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CHAPTER ONE

It was Thursday night, and Kerr was on the prowl. He casually walked along the upstairs balcony of the two story dance club, the very walls shaking from the generic beat of the overproduced techno music. The robust bass pounded through the railing and into his hand as he leaned on it, eyes raking over the packed dance floor below.
His phone vibrated in his pocket and he pulled it out to see Rose had texted him.
Silky says, and I quote, she’d written, “What you got, Cracka?”
He rolled his eyes and took a swig of the cheap beer that was rapidly warming in the sweaty air of the club. He set it down on a tall round table next to him, clinking against the dozen or so empties sitting there.
Tracking a pack of potentials. He typed back. I’ll be in touch. He pocketed his phone, and narrowed his eyes as he honed in on a group of frat boys huddled in the corner of the dance floor. There were four of them, three having ganged up on the fourth in some kind of twisted pep talk ritual. They popped his collar and sprayed him down with so much cologne that Kerr was sure he could smell it on the dank updraft.
Fucking frat boys. He hated fucking frat boys.
Kerr reached back for his beer but the table had been cleaned by what felt like a ghost waitress, and he swallowed his disappointment to turn back to the dance floor. The popped and loaded frat boy strutted across to the bar, where there was only one figure sitting alone that he could have possibly been targeting.
Her back was to him, her elbow resting on the bar, unlit cigarette raised in the air. Her nails were six inches long and the brightest pink he’d ever seen, practically glowing under the lights of the club. Her leopard print top had three quarter length sleeves and was more form fitting than it maybe needed to be given the shape of her. The back of her neck was obscured by shoulder length black hair in a puffy perm that didn’t particularly look like it was from the current decade.
The likely stank-filled frat boy approached, clearly nervous, biting his lip and visibly shaking as he leaned on the bar next to her. It was clear he was trying to look cool, but failing miserably if his tomato red cheeks had anything to say about it. Leopard Print laid a dangerous looking hand on his arm, claws and all, and that seemed to calm him down. She leaned closer to him, appearing to whisper something in his ear, and he totally relaxed, a giant grin erupting on his douchebag face. She hopped down from her barstool and took the kids hand, and Kerr caught a glimpse of a giant hoop earring before they were obscured by the throng of dancers.
The Agent was instantly torn. He knew that his mission was to take out as many demons as he could at any given time, but he didn’t want to risk this poor woman being ripped apart. He pulled out his phone and opened the surveillance photo of the demon marked ‘Ezra’ that had been provided to him. He eyed the group of remaining frat douches in the corner, but none of them fit the picture. That was the deciding factor for him, so he hurried down the stairs, keeping an eye on the woman’s fluffy hair as it bounced through the crowd.
He swiped away from the picture and sent Rose a quick text: Got a live one.
Leopard Print led the frat dick like a poodle at a dog show, all the way to the fire door that had been propped open for ventilation. Two hundred sweaty, gyrating twenty-somethings generated a hell of a lot of heat, especially in Austin where the average temperature hovered around the boiling point, even at night.
Kerr paused as they exited, and then slid up to the door, putting his back to the wall right next to it. He reached into the deep pockets of his jeans and casually slipped his hands into a set of brass knuckles. He took a deep breath and then slipped out the door into a wall of humid night air. He nearly gagged; it was like breathing soup.
He cautiously moved down the dank alleyway towards a nearby dumpster, and raised his brass fists at the sound of whimpering. It was not the happy whimpering usually associated with a young couple getting it on in an alley, and the Agent took a fighting stance.
“Alright, you demon possessed prick,” he warned loudly, “let go of that innocent young woman and get out here for an ass beating.”
The whimpering ceased, and an eerie quiet fell. The only sound was the creaking of the old building that struggled to maintain structural integrity from the onslaught of shitty techno bass.
“Well, come on!” Kerr urged. “Let’s do this!”
There was a metallic groan and suddenly the dumpster rocketed towards the Agent. He dove out of the way just in time, hugging the wall at the whoosh of the deadly weapon narrowly missing his face. It landed with a gargantuan clang-thud
right in front of the fire door.
Kerr leapt back out into the middle of the alley to face the demon, and blinked in confusion at the sight before him. The frat boy lay flat on the asphalt, spread-eagled, blood pooling rapidly beneath him from the massive hole in his chest. Leopard Print stood above him, revealing herself to be in her mid-forties, not the early twenties that he’d originally assumed.
The most grisly part of the demonic tableau, however, was the fresh heart in her hand, oozing crimson all up her forearm.
“What. The. Fuck.” Kerr breathed, jaw dropping in horror as the woman took a hearty bite out of the heart, blood running down her chin to stain the crushed velvet animal print barely covering her cleavage.
The Agent banged his brass knuckles together to get her attention, and her head immediately flicked to him like a bird’s. She screeched and pitched the partially devoured organ at him.
Kerr ducked and barely registered the sickening squelch behind him as the heart hit the brick wall before the harpy was on him. He managed to roll out of the way of her razor sharp pink claws as she tried to get him with her considerable speed. He attempted to hit her, but she easily dodged his blows, reciprocating in kind with kicks laden with stiletto heels.
He ducked down into a squat before launching his body forward, fists held in front of him like a battering ram. She leapt into the air with impressive grace, flipping forward and lashing out to scratch the back of his neck with one long fierce claw.
Kerr hit the ground and tucked into a roll, springing back up to his feet and raising his fists once again. But she’d already turned and sprung onto the wall, and he watched with his jaw on the ground as she parkoured up the building like a coked up cat.
When she vanished over the top into the night, his body relaxed and he fell down onto his ass to take a breather. What the fuck had just happened? The frat dicks hadn’t turned out to be demons after all, but Leopard Lady sure was. Where she’d come from and what her purpose was remained to be seen, further than eating frat hearts that was.
His pocket vibrated and he fished his phone out, glancing at an SOS text from Rose.
“Well,” he groaned as he pocketed the device, “looks like it’s time for Kerr to go save the day.” He paused as he was about to get to his feet and put a hand to his forehead in bewilderment. “Crap, that talking in third person stuff is contagious.”




CHAPTER TWO

Silky ran across the hardwood floor, dragging his 9-iron behind him like a samurai running head on into battle. His white fur jacket fluttered gracefully behind him, giving the effect of an avalanche thundering towards his victims.
The first one to reach him was a stocky demon with wild stupid eyes, shouting a battle cry fit for a bad action movie. Silky swung his club upwards in a tight arc, catching his opponent in the armpit. There was a pop and a sickening crack as the force of the blow severed the demon’s arm. He staggered backward, staring open mouthed at his sudden wound that was spewing blood like an uncapped fire hydrant.
Silky spun and whipped his club around like a baseball bat, smacking into the falling appendage and sending it sailing across the room to embed into the drywall. The pimp strolled casually over to the arm jutting out of the wall, palm up. He removed his precious jacket and placed it in the demon hand, punching the forearm to get the fingers to clench around the white fur. He inspected his handiwork, making sure that the jacket was safe from touching the ground on it’s new organic hook.
He pulled down the sleeves of his white long sleeve shirt and smoothed his pristine white slacks, inspecting his shiny white leather penny loafers.
“Silky would like to give his humble thanks to each and every one of you demonic cocksuckers for patiently waiting while Silky be tendin’ to his jacket,” he declared loudly. The dozen or so demons glanced at each other in confusion, some scratching their heads in bewilderment. “With all the moral outrage these days it’s becoming harder and harder for a pimp to be findin’ real fur, let alone fur as rare as this.
“Now. Silky ain’t gonna be borin’ you with the details of how he acquired this magnificent work of tailored art, or which endangered species gets to live on in perpetuity thanks to the care Silky be providin’ this jacket,” he continued as he slung the club over his shoulder, strolling up next to Rose, who had her head in her hand in exasperation. “All Silky be sayin’ is this. If any of you motherfuckers come within ten feet of Silky’s glorious jacket, Silky is gonna be bendin’ you over and shovin’ his 9-iron so far up you ass that you gonna feel like you on a date with Long Dong Silver!”
