, trying her best not to vomit again. Each stair had a random body part placed in the center, seemingly so it wouldn’t be missed. When she got to the top and looked down the hallway, she gasped. It had been decorated for Christmas, except the ornaments were body parts, and the garland was intestines. “She’s a monster,” she said as she continued. There was another loungeon the second floor. She walked in and stopped in her tracks. 
 
   Written in blood on all the walls numerous times was, ‘Sienna must die, Sienna must die.’
 
   “Fuck. She knows.” 
 
   “Knows what?” Ferguson asked as he walked in behind her. 
 
   Tina spun around, startled by his sudden appearance. “I… I have to get out of here.” She held her mouth closed and ran down the stairs, stumbling and falling over body parts. 
 
   CSU personnel chastised her and all the police for being there, and for what they were doing to the crime scene. 
 
   Tina finally made it outside and collapsed, vomiting again all over the NMSU Crimson rose bushes. “I… have to tell Lok…” She glanced around to make sure nobody heard her, seeing a crowd of onlookers gathered from the other side of the Police tape. Four television station crews were setting up their equipment. 
 
   One, the local NBC affiliate, had already set up. The pretty young Mexican woman reported the scene into the camera. “We’re here at Corbett Center Student Union building on the New Mexico State University campus in Las Cruces. As you can see behind me, the three local Police agencies have surrounded the property. All we know at this time is there was some sort of mass murder.” She spotted Tina standing back up as she glanced around. “Here’s Detective Greyland, the detective who solved the bowling alley murders.” She moved toward Tina with her microphone out to her. “Detective, what can you tell us about what happened in there?”
 
   Tina jumped into her car and sped toward the Police Station. 
 
  
 
  



Chapter 35
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Lucas was not surprised. He sat at breakfast with Hana as she explained the situation.
 
   “I don’t understand it completely, but I do know it was important that those people die, with the masses thinking it was you, or someone claiming to be you. It stunts this timeline, or something like that.”
 
   “Making it impossible to affect everything else, regardless if we succeed or fail to stop her.” He nodded. “You know, they could have just asked me to do it. They didn’t have to get him to. That must have been difficult for him.”
 
   “Rebecca said it had something to do with supercharging his life force, or something. You know how she’s in tight with Odin. They’re obviously not telling us the whole story.”
 
   “She’s going to be pissed. How are we going to handle it? How’s Michael going to handle it? I mean, he killed her whole famil…y…” He stopped and glanced up at Hana, and then studied his bacon. 
 
   “She’ll want revenge, Lucas. I know that feeling intimately.”
 
   “Yea, I know you do. Look Hana… I…”
 
   “Just stop, Lucas. Now isn’t the time to talk about that. If there’s one thing Jacinth taught me before I lost him in the world ascension, it’s an abundance of patience.”
 
   Lucas nodded. “When’s the last time you saw him?”
 
   “Roughly a billion years. I think he forgot about me.”
 
   He shook his head. “No, he didn’t.”
 
   “Sure he did. He even had a child with Thrúd in an alternate Earth.Another alternate Earth. Of course he did. She was the only creature with which he was genetically capable of having a child.” She looked down and picked at her scrambled eggs. “Of course he did.”
 
   “Hana, a lot has happened. You know that as well as anyone. We’ll work it all out. Once we stop Jen, you and I will have a reckoning of our own, and you can truly have your revenge. I’m quite frankly sick of this existence anyway. Then you can go find your Jacinth. With things finally rectified he should be easy to find.”
 
   She glanced up at him, still picking at her food. “I don’t want a reckoning, Lucas. Not anymore. The pain of your betrayal still stings, but… I know my family and whole civilization are at peace. I’ve gone to see them. The sting of death means something different than it used to. But, I would like to see my Jacinth again. Someday.”
 
   “Immortality has a way of changing your perspective, especially after a few million years.”
 
   She nodded. “Ain’t that the truth?”
 
   “So, where is he?”
 
   “Michael?”
 
   He nodded.
 
   “He’s in town, waiting for me to call him. He knows we need to work on Tina before he shows up. What’s most important is us being united to stop her. It has to end now.”
 
   A stranger suddenly sat down with them. She was a brown haired young woman with hazel eyes wearing an NMSU t-shirt and jeans. “You’re right about that. It has to end now.”
 
   “Who the hell are you?” Hana asked.
 
   Lucas smirked. “Exactly. Good to see you again, Lotanna.”
 
   “Good to see you too. Name’s Lola Tanner. We have important business to discuss.”
 
   “Wait, Lotanna?” Hana asked. “Like the Lotanna, the mutiheaded dragon goddess of Hell?”
 
   Lola nodded. “Used to be until I was betrayed and murdered by a certain Jen of Hell and her cohort Obsidian. Since then I’ve been trapped here. If I could just get back to Hell, I could take it back. They’ve been away long enough, all I would have to do is show up.”
 
   “Holy shit.”
 
   “We were talking about Michael Angelico,” Lucas said. “He’s behind the Loki murders, and we’re trying to reconcile that and bring Tina in so we can all present a united front.”
 
   “The First One is here?” Lola asked. “I’ve got a few things I’d like to reconcile with him…” She scowled and drifted off in thought. 
 
   “This is not the time or place, Lola,” Lucas said. “Just focus on our primary goal, to stop Jen. First, we need to get Tina—” Lucas’s phone rang.He took it out and looked at the caller ID. “Cell phones are back in operation. Oh, speaking of.” He nodded. “Good morning, Detective Greyland.”
 
   “Lucas, where are you?”
 