“Really?” Rose sighed, cocking her head so that her long red ponytail fell down over her left shoulder. “The jacket speech again?”
“What?” He puffed out his chest a bit and raised his chin. “Silky be proud of the work his tailor did. You have any idea what that magnificent bastard had to go through to be gettin’ that fur?”
“Yeah, yeah, I know,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Australian outback, wiped out an indigenous tribe who didn’t take kindly to him killing their god, and lost a toe or some shit.”
“That ole honky lost his big toe,” Silky corrected with a wag of his finger. “Now the man doesn’t have the proper weight distribution to be supportin’ his gigantic set o’ balls. Brings a tear to Silky’s eye when he’s seein’ that seventy year old mammoth of a man wobblin’ across the shop to collect Silky’s wares.”
Rose sighed again. “Are you done?”
“One day Silky’s gonna be educatin’ you on the finer things in life.” He shook his head.
Rose slipped a knife from the back of her dress’ bodice, and pointed her signature metal baton at the group of demons eyeing them.
“You assholes want to fight now, or keep hearing about the jacket?” she asked, and her opponents looked back and forth at each other, then took fighting stances, echoes of cracking knuckles and necks permeating the dim space. “See, they’re ready to go,” Rose said to her comrade. “Are you?”
“Baby, Silky always ready to go.” He grinned at her, revealing the custom grill that read S I L K Y.
Screeches ran out amongst the demons as they darted forward, and the two Agents sprung to action.
Rose sprinted forward, leaping into the air and catching a demon in the chest with a flying knee. She drove him into the ground and dipped into a lithe shoulder roll, whipping her knife in the upswing to slam right into the chest of another enemy. She reeled back with her elbow as the first demon sat up, knocking him back down as she rained three vicious blows to his face, caving in his head with her fist.
The redhead leapt to her feet and a pair of arms encircled her from behind. The attacking demon opened it’s mouth with a hungry snarl, ready to take a bite out of her neck. She jabbed her baton back and embedded it directly into her assailant’s throat. The momentary shock and pain staggered the demon back far enough for her to retrieve her knife and plunge it into it’s chest.
Silky released twin blades on his 9-iron and swung into a surprised foursome of demons, whose panicked heads detached from their bodies from the force of his mighty backhanded swing.
“Looks like it’s all y’all’s turn,” he declared as two more demons flanked him. “So y’all wanna spitroast ole Silky, do ya? Sorry to be disappointin’, but Silky ain’t into threesomes, at least not with the likes of you’s ugly ass mothafuckas. I tell you what, though, Silky’ll at least give you’s a fightin’ chance.” He hit a button on the club to retract the blades, put the head extended out with a flash to smack one of his opponents directly in the face.
The other charging demon leapt as the first one fell backwards, and Silky managed to land a series of blows, bones crunching with each hit.
“Whoo-ee, Silky’s workin’ them ribs, got them crack-a-lackin’,” he said with a grin. The first demon dove back in and the pimp dodged the first blow, retaliating with a golf club to the goody bag. As the demon doubled over, Silky smashed the head into his face, holding him upright against the wall, head slamming back against the brick with a thud.
The demon with the cracked ribs cried out as he ran full tilt at the pimp’s back, and Silky dropped into a split that would have made James Brown proud. His opponent’s flying sucker punch sailed over his head and directly into the demon against the wall, and Silky leapt back to his feet and hit the blade release. He used the momentum of his spring to stab the blade into the back of his opponent’s head, securing both of them to the wall.
He let go of the 9-iron and it stayed in place, both demon heads pinned through the center against the wall.
“Rose, you see this shit?” he cried excitedly.
She grunted, shoulder to shoulder with two demons. “Little busy right now.”
“And you be thinkin’ Silky needed to hit the gym?” He puffed his chest out. “Shiiiiit girl, Silky don’t need to be doin’ free weights or any of that new age yoga and shit.”
Rose landed a direct shot to one of her opponent’s faces with her baton, sending him tumbling backwards. The other turned in shock and concern for his partner, which gave her the opening to stab him in the heart.
“No!” the demon on the ground cried, throwing his hands up just a second too late to protect himself from her plunging blade.
“Now, what do you want?” Rose asked, turning to Silky, who was standing by his gruesome display of power like a proud five-year-old with his drawing on the fridge.
She opened her mouth to respond, but another demon ran towards her, screeching like a banshee. She unleashed a volley of blows with her baton, a vicious dance that drove her enemy back. He hit the ground with a groan, and Silky bristled.
“Mothafucka,” the pimp snapped, tearing the 9-iron out of the wall and retracting the blades. The two pinned bodies crumpled to the floor in a heap as he stalked over towards Rose’s victim.
“What is it?” she asked, brow furrowed.
“He better hope, he better hope,” Silky muttered as he tossed the 9-iron to the ground with a clatter. He knelt and took the fallen demon’s hair in his fist, lifting his lolling head to point it at the jacket on the wall. “Ten feet,” he said firmly. “Ten mothafuckin’ feet. You not listenin’ to Silky? Silky be layin’ it all out there for yo ass. One rule. One. Simple. God. Damn. Rule. Do not get within ten mothafuckin’ feet of Silky’s jacket.”
“That doesn’t look like ten feet.” Rose sighed. “And besides, we need this asshole to talk.”
“Don’t be worryin’, Rosie,” Silky assured her. “This asshole can still talk with Silky’s club hitting from the rough.”
“Jesus Christ,” Rose muttered, closing her eyes momentarily and taking a deep breath. “Can we just call it ten and a half feet and move on to the interrogation?”
The pimp dropped the demon’s head with a clunk against the cement floor and huffed as he crossed to his jacket. He pulled out a tape measure and knelt, hooking it to the baseboard before moving towards the demon.
“Silky’s got standards,” he said, “we ain’t eyeballin’ this shit.”
Rose crossed her arms in defeat, cocking her head as he stopped at the demon’s toe.
“Nine feet, eleven inches!” he cried in disgust, and threw down the tape measure. It skidded across the floor as he snatched up the golf club. “Silky be apologizin’, cracka ass demon, but he didn’t bring no lube!”
His opponent’s eyes went wide as saucers with fear, and Rose humphed, stepping forward to hook her arms underneath the demon’s shoulders. She dragged him a few inches and then dropped him again, both he and the pimp staring at her in confusion.
“What?” Silky finally asked. “You gonna help Silky pop this demon’s cherry?”
“No, I’m preventing you from doing that,” Rose snapped. “For starters, just, ewww. Secondly, we need information from him and I guaran-damn-tee he’s going to be a lot more likely to co-operate if he isn’t feeling Mandingo’s wrath. Thirdly, and the most important point, we don’t have a place to stay in town yet and I’ll be goddamned if I’m riding around in a car with something that smells like demon ass.”
“Fine,” Silky conceded. “Do what you gonna do. Silky’s gonna go make sure his coat’s okay.”
Rose sank to her knees and slid her hand around the back of the demon’s head, tightly fisting the hair at the nape of his neck as she lifted it.
“Look, I’ve had a long day, so I’m going to make this short,” she said firmly. “Answer my question quickly, and I end you quickly. Refuse, and I’m going to let my friend over there do whatever the fuck he wants to you because I’m going to find a nice hotel with an even nicer bar. You with me so far?”
The demon nodded jerkily, as far as the movement was allowed with the fingers clutching his head.
“Good.” Rose nodded. “Have you seen this demon?” She produced her phone, a picture of the demon Ezra on the screen.
“He’s in town,” her captive said shakily. “I don’t know where exactly.” He winced as she tightened her hold on his scalp, hair tearing free. “I swear. He summoned me two nights ago. I didn’t even want to come up to the surface, he just brought me here.”
“Is he doing that a lot?” Rose asked.
“Look around,” the demon said, “we call came up in a single night.”
She nodded and then slid her knife from its sheath, planting it like butter into his heart. He melted away into the floor as Silky strode back over to his partner.
“He got anything useful?” he drawled.
“Just that our boy Ezra is summoning demons at an alarming rate,” Rose replied as she wiped her knife and sheathed it again.