   “Having breakfast with Hana and… another friend.”
 
   “I need to see you, right now. Where are you?”
 
   “Denny’s on Main.”
 
   “I’ll be right there. Have you seen the news yet?”
 
   “About the hospital fire?”
 
   “No, remember that young woman who was in the interrogation room?”
 
   “Yea.” Lucas looked at Lola.
 
   “Jen’s done it again, Lucas… and she knows about me… I can’t do this on the phone. I’ll be there in a minute.” Tina hung up.
 
   “She’s on her way, said Jen’s done it again.”
 
   “Yea, I was there. She trashed Corbett Center,” Lola said. 
 
   “She mentioned you on the phone, Lola. So, this will be interesting when she gets here. Time for full disclosure.”
 
   Hana pulled out her phone. “Guess it’s time to call Michael.”
 
   “Should we do this here, in a public place like this?” Lola asked as the breakfast crowd began to fill up the restaurant. 
 
   “Sure,” Lucas said. “Remember who she is, what she can do. A public place will keep her calm.”
 
   “We need to be extremely careful. If too much happens at once we could risk this universe resetting,” Hana said. 
 
   “Well, I honestly didn’t mind the old west, to tell you the truth,” Lola said. “But, yes, I know. It’s diverted too much already. I know what’s happening.”
 
   “Actually, I kind of liked it too,” Lucas said. “Except getting shot in the head. That was uncomfortable.”
 
   “I hated it. Imagine an Asian-looking girl in the 1800s,” Hana said. “Fuck the old west. Fuck those goddamn railroad workers too. I didn’t kill nearly enough of them.”
 
   “Well, if it resets again, we need to be united back then. We’ll have to work fast, but there could still be a chance we could save it, even back then,” Lucas said.
 
   “We should meet somewhere,” Lola said.
 
   “Right…” Hana looked around. “How about right here? As soon as we know it’s reset, we meet here. In 1863 there’s nothing here. We’ll camp and wait for the others to show up, and then we’ll go find Jen.”
 
   “Good plan, but let’s hope it doesn’t come to that,” Lola said.
 
   Hana dialed Michael. She sat there for several minutes, until it went to voice mail. “Hey, it’s me. Call me back. It’s happening now.” She hung up.
 
   “He’s probably still asleep. It’s not even 7:00,” Lucas said.
 
   Hana nodded.
 
   “Shit, there she is. Jesus, look at her,” Lola said.
 
   Tina walked in right past the front counter and headed for the group. She hadn’t changed her clothes. The breakfast crowd stared at her bloodied clothes and the unmistakable smell of death that had attached to her.
 
   She spotted Lola right away. “What the hell is she doing here?”
 
   Lucas stood up. “Tina, Jesus, look at you…” Why don’t we take this back to your place, huh?”
 
   The two women stood up.
 
   “Good idea,” Hana said. “Detective, you need to change.”
 
   Tina looked around at the staring faces and grimaces. She then looked at Lola. “Why are you here?”
 
   “Come on,” Lucas said, holding her arm and leading her to the front. “We need to go.”
 
   She easily yanked away. “Why are you here?!” 
 
   “Tina,” Hana said. “We know each other… from before, if you know what I mean. Come on, we need to get you out of here.”
 
   Tina glared at all of them, and then spun around.
 
    
 
   Tina walked into her house, leaving the door open. She proceeded to the kitchen where she grabbed a bottle of vodka and a glass, pouring herself a drink. The others followed her in.
 
   “Tina—” Lucas started.
 
   She put up her hand and drank down eight ounces of vodka, and then poured herself another one. She turned on her gas stove and stared at the flames as the others watched her. She turned it up to max and placed her hand flat on it. The flames licked up the sides of her hand, dancing around her fingers. She was undamaged. 
 
   She turned the stove off and drank more vodka. “I’m immune to fire, acid, and chlorine gas,” Tina said. “I have the strength of a giant, and when I was Obsidian, I could transform into a beautiful black dragon.” She looked up at Lucas. “The memories have returned, Lucas. All of them. Your mental band aid has fallen off. I remember my life as her, and my life as Princess Sienna. I also remember my life as Tina. I remember being shot in the head by Tamara Sampson in the Wet Gulch saloon, but at the same time, I can remember being killed by another gunfighter before that. I had split into two physical forms. Sienna and Obsidian. It was 1899 the last time I died.” She poured herself another drink. 
 
   Hana put her hand on Tina’s shoulder. “Princess Sienna… I never met you as her. I saw you as Obsidian during the War for Midgard.”
 
   “O-Hanna-San,” Tina said. “I’ve never heard of you before now. But I knew Hana since she was in high school.” She took another drink. “What is it you want to tell me?”
 
   “You should probably be sitting down,” Lola said.
 
   “And, who the fuck are you?” Tina asked.
 
   Lola cast her head down. “I’m the dragon queen of Hell. You and Jen killed me. I appeared here, trapped for what I thought would be all time.”
 
   Tina chuckled, and slid down to a sitting position on the kitchen floor. “Lotanna. Motherfucking Lotanna. You dragged me to Hell at the Battle for Deepforge, when I was trying to get control of the mithril. You fucking tortured me in Hell before Jen rescued me. Of course we killed you, bitch.”[8]
 
   Lola followed her down, sitting with her. “Yes, that’s right. I held you captive, hoping Jen would come so I could defeat her.”
 
   “You had foreknowledge,” Tina said, nodding. “You planned the whole goddamn thing.”
 
   “I knew since Midgard. I was just waiting for my chance, but I failed.”
 