“Silky gonna be puttin’ a stop to him,” the pimp stood up straight, and then the duo whipped around as the door flung open. They took defensive positions until they realized it was Kerr, gun in hand, ready for battle, and screaming shrilly.
“Goddamn it, shut the fuck up you dumbass honky.” Silky rolled his eyes. “Rose and Silky done finished the job.”
The Agent dropped his hands in disappointment, pursing his lips. “Damn, Silky, I’m sorry,” he said. “I ran into some strange action.”
“So you tellin’ Silky you late because you be havin’ some action with a piece o’ strange?” The pimp crossed his arms.
“What? No.” Kerr waved his hands in front of his face. “I had some action and it was strange.”
“Well, first times can be like that,” Silky retorted with a grin, and his comrade scowled.
“I’m late because I got attacked by something I’ve never seen before,” Kerr began again. “I was tracking the target as he hit on a woman at the bar. They went outside and when I stepped in to take him out, she had ripped his heart out.”
“Goddamn, that’s why Silky never be messin’ with Texas women,” the pimp put in.
“It gets weirder.” Kerr raised his hand as Rose’s phone bleated. She pulled it out and her brow furrowed at the familiar name on the screen.
“I gotta take this,” the redhead said, hitting the talk button. “Thorn? Everything okay?”
“Rose,” a rough edged female voice greeted her. “How quickly can you get to Austin?”
“We’re actually in town now,” Rose replied. “We caught a case.”
“Can you come by?” Thorn asked. “If you’re working a case here, then it confirms my suspicions. Something really bad is going on.”
“Yeah, absolutely,” the redhead confirmed. “Can you give me a couple of hours?”
“Take your time, I have to drop off the rest of the band,” Thorn confirmed. “We had a late practice for the gig on Saturday. Why don’t y’all come by about six?”
“Okay, I’ll see you then.”
“Thanks, Rose.”
The redhead ended the call and turned back to Silky and Kerr, noticing the long scratch on the back of the younger Agent’s neck.
“Yeah man, she just climbed up the walls like a methed up monkey,” Kerr finished, as Rose re-entered their pow-wow circle.
“Goddamn, Silky’s needin’ to be hittin that bar,” the pimp said with a chuckle. “Those drinks must be magic.”
“Kerr, that looks like a pretty deep scratch there,” Rose teased. “Good to see you’re toughing it out in the field.”
“Don’t make fun, you would have had trouble with her too.” Kerr pouted.
“Trust me Kerr, I’m a lot better with women than you are,” the redhead promised.
“Important call?” Silky asked.
“You remember Thorn, don’t you?” Rose replied.
“You’s meanin’ your old partner Thorn?” the pimp asked.
“Wait,” Kerr cut in. “Rose and Thorn? Really?”
Silky smacked the back of the young Agent’s head. “Shut yo mouth before Silky be shuttin’ it for you.”
“Ow, sorry,” Kerr muttered.
“Yes, my old partner Thorn,” Rose confirmed, getting back on track. “She’s here in Austin and needs us to come by.”
“Rose, we’s workin’, we ain’t got time for you to be havin’ a booty call,” Silky chastised, and Kerr turned and blinked at the insinuation.
“Shut the fuck up,” Rose pointed at Kerr, and then turned to Silky. “It’s about our case. She noticed something out of the ordinary and since we’re here, she’s convinced.”
“Alright, Silky be likin’ the idea,” the pimp agreed. “Be good to work with that badass chick again.” He collected his jacket from the organic hook on the wall and shrugged into it as Rose led the way out of the building of dead demon carnage.
“So, was he just joking about the booty call?” Kerr trotted in front of her, and the only response was another swift smack in the back of the head, this time from his redheaded companion. “Nope. He was not.” He gulped, eyes wide at the revelation.




CHAPTER THREE

The three Agents piled out of Silky’s white Cadillac, and Kerr stretched his arms over his head, taking in the older house in front of him. It looked like it hadn’t been updated since the fifties structurally, but the decor was newer with the punk band flags hanging in the windows. The faint sound of crunchy metal guitar permeated the early morning air, and he bobbed his head to the beat.
“Sounds like Dead Under Three Strippers,” he commented.
“That’s yo dream death, ain’t it, cracka?” Silky sneered.
“Isn’t it every man’s?” Kerr shot back.
“With your income, you might want to reconsider given the quality of stripper you can afford,” Rose teased, and the younger Agent begrudgingly nodded with her assessment.
The front door creaked open, revealing a tall statuesque dark skinned woman. Tattoos snaked all over her body, topped with a perfectly tight mid-sized afro.
“Agency still underpaying ya’ll, huh?” she drawled, and Rose’s eyes lit up.
“Thorn!” She darted forward and the women embraced tightly. A lopsided grin erupted on Kerr’s face, and Silky smacked him on the back of his head.
“Sorry,” the younger Agent muttered, but didn’t avert his gaze as the two women pulled back just enough to look at each other.
“Damn, Rose, it’s good to see you girl,” Thorn said. “You still kicking ass?”
“Just as much as you remember,” Rose replied with a smirk. “You?”
“I’ve been out of the game for a while now, focusing mostly on my metal band, Queen of the Demon Blade,” the dark woman replied. “Although I do have to throw down in the pit from time to time.”
“Queen of the Demon Blade?” Rose raised an eyebrow. “I thought you ceded that title to me when you left the Agency?”
“Girl, you wish,” Thorn teased.
“Ladies, Silky be hatin’ to break this up, but we’s got work to do,” the pimp interjected, stepping forward.
Thorn reeled back and punched Silky with a vicious right hook, and his head snapped to the side. Neither he nor Rose looked surprised by the violence, but Kerr’s face lit up like he’d just seen the Pope paying for a private dance in the Champagne Room.
“Silky’s gonna assume you’s still holdin’ a grudge for the rigorous training program Silky insisted upon?” the pimp asked, flexing his jaw as he straightened back up.
“Bitch, you sat on your ass while I took on a dozen demon motherfuckers,” Thorn snapped.
“You’s kicked they asses, didn’t you?” Silky crossed his arms.
“No thank to your dumb ass,” she shot back.
“Come on now, Silky be shoutin’ encouragement.” He rolled his eyes.
“Yeah, like a fluffer cheering on a Nebraska farm girl who thought L.A. sounded like fun but ended up in the middle of a demon gangbang.” Thorn shifted her weight, left hip jutting up to accentuate her point.
“That’s a vivid visual,” Kerr piped up, eyes going a bit glassy.
“Bitch, ain’t nooooobody talkin’ to your cracker ass,” Thorn snapped, pointing a finger at him. Kerr recoiled and took a step back as if slapped, realizing that maybe he should have been seen and not heard.
“Aight girl.” Silky put his hands up. “In the spirit of collaboration and shit, Silky would like to offer his formal apology.”
Thorn clenched her jaw, but Rose reached over and took her hand in an effort to calm her down.
“Not ready to forgive your ass yet,” the ex-Agent said in a low threatening tone, “but there are things we need to address. Why don’t y’all come inside?” She stepped aside and Silky strutted past her as if he owned the place. Kerr trotted forward and she jumped at him as if she were going to throw a punch. He flinched violently back, and Thorn threw her head back and barked a laugh.
“Rose, when the hell did the agency start investing in jumpy white boys?” she asked, wiping fake tears from her eyes.
“Eh, Kerr’s not so bad.” Rose shrugged. “Most of the time.”
He smiled sheepishly and Thorn reached out again, tussling his hair a bit before shoving him after Silky.
“Alright, go on in,” she said, and he scurried through the door. She grasped Rose’s hand again as the redhead slunk by. “It really is good to see you,” she said sincerely.
“You have no idea.” Rose smiled.
The living room was exactly what one would expect of an indie metal band. Cinder blocks and plywood acted as a makeshift coffee table covered in beer cans, eighties band posters hanging where family portraits would normally reside. On the worn and faded couch lay an unconscious older bearded white man in a jean jacket with no sleeves.