   “And now we have a real monster on our hands,” Hana said. 
 
   “Two monsters,” Tina said, tears running down her face. “I cannot count how many I’ve killed as Obsidian.”
 
   Hana and Lucas sat down.
 
   “We have to focus, Tina,” Lucas said.
 
   “Focus… yea.” Tina chuckled through her tears.
 
   “Tina, we need to tell you something—” Hana said.
 
   “You mean there’s more? Fuck.” She stood up and grabbed the vodka bottle, and walked into the living room where she plopped down on her recliner. She took a long drink from the bottle. “Just tell me and get it over with. She’s going to find and kill me anyway, what does it matter?” She took another drink from the vodka bottle.
 
   Hana knelt down next to her and put her hand on her arm. “Tina—”
 
   “My name is Sienna Deccon, Princess of Velland. Daughter of Their Majesties King Vayrock and Queen Kenna.”
 
   Hana nodded. “Sienna, Michael is here.”
 
   “Michael? Michael who?”
 
   “Michael Angelico.”
 
   “Really? So? Who else is here, Thor, Odin? Zeus and his Olympians?”
 
   “No, just us and Michael. Tina… Sienna, he’s the one committing the Loki murders.”
 
   Tina glared at Hana. “Michael Angelico? That’s bullshit.”
 
   “It’s true, Tina,” Lucas said. “We don’t know the specifics, but it has something to do with stunting the time line. Certain people had to die to affect the future.”
 
   “So… you’re telling me that Michael Angelico, Bruno of High Stone, The Grey Gargoyle, the man who gave Itriss the wedding rings…” She broke down in tears. “Oh, gods. Itriss! …Michael killed my family here?! Are you fucking serious?!”
 
   They nodded.
 
   “This just keeps getting better.” Tina guzzled the vodka. “What else?”
 
   “He’s going to join us to help stop Jen,” Hana said.
 
   “Sure, why the fuck not?!” Tina screamed. “Now, all of you, get the fuck out of my house!”She stumbled into the bedroom and slammed the door. It cracked nearly in half. The door knob shattered and fell.
 
   “She needs time, come on,” Hana said.
 
   “Is she safe? Jen…” Lucas said. “Someone should stay with her.”
 
   Hana nodded. “You’re right. I will. I’ll call you later.”
 
   Lola and Lucas left as Hana got some sheets to sleep on the couch. She bolted the door behind them. 
 
  
 
  



Chapter 36
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   CNN:
 
   “Reports are still coming in of the horrific scene in Las Cruces, New Mexico. The slaughter at the Corbett Center Student Union on NMSU campus, the second of its kind from that city, is the very definition of Macabre…”
 
    
 
   Fox News:
 
   “…that there were body parts strewn everywhere, and… is this right? It says here a man was… oh, God…  hung by his own intestines…”
 
    
 
   ABC:
 
   “We’re also getting reports that the Sheriff has located the clubhouse of this notorious woman and her gang the… Jornada del Muerto…”
 
    
 
   NBC:
 
   “…Journey of the dead, some sort of dragon cult…”
 
    
 
    
 
   BBC:
 
   “…unbelievably macabre. This gang had apparently not just killed in this horrifying fashion, but had been practicing cannibalism…”
 
    
 
   CBS:
 
   “…and reports of necrophilia. The President has issued a state of emergency and the governor has approved martial law for Las Cruces, and a curfew until this woman and her gang are captured…”
 
    
 
   CNN:
 
   “…was apparently masterminded by the woman the Pope as labeled as an agent of Satan, and the general public has been calling…”
 
    
 
   Fox News:
 
   “Jen of Hell”
 
    
 
   ABC:
 
   “Jen of Hell”
 
    
 
   All news sources worldwide:
 
   “Jen of Hell”
 
  
 
  



Part 4: Jen of Hell
 
  
 
  



Chapter 37
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Hana held Tina’s hair as she vomited. 
 
   “I don’t understand. Alcohol doesn’t usually affect me like… thi…” Tina vomited again.
 
   “Immune to fire, but not fire water, huh?” Hana said as she held her Tina’s hair. “Go on, get it all out, hun.”
 
   A loud banging came from the door, with Gutierrez’s voice calling, “Tina! Are you in there?”
 
   “Shit, hang on, Tina. I’ll let him in.” 
 
   Tina sat back, looking even paler than usual, her eyes looking like they’d faded from purple to blue. “Okay.”
 
   Hana opened the door, and Gutierrez burst in, his gun drawn. “Where is she?!”
 
   “Hey, put it away! She’s fine… well, not fine. She has a hangover,” Hana said. 
 
   Gutierrez looked at Hana. “So, she’s here?”
 
   “Yea, like I said—”
 
   Gutierrez’s gunshot took her by surprise. He shot her in the chest. And then again, and again. 
 
   “But… wwhhyy?” Hana said as she fell back, her lungs quickly filling with blood. 
 
   “For Her Majesty Jen of Hell,” Gutierrez said. He turned to toward the bedroom. “Come on out, Princess. Time to meet your end.”
 
   Ferguson rushed in. “Gutierrez, is—”
 
   One shot to the head took him down. Jen walked in right behind him. “Jesus. You guys are like roaches. Where is she?” 
 
   Gutierrez motioned to the bedroom. 
 
   Jen walked in to find nothing. The window was open, and the bathroom was empty. She spun around. “Call the others and tell them to prepare. You get back to the station and tell them Tina wasn’t home. The whole Police force will want to find her. When you do, put a goddamn bullet in her head.”
 
   “Yes, my Queen… but, you didn’t want to kill her yourself?” Gutierrez asked. 
 
   “I don’t care how she dies. If I never see that face again, that would be just fine with me.” She then kicked Hana’s body. “She was supposed to be immortal. Guess that didn’t work out too well, huh, bitch?” She giggled. “Go on, Armando. I’ll stay here for now. Give me your hold-out gun. Once the search for the good Detective ends with her death, meet us at the house.”
 
   He nodded, handed her his gun, and exited as he pulled out his phone.
 
   ---
 
   Tina ran. 
 
   She stumbled and vomited, picked herself up, and ran some more. She lived a half mile from the Police station, but it might as well have been one hundred. Her body was polluted, and she was severely dehydrated. Hana had showered her and put her in shorts and a blouse before the vomiting had started, but she still felt filthy. As she ran, she saw Gutierrez’s car roll past on a nearby street. She quickly dropped behind a rock wall. 
 
   “Why him? He was such a good guy.” She cried as her stomach tried to take control again. “Shit. He’s headed to the Police station. They’ll all be looking for me… fuck! Where do I go? Lucas.” She didn’t have her phone with her. She ran up to the nearest house and knocked on the door.
 
   Moments later, an elderly woman answered the door. “Yes? I… already know the good news…”
 
   “Ma’am, I’m Detective Greyland, and I lost my phone. May I borrow yours?”
 
   “Greyland… from the bowling case… and the—”
 
   “Yes, Ma’am. May I borrow your phone?”
 
   “Who is it Mary?” an elderly man’s voice came from inside.
 
   “It’s that Detective lady from the television.”
 
   “Who?”
 
   “You know, that bowling murder.”
 
   “What bowling?”
 
   “Ma’am, please, your phone?” Tina asked.
 
   “Come on in honey, it’s right on the wall there.”
 
   The elderly man walked in, wearing only his tighty whiteys. “Is this the bowling lady?”
 
   “No, Harlan, this is Detective Greylaw from the Police.”
 
   “What? What did you do this time, Mary?”
 
   Tina tried to ignore them as she dialed Lucas’s number. 
 
   He answered on the first ring, “Lucas Haynes.”
 
   “This is Tina. Where are you?”
 
   “I’m at Michael’s house. Hana sent me his address last night. She said you snore—”
 
   “Lucas, Jen found me, and she’s working with Gutierrez. He killed Hana and Ferguson.”
 
   “Wait,” Harlan said, “Whose Hen was bowling kilts?”
 
   “No, Harlan,” Mary said. “Detective Grayson.”
 
   “Mary, she just told someone their hen was bowling kilts!”
 
   “Please, if you wouldn’t mind, this is Police business,” Tina said.
 
   “Come on, Harlan. Let her do her job.” She led him away.
 
   “But, who is she? She’s got a nice ass.”
 
   “Jesus, so she’s had him under her control. Fuck. Okay, where are you? I’ll come get you.”
 
   She gave him the address.
 
   “Stay right there. I’m five minutes away.”
 
   “Is Michael coming too?”
 
   “No. He wasn’t here. I don’t know where he is. I don’t like this.”
 
   “What about Lola?”
 
   “I’m going to call her right after I hang up with you.”
 
   “Okay. Hurry.”
 
   “Just remain calm, Sienna.”
 
   ---
 
   SIX HOURS AGO:
 
   Jen and the bikers finished up the macabre scene. Aside from the obvious set back at the deaths of Alicia and Adamis, she was nevertheless pleased at the outcome. They all rode away, with Lola watching. She copied down one license plate number and remembered enough detail of the back patches to tell the Police. The hospital blazed in the distance. Lola headed off toward the Police station. Kosh was livid. All he could think about was finding who had killed his bride.
 
   Gondane took a slight detour to the nearest cell phone tower and removed his jamming device. He then joined the rest of the group, who were rolling down University Avenue. At the Espina intersection stood a man. He just stood there in the middle of the intersection, seemingly waiting for the group. He was an average looking man, six feet tall, in his thirties. He wore a flannel shirt and jeans. Caucasian. 
 
   Jen knew who it was immediately. She reached into her saddlebag and pulled out the F.O. coin, briefly holding it in her hand. It vibrated. She dropped it back in and waved to the group to stop. She put the kickstand down and dismounted. 
 
   “It’s over, Jen,” the man said. “This timeline has been rectified. “I’m taking you to the Abyss where you will live out the rest of your miserable existence. This incarceration is over.”
 
   All the other bikers dismounted. The few cars that were on the road rolled slowly by as the drivers and passengers stared at the naked blood covered woman and the bikers all stopped in the middle of the street.
 
   “Hello, Michael,” Jen said. “I thought it was going to be tough to find you. Thank you for making it easy. You’re right about something, this incarceration is over.”
 
   “Your power is over, Jen. And the rest of you are in for a surprise. Your true queen Lotanna is here to reclaim her throne.”
 
   They chuckled.
 
   “Jen of Hell is our true queen,” Kosh said.
 
   Jen laughed. “Oh, Michael. I swear. How can you continue to make these major mistakes, huh? You’re older than the universes, yet, you fail to see the obvious. It’s shameful, really.”
 
   He began walking toward her. “If you come willingly I won’t have to kill all your gang and encase you in mithrite.”
 
   Jen burst out laughing again. “Oh, really? Then, why don’t you just try it?”
 
   Michael shook his head in disappointment. “I tried to be nice, Jen.” He walked toward her and began grimacing. “Wait… something’s wrong…” He looked at his hands.
 