“Silky’s always amazed at how you honkies just pass the fuck out anywhere y’all like,” the pimp said, he and Kerr standing over the couch to inspect the sleeping bear.
“That’s Abe, don’t mind him,” Thorn instructed as she and Rose strolled in. “Just give him a good poke and he’ll move.”
“You’s been whinin’ how lonely you is, now’s yo chance to get a poke.” Silky winked at Kerr and the younger Agent scowled.
“I said a good poke,” Thorn teased.
Silky smirked. “Sista’s gotta point.” He kicked the couch and Abe sat up, eyes bloodshot as he peeled them open.
“Abe, go crash in the back,” Thorn instructed. “My friends and I have some shit to take care of.”
The bear grunted and grabbed a beer can from the table, giving it a shake. It was empty, so he tried another and shot her a partially toothless grin at the sound of liquid swishing inside. He stood with a groan and then ambled out of the room.
“He seems classy,” Rose commented.
“Yeah, ole Abe is a bit rough around the edges,” Thorn agreed. “But he’s a hell of a roadie and works for cheap beer.”
The Agents took up residence on the stuffy couch, and the lady of the house pulled up a chair across from them.
“So girl, whatcha got fo us?” Silky asked, back on topic. “We’s on a case and Rose said you could help.”
“Well, my band has a regular Saturday gig at Concussion,” Thorn began.
“Concussion?” Kerr piped up.
She sighed. “You got two left.”
“Two what?” He furrowed his brow.
“Interruptions,” she replied firmly, and he pursed his lips. “Now, Concussion is one of the local metal bars. We have about fifty regulars that come out for every show. Over the last few weeks, I’ve noticed some of my most dedicated fans have gone missing.”
“Bitch don’t be modest, you missin’ yo groupies, ain’t ya?” Silky’s lips curled into a smile.
“These guys wanted some badass brown sugar,” Thorn seethed through clenched teeth, trying to ignore him. “Like any good front woman, I provided them with the illusion they had a chance with me, and it kept them front and center every show. Then poof, they vanished.”
“You drug us all the way over here because you lost some cock you didn’t even want?” Silky scoffed, and stood up. “We’s dealin’ with some serious shit, we ain’t got time fo this.”
Thorn jumped to her feet and effectively blocked the pimp’s path, raising a finger. “I will lay you the fuck out and have Abe cuddle your black ass until you wake up,” she threatened, and he sat back down.
“Perhaps Silky acted rashly,” he conceded. “Why don’t you be finishin’ your story?”
“As I was saying,” she huffed as she sat back down. “I lost my three, ahem, groupies. Over the course of the next couple of shows, our crowd thinned out as well. Last week we only had twenty-two people at our show, which is unheard of for us. Abe noticed we did gain a new hardcore fan though, that showed up right as the disappearances began. Here, I got a picture.” She pulled up a photo on her phone and handed it over to Rose.
The redhead’s face paled. “Mother fucker.” It was Ezra. She showed it to the others.
“You know this asshole?” Thorn asked.
“His name is Ezra, some shitheel demon that leveled up to being a summoner,” Rose explained.
“Christ, that’s all we need,” the lady of the house replied, taking her phone as the redhead handed it back. “How powerful is he?”
“We got word a couple weeks ago that a newbie demon summoning was happening at a higher than normal rate, which is when we were dispatched.”
“So nothing more powerful?” Thorn pursed her lips. “No Gateway Demons? Zombie Ogres?”
“If so, the Agency techs haven’t detected it.” Rose shrugged.
“Well, let’s keep it that way,” the ex-Agent replied with a roll of her eyes. “Sixth street is chaotic enough on a weekend.”
“So, do you have any idea of where to find him?” Kerr piped up.
“Abe’s asked around to some of the other bands and club owners and he thinks…” Thorn trailed off and squinted at him. “What the fuck is up with your ears?”
“What are you talking about?” His brow furrowed.
“Gold looks good on you, Wonder Bread,” Silky said with a smirk.
The younger Agent touched his ears and shrieked. “What the fuck?!” His hands closed around the hoop earrings that were suddenly in his ears and tore them from his earlobes, throwing them on the table.
“Now that Vanilla Bean is done showin’ off the fall collection, can we be gettin’ back to the task at hand?” Silky asked. “How we’s gonna find this demon summoning groupie hoarder?”
“Abe thinks he’s found where Ezra is set up,” Thorn replied. “An old buddy of his runs this little dive bar just outside of town, and it’s been closed the last few weeks. A couple of bands told him that they saw the owner on the street and he was acting strangely. Put two and two together, and yeah, it’s pretty fucking flimsy.”
“Flimsy or not, it’s better than anything we have,” Rose added. “Kerr’s spent the last week freelancing for leads, and Silky and I cleared out a hive last night and he wasn’t there.”
“Well unless Bo Derek here has any mo accessories to model for us, Silky thinks we should be gettin’ this demon cock sucker.”
“Austin traffic is a motherfucker at rush hour,” Thorn glanced at the cracked clock up on the wall. “Why don’t y’all catch some sleep here and head out in a few hours.”
“If you’s and Rose wanna put on some Barry White and get freaky deaky, all you’s gotta be doin’ is sayin’ so,” Silky teased with a grin. “Don’t need to be throwin’ out excuses.”
Thorn clenched a fist. “Motherfu-”
“Thanks Thorn, we’ll get some rest,” Rose cut her off, and the lady of the house calmed down.
“You boys can have the living room.” Thorn motioned to the couch. “Unless you wanna share a bed with Abe in the back.”
“The couch will be just fine…” Kerr began, and Silky raised an eyebrow at him in incredulity. “...for Silky,” the young Agent finished quickly. “That floor looks mighty comfortable for me, and too good to pass up.”
“I’ll toss you a pillow and a blanket so your bony ass don’t break on the hardwood,” Thorn said with amusement.
“Night guys,” Rose said with a little wave, and headed into the master bedroom.
Kerr leaned over, trying to peek through the door, but was met with a flying pillow to the face.
“I have knives and deadly aim,” Thorn called from the bedroom, “in case you feelin’ pervy.”
Kerr gulped. “Ya’ll sleep tight!”




CHAPTER FOUR

“Good lord, what time is it?” Kerr moaned from the backseat of the Cadillac.
“You’s ask that one mo time and Silky is gonna be plantin’ yo ass in the ground so you can sundial that shit,” Silky warned.
“It’s damn near seven,” Rose replied, eyes glued to the multiple video feeds on her phone. “And still nothing.” She sighed.
Kerr leaned forward, putting his hand on the front seat to Rose’s right, leaning over the left to peer down at her phone.
“You think this is a wild goose chase?” he asked.
“Um, Kerr,” Rose said, shrinking away from the six inch long ruby red nails poking her shoulder from the young Agent’s hand. “I know you’re bored but what’s with the fingernails?”
“What the fuck?!” He gasped, holding up his hand in front of his face. “Where did these come from?!”
“First earrings and now those lucious nails?” Silky teased. “You tryin’ to tell Silky you wanna be shakin’ it on the corner for him?”
“I swear, I have no idea what the hell is going on,” Kerr replied, voice shaking as he continued to stare at his hands, face pale. “I’m not doing anything, this stuff is just appearing.”
“You ain’t gotta be self conscious, Silky don’t judge,” the pimp promised.
Kerr slumped back in his seat and tried to pull the nails off, but to no avail.
“Sit up and turn around,” Rose instructed.
“Why?” Kerr asked petulantly.
“Just fucking do it,” she snapped, and he did, shifting around so she could inspect the scratch on the back of his neck. “Ew,” she muttered.
“What?” he asked, voice laced with fear.
“What did you get in a fight with last night?” Rose mused.
“I told y’all, I don’t know,” Kerr replied, throwing his hands up. “It was some older lady who must have been possessed or something with the way she moved.”
“When we get back to Thorn’s, we’ve got to call Baptiste,” the redhead said.
“First things first,” Silky interjected. “We’s gotta get this Ezra mofo off the street before he be doin’ any real damage.”
“Sorry Kerr, we’ll get to you,” Rose promised.