   “Gondane, right shoulder,” Jen said.
 
   Gondane fired a shot into Michael’s shoulder. 
 
   The bullet impact spun him around, splattering blood behind him. He stumbled and went down, his face with the look of shock. “What? But, no! I destroyed it!”
 
   “Dumbass,” Jen said. “This is a pocket universe, remember? I’ve always had the coin. It, and my sword, have followed me into this incarnation.”
 
   “Now, wait a minute, Jen. Just listen to reason. If you kill me this whole thing will reset. Come with me and we can end this now.”
 
   She stepped up to him as several cars had stopped. She knelt down. “You must have the icosahedron, then. There’s no other way you could get out. Excellent. That means there are at least two versions of them here. Hel taught me how to use it, Michael. But, I found a way to get out of this recycling incarceration permanently, on my terms.” She chuckled. 
 
   He scrambled to get to his feet. “Damn it, Jen! Stop this!”
 
   “Boys, take him. We have our passage,” Jen said. “J-Rod, you proceed with distraction number two. Gondane, get Michael to the Talvera house. I need to call a cop, and I have a certain Princess to find.”
 
   The bikers tackled Michael, with Gondane successfully putting a choke hold on him. 
 
   Jen rode off alone, her sword strapped to the motorcycle.
 
  
 
  



Chapter 38
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Jen took a long, hot shower in Tina’s bathroom.  All hot. She never turned on the cold water. She showered and scrubbed all the blood off, and then dried up with a fresh towel. 
 
   “Mmm, lavender. Good taste, Princess,” Jen said as she smelled the towel. She blow-dried her hair and took her time brushing it out. She then looked through Tina’s clothes and found a nice green dress. “Yes, that will do nicely.”
 
   After pampering herself, she found some nice matching shoes and walked into the living room. 
 
   Hana was breathing.
 
   “Well, well. So you are healing. Guess that PCR[9] isn’t totally nullified, huh?” She grabbed Gutierrez’s gun and fired the entire magazine into Hana’s head. Fifteen shots turned Hana’s head to mush. Jen was disappointed that her dress now had blood splatter. She sighed and changed into a red curve-hugging dress. She liked it better. She smiled at herself in the mirror, almost sentimental. “Time to go home. I’m coming, my son. We will be reunited at last.”
 
   The mirror cracked.
 
   Moments later, she was riding toward Talvera.
 
   ---
 
   “What’s the plan, then?” Lucas asked as the three of them drove away from the nice old couple’s home.
 
   “Talvera. Where Karl Drake was killed,” Tina said.
 
   “What? Why there?”
 
   “Of course,” Lola said. “It makes sense.”
 
   “What? I don’t get it,” Lucas said.
 
   “The Police will be raiding their club house by now, and there will be a hunt for me. Gutierrez will be wanting to find me more than anything, to please his goddess. Nobody cares about the Talvera house. That’s a good a place as any to hide out.”
 
   “What makes you think they’ll hide out?” Lucas asked. 
 
   “I meant for us.”
 
   “Oh, right. Good plan,” Lucas said. “But, what about Jen?”
 
   “She’ll be raising more havoc. She’ll be causing all this to reset again. There’s nothing we can do about it. We just need to stay alive so we can remember all this.”
 
   The windshield cracked.
 
   “It’s begun,” Lucas said. “Look.” He pointed at a STOP sign. It cracked and fell into pieces as they drove past. 
 
   “Shit, we don’t have much time,” Lola said. “Where the hell is Michael?”
 
   “I don’t know, but, something’s wrong,” Lucas said. “He was planning to take her to the Abyss, from what Hana told me. Looks like all the killing he did to stunt the timeline didn’t work. Jen’s already done too much random damage.”
 
   “The hospital,” Lola said.
 
   “They lit it as distraction,” Tina said.
 
   “No. That’s not it,” Lola said. She shook her head. “She must have the coin. She killed Michael. Fuck!”
 
   “Which mean she has an icosahedron,” Lucas said.
 
   “What? What does that mean?” Tina asked.
 
   “It’s… well, it’s hard to explain. It’s an artifact that’s in a temporal fugue,” Lucas said. “It has certain properties, some good, some bad. If learned properly, it could be used as a plane teleportation device.”
 
   “She’s going to use it to escape. That’s why she wanted it,” Tina said.
 
   “She already had one?” Lola asked.
 
   “Yea. Well, Karl did.”
 
   “Then, she couldn’t use it. I wonder why?” Lola asked.
 
   “Because. It can’t be used here unless directly decreed by a god beforehand,” Lucas said. “We gave it to her initially to help us during the Midgard war. But, it would have been inert when she got here.”
 
   “So, it’s useless, then,” Tina said.
 
   “Not in Michael’s hands. He’s been authorized to use it,” Lucas said. 
 
   “So, he’s alive, then,” Lola said.
 
   “It will only get Jen to the Abyss, and then the gods would extract Michael,” Lucas said. “No, there’s something else going on.”
 
   A massive explosion rocked the city. The car windows shattered.
 
   “Shit!” they all screamed, and Lucas lost control of the car, crashing into a parked car. The airbags deployed, and the engine came to sick stop, steam rising quickly.
 
   “What the hell was that?” Tina asked.
 
   They all exited, to see a cloud rising up from where the Wells Fargo tower once was. It was gone.
 
   The pavement cracked under their feet.
 
   “Shit, we need another car,” Lucas said. He drew a gun and stood in front of the next car, which had come to a stop at the crash. “Get out!” he yelled. 
 
   The young man jumped out as the pavement cracked again, “Don’t shoot!” 
 
   The three of them jumped in and sped off. 
 
   “Oh, shit! Look!” Lola yelled and pointed.
 
   A line of white, a crack, began to make its way across the sky. 
 
   “This reality is failing. It’s about to reset,” Lola said. “Might as well just wait for it. We’ll meet up at the Denny’s, alright?”
 
   “What?” Tina said.
 
   “When we wake up in 1863, we’ll meet in the place where Denny’s is now. We’ll have one more chance to stop this, in the past,” Lola said.
 
   “Wait, what’s that?” Tina asked, pointing toward Tortugas Mountain.
 
   It was what looked like another series of cracks in the sky, radiating from behind the mountain, which was really just a big hill.
 
   “Something…” Lucas said. “Talvera?”
 
   “Go!” Tina yelled.
 
   Lucas reached into his backpack and pulled out a can of hairspray, showing it to Lola. “Remember what we talked about all those years ago?”
 
   She nodded. “In a hair spray, really?”
 
   “Yea, the stickiness, the aerosol. It’s a perfect delivery device. Looks like we may have to use it.”
 
   “What are you talking about? Now’s not the time for beauty tips!” Tina yelled.
 
   Lucas handed the can to Lola. “Get the guns out of the backpack. Let’s do this.”
 
   ---
 
   Jen stepped over the dead security guard and walked into her old house in Talvera, her sword strapped on. The bikers greeted her with wide smiles as she descended into the portal room. Michael was strapped into the machine, naked and unconscious. Cracks were forming on the walls, and dust rained down from the ceiling. The house above creaked as the foundation began to falter.
 
   “My Goddess. It’s ready for you.” Gondane handed her the icosahedron.
 
   “Isn’t this exciting?” She giggled. “Pivot it so it’s horizontal, and wake him up.” She pulled up her dress, revealing her lack of underwear. “I’ll prepare him myself.”
 
   Pixie giggled. “This is awesome!”
 
   A call came from outside, “Jen! You need to get up here!”
 
   “Ah, shit. Now what?” Several gunshots were heard. She quickly ascended, to see all the bikers upstairs lying dead. 
 
   “The Police are on their way,” Tina said. 
 
   Jen spun around and faced her. “Sienna, sweet Princess.” 
 
   “Hey, bitch,” Lola said.
 
   Jen spun around, into the spray of an aerosol can. She coughed and backed up. “Oh, nice. Hello, Lotanna. Want to be killed again, huh? What’s with the hair spray?”
 
   The other bikers joined Jen with guns drawn.
 
   “Kill them!” Gondane yelled. 
 
  
 
  



Chapter 39
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Captain Chavez was exhausted. He listened as the Police Chief chewed him out about a how they hadn’t responded to a shots fired call in Talvera. He thought about was the things Tina had said and shown him. His reality was shattering.
 
   The phone went dead as Chavez tried to explain how the Wells Fargo tower had just been blown up, and they were a little busy.
 
   “Hello?” Chavez hung up. His desk cracked. “What the hell?”
 
   Gutierrez walked in. “Cap, she wasn’t there.”
 
   “She’s not answering her phone either. Alright, I’ll put out an APB. Where’s Ferguson?”
 
   “Haven’t seen him.”
 
   “Alright. You know her better than anyone. Get out to her regular haunts and see what you can find.” Chavez picked up his phone. It was still dead. “What is it with the phones in the town?!”
 
   The tile cracked.
 
   “Jesus,” Chavez said. “What are you waiting for? Go on!”
 
  
 
  



Chapter 40
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Tina and Lola leapt out of the line of fire as the bikers opened fire. The ground rumbled, and a light fixture crashed from the ceiling. 
 
   Jen stood there for a moment with a smug smile on her face as the gunfight ensued, and then she spun around. “Hurry up, we don’t have much time, this universe is resetting!” But something was wrong. She felt a strange sensation in her belly as she walked toward her bedroom. She looked down, and there was a dark stain growing on her red dress. She touched it, and felt pain. She then looked at her hand, and it was red.
 
   “It’s blood, Jen,” Lucas said. He emerged from a bedroom with his gun aimed at her. “You’re mortal.”
 
   She panicked. “No!”
 
   “Oh, yea. I figured it out. I’ve been waiting to try it out for some time. I wasn’t sure it would work, but it’s obviously true. A spike of progestin in your system temporarily cancels your immortality. How do you like my delivery device? Hair spray. This is it, Jen. You’re headed to the Abyss.”
 
   A gunshot hit Lucas and knocked him down. Kosh stood there next to Jen. He fired two more rounds into Lucas, both in his head. “My Goddess, are you alright?”
 
   She stumbled. “Get me down there, we have no time.” Blood ran down her legs.
 
   Sirens could be heard approaching. 
 
   Lola and Tina were pinned in the kitchen. 
 
   “I’m almost out of ammo,” Tina said. “Why didn’t you bring more?”
 
   “We didn’t know, Tina.”
 
   “Still. So, progestin, huh?” The microwave shattered from bullets.
 
   Everything began shaking violently. 
 
   “Shit, this is it! Prepare yourself!” Lola said. 
 
   “No, goddamit! Not again!” Tina yelled. She grabbed Lola’s gun and stood up. 
 
   Four bikers stood in the living room, staggering to get their footing. As soon as they saw Tina in plain sight, they began shooting. 
 
   Tina felt her side burn from a gunshot, and tumbled. 
 