“Don’t you be worryin’ about that dainty doily, he be aight.” Silky waved his hand dismissively. “Stay focused on the task at hand.”
After what felt like hours, a loud snap from the backseat broke the silence. Silky and Rose turned around to see Kerr sitting there with a long chunk of crimson nail in his hand.
“Looks like I broke a nail,” he said with a grin, and the other two Agents sighed as they turned back to face the front of the car. He rolled down the window and chucked the busted piece out onto the sidewalk, but upon turning back to his hand the broken nail had magically repaired itself. “That could be useful,” he muttered. “Hey Rose, you have a nail file?”
She rummaged in her purse and produced a nail file, passing it back to him. Kerr spent the next half hour filing his new claws down to sharp points. He admired his new weapons, wiggling them in front of his face, as Rose perked up from the passenger seat.
“We got him,” she said.
“You sure it’s him?” Kerr leaned forward, careful not to stab anything.
“If it’s not, he has a doppelgänger,” Rose replied.
“Bout goddamn time,” Silky declared. “Aight, let’s go wipe the floor with him so Silky can be hittin’ the clubs.”
The trio stepped out of the Cadillac and stretched their legs and arms, then headed up to the front door. Silky stood in front of the door in his form fitting blue suit, golf club resting on his shoulder, Rose and Kerr flanking him.
He kicked the door in and stepped through, taking a beat to pose, hand on his hip, before pointing his club at the pack of demons on the other side of the room. “Aight, which one of you motherfuckers wants to die first?” he asked loudly.
Rose stepped in to the left, extending her baton with a shink, demon blade in the opposite hand. Kerr moved in to the right, flexing his claw hand.
“Who wants to know?” A twenty-something male demon stepped forward out of the group. He looked like he would have been at home in the back of a gaming shop being Dungeon Master to a Dungeons and Dragons campaign. It was Ezra.
“Silky be takin’ offense at yo stupidity,” the pimp replied, raising an eyebrow.
“Ah, you must be the assholes that took out my hive last night,” Ezra said, connecting the dots. “No matter, those demons are a dime a dozen. Just means that more innocent lives are going to be lost thanks to your actions. My summoning powers are growing by the day, and there’s nothing you can do that will stop me.”
“Well, you’s be sayin’ that.” Silky smirked, and hit the button on his 9-iron to eject the blades. He whipped it like an axe, end over end, and it embedded in an unsuspecting demon’s chest.
Ezra shrugged, seemingly unfazed. “Just one more I get to replace,” he said, a huge smile erupting on his face as he began to chant in a foreign language. It was guttural and lilting, with an ominous tone that caused the hairs to stand up on the back of Kerr’s neck.
“Rose, what’s he trying to summon?” he asked.
“Don’t know, but I’m not going to wait to find out,” Rose replied, and leapt into battle. She drew two demons away from the group, both diving forward to attack her at the same time. She sidestepped and slammed her knife into a temple, eliciting a blood gurgling moan before her victim collapsed and slowly disintegrated.
The other demon lunged into a backhand, and Rose ducked, punching her opponent directly in the knee. She spun with the momentum as he knelt, catching him in the side of the head with her baton. She retrieved her knife from the puddle of demon goo next to her and buried it in the chest of her stunned enemy.
Meanwhile, Kerr brandished his ruby claws, wiggling his fingers with a smirk. His enemies simply laughed, one of them motioning to the ridiculous-looking hand.
“What are you gonna do, scratch us to death?” one demon taunted him, and stepped forward to make a grab for the Agent’s wrist. Kerr jabbed forward, all five of his razor sharp nails stabbing his opponent right through the heart. Blood poured down over his hand and he wrenched it violently to the side, breaking all of the nails.
The demon fell to his knees, and Kerr spun into a roundhouse kick, boot landing directly on the jagged cluster of nails. The demon fell backwards, a shocked and confused look on his face as he ceased all movement.
A second demon stepped forward with a growl, and Kerr held up his claw hand again, ready to go with fresh nails.
“Come on big boy, get some,” he purred, and his opponent lunged forward. The Agent slashed his face on his way by, and the building shook violently, causing them all to waver with the sudden movement.
Silky stepped up behind his own opponent, who had turned his back with the earthquake, and casually snapped his neck.
“Come on now, don’t do Silky like that,” the pimp commiserated as the claw-slashed demon scurried away in the confusion. “Expectin’ a workout and not even be gettin’ a warmup.”
As if on cue, Ezra finished his chanting and slammed his fist into the floor. The wood cracked apart and giant fingers curled up from between, grabbing the wood to pull itself up. The smell wafting up from the hole was enough to make Kerr gag, and he staggered closer to Silky, eyes wide as a seven foot tall decaying ogre emerged from the hole.
“Well, if you wanted a workout, here you go,” Ezra teased with a wave, and retreated into the back room.
“Fuck me,” Rose breathed, stepping closer to Silky as he readied his 9-iron. “Ideas?” she asked as the muscular zombie grunted, casting more of it’s putrid scent their way.
“Silky gonna be sweepin’ the leg like he’s Johnny Goddamn Lawrence,” the pimp explained. “Once this big bitch is on the ground, Silky be hopin’ that blade of yours works.” He tightened his hand around the handle of the club, and nodded to his two companions. “Well come on now, Silky’s got shit to be doin’.”
The ogre opened it’s moldy maw in a wet roar, and lumbered forward, swinging a heavy arm at the pimp. Silky dropped to his knees and slid along the floor, using every bit of force he could muster to swing at its knee. The club bounced off like it was made of plastic, and did little more than to agitate the grotesque demon.
The ogre send a fist down towards Silky, who rolled out of the way to narrowly avoid being tenderized. He dodged two more blows, but ran out of momentum against one of the walls. Kerr jumped up onto the beast’s back, grabbing a fistful of its matted hair so he could repeatedly stab and break his claws. The ogre reached back to try to grab his new assailant, but Kerr didn’t let up.
Silky used the distraction to pop the blade on the 9-iron and sliced with a precise strike at the base of his legs, severing both the demon’s achilles. Kerr leapt to the floor as the ogre fell to its knees, its back resembling a porcupine with all of the bright red quills sticking out of its back.
Rose came down on the back of the ogre’s head with all of the strength she could muster, and then straightened up as it stopped moving but didn’t immediately dissolve.
“Shouldn’t this asshole be melting right now?” Kerr inquired.
“I’ve never used it on a zombie ogre before,” Rose mused. “Not sure what’s supposed to happen.” Boils began to rapidly form along the demon’s skin, and then rapidly grew, bursting and sending streams of pus through the air. The Agents looked at each other for a beat and then dove for cover as more geysers of goo flew. The entire creature exploded in an impressive array of thick slime, covering the walls in demon gunk.
“Silky is very glad he opted to keep his jacket in the car for this one,” Silky commented as he strolled back through the puddle towards the far door.
“Let’s go get this asshole before he summons something else,” Rose said, and the trio moved towards the back room.
Ezra’s scream permeated the thick air, and they burst into the back to see his legs sticking out from beneath the form of a woman in a leopard print onesie.
“Holy shit,” Kerr blurted at the sight of a head of puffy black hair, “I think that’s the woman who attacked me.”
“Takes a brave ass cracka to be admittin’ to getting his ass beat by a woman,” Silky said with a grin, and then rolled his eyes at Rose’s noise of disapproval. “Baby, Silky knows yo balls be bigger than any man. Silky notwithstanding o’ course.”
“Damn right,” the redhead confirmed.
“What the fuck did you do to me, you bitch?!” Kerr cried shrilly, and the woman whipped around with lightning fast speed. She held Ezra’s heart in one hand and his head in the other, fingers in his eye sockets and mouth like a bowling ball. Her eyes glowed yellow as she fixated on Kerr, and her red painted mouth grew into a massive grin.
“Ah, my protoge returns,” she purred. “You ready to come home with mama so she can teach you a thing or two?”
“Fucking hell, it’s a WereCougar,” Rose breathed.
“What the hell is a WereCougar?” Kerr exclaimed.
“It’s what she is,” the redhead replied, motioning to their new opponent.
“Well, how do we kill her?” Kerr asked impatiently.
Rose shrugged. “Not a fucking clue.”
“Silky be havin’ an idea,” Silky piped up, and before anyone could react, he whipped his 9-iron, blade out, at neck level. It flew like a spinning lawnmower blade, and sliced right through the WereCougar’s neck.
She dropped what she was holding with a sly grin, the expression an eerie contrast as her head flopped backwards off of her body. The rest of her crumpled to the ground and Silky spread his arms, spinning around to take a bow.
“Whoo!” He punched the air in triumph. “Silky done fucked that bitch up worse than menopause did.”
“Uh, Silky,” Kerr said, tone laced with warning as the WereCougar’s decapitated body began to rise to it’s stiletto-booted feet.
“Not now, Vanilla Thunda, can’t you see Silky be struttin’?” The pimp put his hands behind his head and rolled his hips suggestively.
“Silky,” Rose put in, pointing behind him, but he ignored her, all the while the demon cougar was lifting her head back onto her body.
“Silky ready to hit the cub tonight, be showin’ off his jacket and attractin’ them fine young ladies,” the pimp continued, raising his hand into a disco dance move and pulling off a spin.
“That’s probably for the best, since you don’t have the skills to satisfy someone with a little more experience,” the WereCougar said as she finished reattaching her head. “Maybe those young girls won’t mind that you underperform.”
“Nah, baby, you got it all wrong,” he wagged his finger as he glared at her. “Silky was worried you was gonna hurt yoself, so he went easy.”
“Uh huh,” the WereCougar replied, sarcasm dripping from her overly made up face.
“You be thinkin’ you can handle round two?” Silky asked and cracked his neck.
“Ohhh, now you’re talking, big boy.” She leered at him as he sprinted towards her, throwing haymakers. He drew air, and she lashed out with her claws to try to scratch him in retaliation, but he dodged. She grunted with the force of a horizontal strike, but he leaned back, landing a kick to her stomach.
She staggered back, and the other two Agents stepped forward, flanking Silky. The WereCougar screamed and snatched up the fallen golf club, whipping it back towards them. Silky and Kerr hit the deck and Rose tried to dodge, but the blade tore into her bicep. Their opponent used the distraction to parkour up to the top of the room and burst out a window into the night.
“Son of a whore!” Rose seethed, blood pouring from her arm and rapidly soaking her clothes.
“Oh, quit yo whinin’,” Silky chastised as he inspected her wound. “Silky’s seen you take worse hits.”
“I don’t care about the cut,” Rose snapped. “I just really liked this outfit.”
“I bet your girlfriend Thorn has something you can borrow,” Kerr piped up as he strolled over, and she immediately jabbed at him, causing a wicked charley horse. He doubled over in pain, groaning at his seizing muscles.
“Yeah, the arm’s fine,” Rose confirmed as she flexed her bloody arm. “Come on, we gotta call Baptiste and figure out how to deal with a WereCougar.”




CHAPTER FIVE

The trio strolled into Thorn’s living room, Rose holding a bandage to her bloodied arm. Kerr had grown a crushed velvet leopard print shirt to go along with fresh hoop earrings and thick makeup caked on his face.
The lady of the house rushed forward. “Oh my god, what happened?” she asked.
“I got infected by a WereCougar,” Kerr raised his claw hand in defeat.
“That sounds like white boy problems to me,” Thorn retorted, and shoved him out of the way. “Baby, what happened? You okay?”
“Yeah, I’ll live,” Rose replied with a nod. “This WereCougar bitch got the jump on us and I got nicked by Silky’s 9-iron.”
“Girl, you need to come with me so I can get you fixed up,” Thorn instructed, her voice laced with concern.
“It’ll have to wait, we need to get the Agency on the line.” The redhead argued.
“Which is something your transgendered cracka can handle,” her companion shot back. “Or do you need to spend some time staring in the mirror?” She turned her hard gaze on Kerr, who visibly shrunk away from her.
“You’s go on and be gettin’ patched up,” Silky assured Rose. “Silky’ll supervise while Nilla Wafer here be takin’ care o business.”
“Yeah, sure, not like I’m having any issues today or anything,” Kerr muttered with a roll of his eyes, and started setting up the laptop as the women retreated to the master bedroom. He struggled to open it with his giant claws, and when he finally got it sitting upright he couldn’t help but scoff at his treatment.
“Oh, what you be bitchin’ about?” Silky asked in amusement. “Silky be known’ lots o’ ladies that would scratch your eyes out for lookin’ as good as you is.”
Kerr sighed. “I really need to find a new line of work.”
“I would ask for a mission update, but I’m almost afraid to ask,” Baptiste said, his concerned expression popping up on the computer screen.
“As well’s you should be, brotha,” Silky replied, sliding on to the couch next to Kerr.
“Have you eliminated Ezra?” the attache inquired.
“Yeah, he be gone,” Silky confirmed. “But this cracka here be presentin’ us with a complication.”
“Rose can probably describe things better than I can,” Kerr replied, defeated, and stood. “Let me see if Thorn’s finished patching her up.”
Silky put his feet up and leaned on his elbow, ever the picture of relaxation. “So, brotha, how you likin’ things heading up the storage facility?”
“Absolutely loving it, Silky,” Baptiste replied with a big smile. “I don’t have to engage in fisticuffs, I get to explore demonology, and with the constant stream of new recruits I get to toss out the occasional yo momma joke. Life is good. The artifact archive here is magnificent, too.”
“Doesn’t really sound like Silky’s bag, other than the insults o course.” The pimp shrugged. “But if it be gettin’ ya there, more power to ya, my man.”
Kerr stood at the master bedroom door, waiting for a moment to be able to interrupt the ladies sitting on the bed.
“Baby, you gotta be more careful,” Thorn said firmly. “This is a deep cut.”
“Well, maybe you need to come back to the Agency so you can start watching my back,” Rose teased, raising a perfectly sculpted brow.
“I’m not sure I could work with Silky and resist the urge to murder that motherfucker in his sleep.” The dark skinned woman rolled her eyes as she tied off the last stitch.
“Let me talk to the Boss,” Rose insisted. “I had my first solo mission recently, so maybe I can convince him to team us up.”
“Or,” Thorn replied, “you can quit the Agency and come be with me.” She slid her hand gently around the back of the redhead’s neck and stared into her eyes, sincerity in her big brown orbs. “Lot less dangerous, even with the mosh pits.”
“You know I’d love a life with you,” Rose said quietly, taking the woman’s other hand in her own and caressing it with her thumb. “But I’m doing a lot of good with the agency. I’ve saved a lot of lives.”
“And you’ve done your part,” Thorn argued gently. “It’s time to let others do theirs.”
“You might be right.” The redhead sighed heavily with a small nod. “But I think Kerr is in trouble and I owe it to him to do what I can to help. Once he’s not in danger anymore I kind of like the idea of being the bouncer at your shows.” She smirked as Thorn leaned in, crushing their lips together.
“Guess every Rose has its Thorn,” Kerr declared from the doorway, and then blinked, stunned, as a knife embedded itself in the doorframe barely an inch from his head. “I’m going to go now… when you’re done, Baptiste is on the line.” He backed out of the room slowly.
“Thought you had deadly aim?” Rose chuckled. “Don’t tell me you’re slipping?”
“You just said I get you as soon as that cracka is out of trouble,” Thorn confirmed with a grin. “Didn’t want to waste time on an emergency room visit.” They shared a laugh and a sweet embrace.
“We’d better get in there.” Rose sighed, and they reluctantly headed back into the living room. Silky and Kerr sat on the couch, and the pimp shoved the infected Agent over to make room for Rose. Thorn knelt down next to her on the floor, her hand discreetly resting behind the redhead’s ample ass on the cushion.
“Ms. Rose, it is good to see you,” Baptiste greeted her. “Hope you have been well.”
“I have, Baptiste, thank you for asking,” she replied politely.
“And who is your friend there?” he inquired.
“This is Thorn,” Rose replied. “She was with the Agency before you came aboard. She’s helping us out with this case.”