   The bikers fired at her as she rolled. She then stood straight up and rapid fired with one gun in each hand, sending seven well-placed bullets, the last of her ammo, into the four biker’s heads. They continued to fire before their dead bodies collapsed, another shot hitting Tina in the side. She screamed in pain. 
 
   “Come on!” Lola screamed. She grabbed a biker’s gun and ran toward the bedroom. 
 
   “YOU IN THE HOUSE! PUT DOWN YOUR WEAPONS AND EXIT WITH YOUR HANDS UP!” The Police bullhorn sounded.
 
   Tina held her side and ran after Lola.Then something caught her eye. A katana displayed above the fireplace. “Yea, that’s more like it.” She grabbed it and continued on.
 
   They ran past Lucas’s body and quickly descended the open stairway. At the bottom they saw Pixie and Sandy standing near Michael as he lay on the device, now wide awake. Tina stood in front of them, blood draining down. She held the sword down at her side.
 
   “Behind you!” Michael screamed.
 
   It was too late. Kosh shot Lola in the head and held the gun on Tina. “She wasn’t a good mom, anyway, and she fucking killed my wife.” He spat at her.
 
   Tina froze.
 
    
 
   “YOU IN THE HOUSE! PUT DOWN YOUR WEAPONS AND EXIT WITH YOUR HANDS UP! YOU HAVE ONE MINUTE TO COMPLY!” The Police bullhorn sounded.
 
    
 
   Gondane opened fire from behind the rock wall, killing four officers with his automatic AK-47. 
 
   The Police exchanged gunfire with him until one officer tossed a grenade. The next thing Gondane knew, he was in Hell.
 
    
 
   In the portal room, the shaking continued as cracks formed webs all over the floor and walls. 
 
   “My Goddess, we’re out of time!” Sandy screamed.
 
   “Prepare him!” Jen yelled.
 
   Sandy and Pixie disrobed and began rubbing their bodies all over Michael and stroking his penis. 
 
   “No! Stop!” Michael screamed.
 
   “Oh, you don’t have any choice, big guy!” Pixie said. “We fed you enough Viagra to make a dead horse hard. Come, baby! Enter me!” She straddled his instant erection and slid him inside her. She began pumping while Sandy rode his face. They both moaned in ecstasy. 
 
   “You’re a sick… monster!” Tina yelled. 
 
   “Well, thank you, honey!” Jen said. She walked toward Tina. 
 
   “Drop it, Detective,” Kosh said. 
 
   Tina’s side bled, and she was beginning to feel weak. But, she still had more strength than the average man. She spun and swung the sword, easily cutting Kosh’s head off. She then walked toward Jen. “You’re mortal now, Jen. Stop this.”
 
   The sounds of the Police could be heard storming the house. 
 
   Pixie and Sandy moaned. 
 
   “Hurry, Jen!” Pixie screamed, “it’s time! Now!”
 
   Jen watched as Tina approached her. She raised her sword. “Hello, Princess Sienna. Would you rather have this sword, huh?” She waved Tergon at her. “You forged it, remember? Named it after that metalsmith in Decconshire.”
 
   “I know where it came from, Jen. I remember everything.”
 
   Jen shook her head. “Come with me, Sienna. I know Obsidian is still in there, somewhere. We can return to Velland and help Vayrock the Reborn claim his throne. I’m sure Karl and the rest are waiting for us.”
 
   Tina shook her head. “That’s not how it was supposed to be. You screwed up that timeline. Vayrock was never supposed to have you as his mother. It’s all wrong, and I’m going to stop it. Now.” She lunged at Jen and pivoted, slicing through her midsection. 
 
   Blood poured out.Jen staggered back and screamed. “Bitch!” She then leapt forward and attacked, slicing and pivoting. 
 
   The two exchanged attacks, and Tina deflected every one.  
 
   Tina scored four more shallow wounds, but nothing fatal. “I’m a mithril winner, or did you forget?” Tina asked. “I’m the undisputed champion of the Spring Games swordplay competition, ten years in a row. You can’t beat me.”
 
   “Damn it! Obsidian! I know you’re in there! Come out and dominate, damn you!”
 
   Tina shook her head. “Obsidian is dead.”
 
   The two circled each other as the other women brought Michael to the edge of climax.
 
   “Jennifer!” Pixie screamed. “You must go now!”
 
   “I’m going to kill you, Jen. No more playing around. Unless you surrender and accept your fate in the Abyss. What shall it be?” Tina stepped forward. 
 
   “Bitch!” Jen screamed. She lunged at Tina. 
 
   Tina leapt over her and brought the sword down, into Jen’s back. It penetrated all the way through. She landed and yanked it out. Her back was now to the women and Michael. 
 
   Jen fell to the floor, coughing up blood. “This… can’t… be… happening.” Blood gushed out of her.
 
   Tina approached her and said. “I’ll take my sword now.” She reached down to grab it, when a shot fired. The bullet penetrated Tina’s upper back and spun her around. 
 
   Sandy stood with a gun in her hand. “Kill her, Jen! Time is up!”
 
   Jen managed to stand up, and grabbed the sword Tergon. Her wounds quickly healed.“Temporary mortality,” Jen said. “It wore off.”
 
   “Go to hell, bitch!” Tina screamed as she staggered to attack her again. 
 
   Sandy fired a couple more shots, missing Tina.
 
   The sounds of the Police storming the house filled the room.
 
   “Okay. But first, I’m going to go see my son.” Jen lunged forward and spun around in a blur. She then stepped back, flicked the blood off the sword, and sheathed it. “What a shame. It could have been glorious.” She turned around and looked at the computer monitor. The readings were maxed out. 
 