“Nice to meet you, Thorn,” Baptiste said, inclining his head in the hostess’ direction. “The Agency would like to thank you for your assistance in taking down Ezra.”
“My pleasure,” she replied with a little salute.
“So now that the pleasantries have been exchanged, let us get down to business.” The man on the screen faced front. “Rose, what do you have for me?”
“Late last night as Kerr was pursuing leads, he was infected by what I believe to be a WereCougar,” she explained.
“Are you certain?” Baptiste blinked.
“Well, we just had an encounter with one,” Rose informed him. “Silky was able to lop the bitch’s head off and it didn’t do a whole lot to slow her down. She just picked it up and reattached it like she was putting on a hat. And over the past twenty-four hours, Kerr has been exhibiting symptoms.”
“Such as?”
“Gaudy earrings appearing,” she listed off, “six inch fingernails, and as you can see, crushed velvet leopard print attire appearing out of nowhere.” As she motioned to her companion, they all realized that a very large set of breasts were threatening to bust out of the fabric across his chest.
“Goddamn, them’s a fine set o’ titties there,” Silky complimented, and a dejected Kerr shook his head in defeat.
“I need a fucking drink.” He scrubbed his hands down his face with a groan, and stood up to amble away to the kitchen.
Thorn leaned forward. “Baptiste, how often have you seen-” There was a clatter and an ‘oof’ as Kerr fell onto his face, legs tangling up in the carpet from his newfound stiletto heels. “That’s two!” Thorn growled, holding up two fingers at him as he sat up in a daze.
“I didn’t even say anything!” he argued petulantly.
“Don’t matter, you interrupted me,” she replied. “That’s two.” She turned back to the computer as Kerr struggled to get to his feet, knees shaking.
After a few failed attempts, he gave up and crawled on his hands and knees to the kitchen, muttering obscenities as he went.
“As I was saying,” Thorn continued, “how often have you seen a WereCougar infection?”
“They are exceedingly rare,” Baptiste replied, hammering away at his keyboard and looking at his screen to the left. “In fact, there are only two known cases of a WereCougar encounter in the Agency database. The first one was in the early eighties and the last one was in the mid-nineties.”
“So what do you know about them?” Rose inquired.
“Well, they stalk their prey over a three day period on the first and fifteenth of every month,” he replied, brow furrowing as he read his screen.
“So every two weeks, then?” she asked.
“No, always beginning on the first and fifteenth,” Baptiste corrected with a shake of his head. “We initially thought it was every two weeks, but the nineties attack happened over a four month period that started in January. Our team was caught off guard when March first rolled around and one of them was infected on the first night of the hunt. As you’ve witnessed with Kerr, the transformation into a WereCougar was a gradual one.”
“How much time we got before we’s needin’ to get him a carton of Virginia Slims?” Silky piped up.
“By the end of the third night, he’ll be fully transformed and under her control,” Baptiste replied.
“Great, so we’ll have two of them running around?” Rose sighed.
“For a few hours at most,” he continued with a nod.
“What the fuck do you mean, for a few hours at most?” Kerr staggered back into the living room, barefoot and holding a beer. “What happens after I turn?”
“For lack of a better term,” Baptiste explained slowly, “you will progress rapidly from a cougar to a turkey vulture.”
“What in god’s name is a turkey vulture?!” Kerr exclaimed.
“Let ole Silky break it down for ya,” the pimp said with a wave of his hand. “See, cougars be vicious unrelenting huntin’ machines that be pickin’ a target and rippin’ it to shreds in pursuit of its own selfish goals. Which, for most cougars, means havin’ a much younger man be servicin’ them until the point of exhaustion. A cougar’s prime typically bein’ a short one, given that old bitches ain’t that durable. Once they be losin’ a step and breakin’ a hip attempin’ a double deluxe with a couple of cubbies, they reach turkey vulture status.”
There was a long moment of silence, before Kerr threw his free hand up. “What the fuck does that even mean?”
“It means that this time tomorrow, you’s gonna be lucky to pick up a middle aged man wearin’ a fanny pack,” Silky replied.
“I’m afraid it’s worse than that,” Baptiste put in. “If the curse isn’t broken by the end of the hunt tomorrow, then Kerr is going to rapidly turn into a turkey vulture, aging years in a matter of minutes. The aging process will continue at that pace until he is incapable of movement.”
“So if we don’t kill this bitch tomorrow, then I’m going to die?” Kerr rubbed his forehead, eyes big as saucers.
“You’ll only wish you were dead, unfortunately,” Baptiste corrected. “For six days each month you’ll morph into the WereTurkeyVulture, and have an overwhelming desire to gum someone to death. The rest of the time you’ll be in a near vegetative state due to your extreme age.”
“Alright, so how do we find and kill this bitch?” Kerr demanded.
“The first part is easy, as she’ll find you,” Baptiste informed him. “Since you were cursed by her, she’ll be drawn to you.” At this, Thorn leapt to her feet, fists clenched.
“I’ll secure the door,” she said quickly.
“That won’t be necessary, Thorn,” the attache put up a hand. “If she was as injured as Rose said, she’ll spend the rest of the evening hunting and feeding so that she can regain her strength. And she only hunts during the evening, so you’ll be safe until tomorrow.”
“Okay,” Rose spoke up, and took a deep breath. “So, how do we kill her?”
Baptiste sighed. “I wish I had an answer for you, Rose.”
Another silence fell over the room, until Kerr barked a hysterical laugh. “That’s a good one, Baptiste!” He pointed his beer at the laptop, sloshing a little bit of the liquid over his hand. “But seriously, how do we kill her?”
“I’m sorry Kerr, but it’s a mystery,” the man on the screen replied, shaking his head solemnly. “The WereCougar from the eighties just vanished from our radar, and the one from the nineties is locked up in storage. All the typical things that kill a WereCreature, and demons in general, are ineffective. Silver, beheadings, demon blade. But in the spirit of full disclosure, our research team hasn’t done much work on the issue since one hasn’t been seen in over twenty-five years.”
“Well, this might be a good goddamn time to get them on it, don’t you think?!” Kerr cried.
“Yes Kerr, I will put a rush on it,” Baptiste assured him.
“In the meantime, we’ll brainstorm here and come up with a plan of attack,” Rose said, and received a nod in return.
“Sounds good,” the man on the screen agreed. “We’ll be in touch.” The screen went dark, and Thorn heaved a sigh.
She squeezed Rose’s shoulder gently before turning for the kitchen. “I’ll put some coffee on.”




CHAPTER SIX

Rose took a sip of her hot comforting brew and leaned forward on the couch, brow furrowed.
“Okay, so we have a day to figure out how to kill a creature that the Agency hasn’t been able to kill in thirty years, so let’s get to it,” she began. “We know what doesn’t work, so let’s start thinking outside the box. What do we know about cougars?”
“Well,” Kerr stretched out, leaning casually on one arm and inspecting the massive fingernails on his other hand. “In my many, many hours of internet research I’ve noticed a common theme. There is one thing that always seems to satisfy them, so maybe that can be her weakness?”
There was an anticipatory silence as everyone waited for him to continue, but he simply took a sip of his coffee and smiled.
“Well?” Thorn prompted. “What is it?”
Kerr blinked at his companions, as if it were obvious. “A BBC.”
“A what?” Rose raised an eyebrow.
He cleared his throat, suddenly remembering that he was in mixed company, and a light pink blush crept up his cheeks. “A big black cock.”
There was another beat of silence, and then all three turned their gazes on the pimp in the chair opposite them. He flashed his signature silken grin, grill and all, and leaned forward from his previously lounging position.
“As y’alls well knows,” he began, “Silky is all about takin’ one for the team, ‘specially when it be involvin’ gettin’ a piece o’ trim. That bein’ said, Silky has learned a very valuable lesson during his time with the ladies, which is…” He put up his hands and lowered his head, as if about to preach a sermon. “You nevah, evah be stickin’ yo dick in crazy. And based on what we’s witnessed thus far, this bitch be crazier than a methed up daytime stripper. So while Silky be appreciatin’ the request to deep dick this whore to death, Silky is gonna be humbly declinin’.”