   “He’s ready!” Sandy yelled. “Go now!”
 
   Pixie jumped off Michael’s sweating, heavily breathing body. 
 
   “Don’t do this, Jen!” Michael panted out.
 
   Pixie and Sandy pivoted the machine in the vertical position.
 
   The Police arrived. “Freeze!” They glanced over at Tina.
 
   Tina stood with the look of anger on her face. She had grown paler than she had ever been. Her eyes were now grey. A line of red went all around her neck.
 
   “Detective?” one Policeman asked.
 
   Tina’s head toppled off, and her body collapsed. 
 
   “Christ!”
 
   “No, not even close, boys!” Jen said. She pressed a button. The machine closed in on Michael’s body, piercing him in key places. He screamed in agony. 
 
   And then his body vanished in a bright, swirling light. It looked like a doorway. On the other side a massive battle was underway.
 
   “Looks like Grognor is at war again. Excellent. I’m coming home, my son,” Jen said with a smile. She sighed happily and stepped through the portal.
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Jen’s story concludes in:
 
   Child King, by Ron Washburn
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   Afterword
 
    
 
   Yea, yea. I know. You have questions. Many of those questions simply cannot be answered in an Afterword. But, I will answer a few. 
 
    
    	Diablo is fine. He went back to lead the pack he had left to be with Jen. The pack became notorious for raiding chicken pens on the various ranches in the area, and were responsible for a number of missing children. Although several coyotes were caught and killed for this, Diablo was too smart for that. 
 
    	Chaos. Did you feel like it was going smoothly until the last fourth of the book, and then things just got totally out of control? Good. That was the idea.
 
    	Gutierrez raided the house along with the others. His deception remained undiscovered. He received a commendation from the Chief of Police for the hard work done on the case. He and his wife divorced less than six months later, she citing his strange obsession with Jen of Hell as the main factor.
 
    	The universe didn’t reset. Once Jen stepped through the portal, the cracks sealed and the universe stabilized and reintegrated into the main multiverse.
 
    	JDM. All the members of the JDM, dead or alive, vanished soon after Jen stepped through the portal. Where did they go? That’s in Child King.
 
    	Captain Chavez and the Las Cruces Police Department uncovered hundreds of dismembered bodies buried all around the JDM clubhouse, and of course, the kill room. The remains were matched to missing persons going back nearly seventy years. There was a partially eaten thigh sitting on the patio table on a plate next to a bottle of beer and a bowl of potato salad. Forensics would obviously confirm the group had been cannibals. 
 
    	Several bones were discovered scattered around Jen’s house in Talvera, most of them belonging to abducted children going back nearly forty years. They also found a small package at the back of Jen’s refrigerator with the partial remains of Cecilia Rodriguez’s brain.
 
    	Christina Fayla Greyland was given a military style funeral with full honors and a 21 gun salute. 
 
    	Captain Chavez retired two months later and moved to Alaska, where he spent his time doing anything but police work.
 
    	Detective Ferguson’s body was never found. His disappearance is still an open case. 
 
    	The strange device found in Talvera was confiscated by the CIA. Current location undisclosed.
 
    	DNA analysis of some of the blood found in different locations of the JDM and Jen of Hell crime spree was unusual, pointing to unknown non-human heritage. This included Tina. Once again, the CIA seized this information.
 
    	The Talvera house had suffered catastrophic foundation failure, and was demolished. The lot is currently for sale.
 
    	The whereabouts of Jen of Hell and the JDM remained unsolved, despite strange eye witness testimonies of the few police officers who had raided the Talvera house. It was considered PSTD by the Police Psychologist, and they were placed on administrative leave. Within the span of four months, all those officers died under various suspicious circumstances. 
 
    	Tina, Hana, Lucas, Lola, Michael: Remember, this had been a pocket universe. They simply returned to their respective worlds/planes of existence. Tina reverted to Princess Sienna and went home to the plane of Altoris. Hana reverted to O-Hanna-San and returned to her home world. Lucas reverted to Loki and returned to Asgard. (much to his surprise) Lola’s spirit was reborn on Earth as a mortal human immediately following the events of this story. Her incarceration continued. And Michael? Hewent home to Planet Cassandra where he and his family continued to have many more adventures.
 
    	The movie The Macabre Coed premiered in June 2019, with a beautiful young Mexican actress playing the role of Jen of Hell, and a well-known forty year old actress playing the part of Tina Greyland. It told the story from Tina’s point of view, and didn’t touch on her ‘special abilities.’ It grossed the highest profits ever for a horror/police drama. By far the creepiest line in the movie was the short text that flashed on the screen before the story began, “Based on a true story.”
 
   
 
    
 
   If you would like to learn more about the backstories to help answer all your questions, you should read the books in Ron Washburn’s Alternate Universe series. Those books can be found at:
 
   http://www.amazon.com/author/ronwashburn 
 
  
 
  
 
  [1] See Journey of Blood by Ron Washburn
 
  [2] See Descendent by Ron Washburn
 
  [3] See Descendent by Ron Washburn
 
  [4] See Velland Book 3 Sienna by Ron Washburn
 
  [5] See Guardians of Midgard by Jacinth Bloodstone
 
  [6] See Descendent, by Ron Washburn
 
  [7] See Sienna, in Gods of Arias Volume 2, by Ron Washburn
 
  [8] See Deepforge by Ron Washburn
 
  [9] Progressive Cellular Regeneration, a form of immortality.
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