Rose nodded in understanding, and turned to the hostess.
“Thorn, you know anybody else who may be up to the task?” the redhead asked.
“Nobody I want to try to explain this shit to,” Thorn declined, crossing her arms.
“Maybe we could just use a giant black dildo?” Kerr asked.
“While there be no substitute for the real thang, beatin’ this demonic harlot to death with a big black dildo might be an option,” Silky agreed.
“Alright, I’ll add it to the list,” Rose said, tapping away at her phone. “Thorn, you have any idea where we can get a massive black dildo?”
“Yeah, pretty sure Abe has one in his room,” came the reply, and it was met with wide eyed stares. “What?” She shrugged. “He never learned Silky’s life lesson about not sticking your dick in crazy. Hell, based on the noises that come out of that room I’m leaning towards he likes the challenge.”
“Finally, a cracka Silky can be respectin’,” the pimp piped up, tipping his hat.
“Alright,” Rose said, bringing the conversation back around, “death by dildo is on the list. What else can we possibly use against her?”
“Don’t older white women love white wine?” Thorn tried.
“Yeah.” The redhead nodded. “White zin or chardonnay.”
“So, whatcha thinkin?” Silky mused. “Forcin’ her to be binge drinkin’?”
“I was thinking we drown her in it,” Thorn finished with a shrug.
“Silky can get behind that.”
“So which one do we get?” Rose asked.
“Well, if she is a true cougar then she’ll have a few racks of the stuff,” Kerr theorized.
“And if we can’t find her house?” Thorn held out her palms. “Then what?”
“I guess before we can answer that we need to figure out where we want to bait her into coming,” the animal print clad Agent replied, pursing his lips.
“I have my show tomorrow night,” Thorn suggested. “If the guys in the pit think I’m being threatened they’ll throw down.”
“Given how powerful she is, I think we could use all the help we can get,” Rose added.
“I’m going to go out on a limb and guess the club y’all play at isn’t known for their wine selection?” Kerr asked.
Thorn chuckled. “Does Boone’s Farm count?”
“Maybe if we were trying to drown a sorority girl,” Rose replied.
“I’ll make a wine run in the morning,” Kerr confirmed.
“Given your current appearance, I’ll have Abe go get some stuff for you,” Thorn cut in. “He owes me some beer anyway.”
“I appreciate it,” the half-cougar replied sincerely.
“Oh, oh, I got one.” Rose leaned forward. “What if we stab her with designer heels? Maybe in the heart?”
“Good one, girl!” Thorn commended. “Given Cindy Crawford here and her magically appearing cougar gear, we’ll just borrow a pair when we get to the club.”
“Well what about-” Kerr’s voice suddenly became muffled around the lit cigarette that appeared between his lips. “Goddammit.” He took it out, looked at it with disgust, and then tossed it in his almost finished mug of coffee. “As I was saying, why don’t we-” Another cigarette cut him off, a tendril of smoke curling up directly into his eye. He hissed and threw his hand against his burning eyeball, trying not to inhale at the same time.
“Maybe we be settin’ the hussy on fire with a Virginia Slim?” Silky asked.
Rose nodded. “Couldn’t hurt to try.”
“Oh!” Thorn snapped her fingers. “We could use a martini as an accelerant! Cougars like martinis, don’t they?”
The pimp put up his hands as if to say whoa, nelly. “Silky does not condone the wastin’ of good alcohol.”
“It’s a dive bar.” Thorn rolled her eyes. “The only good stuff that will ever be drunk in that place is brought in by a customer underneath their jacket.”
“Silky withdraws his objection,” the pimp conceded.
“I like it, but I was thinking I could gouge her eyes out with my nails,” Kerr said quickly as he snuffed out the second cigarette in his coffee.
“Not sure eye gouging is going to be enough,” Rose countered.
“Yeah but it’d make me feel better.” Kerr scoffed, happy to note that another cigarette didn’t immediately grow in his mouth.
“Well if you be feelin’ it, live it up, homie,” Silky said.
Rose looked around to her comrades. “Anybody got any other ideas?” There was a thick silence, and then she turned to her infected coworker. “Okay. Kerr, it’s your life on the line. If there’s anything we can do, just name it.”
“Well, I could use some help learning to walk in heels,” he replied sheepishly.
“Goddamit honky, how difficult is it?” Silky retorted. “Heel toe, heel toe!”
“You ever tried doing it with double fucking d’s?” Kerr snapped.
The pimp sighed in defeat. “Silky withdraws his taunt.”
“I got you, Kerr,” Rose patted his crushed velvet shoulder.
“Alright y’all, it’s late as hell,” Thorn said, and got to her feet. “We need to get some rest. Tomorrow is gonna be a beast of a day.”




CHAPTER SEVEN

Bong… bong… the bass twanged across the dingy one room club as the band did their sound check. Thorn nodded over some sheet music with the drummer as Abe leaned on one of the speakers, drinking a cheap beer and perusing a dirty magazine.
“So, you be thinkin’ that any of that shit we came up with last night gonna work?” Silky asked as he leaned on the bar, chest puffing out at the fact that he was clearly the best dressed present.
“I honestly don’t know,” Rose replied with a shrug. “But we’re going to try every single of one them. We owe Kerr that much.”
“You know, Silky be givin’ that cracka a lot o’ shit, but damned if he don’t take it and keep on truckin’,” the pimp said with a respectful shake of his head. “White bread be deservin’ a better end than being a zombified turkey vulture.”
“You know,” the redhead said, avoiding his gaze and taking a long sip of the swill the bartender had assured her was a Long Island Iced Tea. “This has got me thinking about the life… and I don’t know if I’m cut out for it anymore.”
“Aw come on girl.” Silky waved her off. “Don’t be talkin’ like that.”
“I’m serious,” she replied, eyes bright but firm as she raised her gaze to his. “Just in the last few months I’ve nearly been sacrificed to a legendary demon, nearly involuntarily impregnated by an ancient vampire, and now I’m more than likely going to watch someone I’ve fought beside be condemned to a fate worse than death. I mean, there has to be more to life than this, doesn’t there?”
“You’s wanna shack up with Thorn, don’t ya?” Silky raised a knowing eyebrow, and she lowered her gaze again.
“That is playing a part in this,” she admitted. “But that’s not the only reason.”
“Silky be understandin’ where you comin’ from,” he said, and reached out to give her shoulder a reassuring squeeze. “And afta we be gettin’ through this situation, Silky’ll be lendin’ his ear and hear yo concerns. We’s got a deal?”
Rose smiled. “Deal.”
“Aight, so where is our cougarlicious mothafucka at?” Silky asked, rubbing his hands together.
“He’ll be in shortly,” Rose informed him, back straightening as she fell back into work mode. “Last I saw he was getting his nerve up in the car.”
The front door of the club swung open as if on cue, revealing a completely cougarified Kerr. He stood proudly on black stiletto heels, clad from ankles to shoulders in leopard printed crushed velvet. His massive tits looked like they were struggling to escape a push-up bra to punch him in the chin. His dirty blonde hair was a teased mop on top of his head, accentuating the thick makeup caked onto his face. To complete the look he had an oversized animal print purse slung over his elbow, and a lit cigarette glued to his bottom lip.
“God help the poor sucka that be hittin’ on that tonight,” Silky muttered, shaking his head.
Kerr strutted in with surprising grace, heels stomping as he crossed the dance floor to the bar. He hopped up on the bar stool like he owned the place, a few seats down from his coworkers.
“That was impressive,” Rose said as she watched him.
“Even ole’ Silky will be givin’ that cat some props,” the pimp declared. “If we’s ever have to be infiltratin’ a band of demon drag queens, that fierce bitch be takin’ point.”
“You just don’t want to wear a dress,” Rose teased.
Silky nodded. “You ain’t wrong, Rosie-girl.”
Kerr smacked the bar to get the attention of the bartender, who finally turned around and lazily leaned towards him.
“Yeah, what’ll it be?” the bartender asked, tone bored.
“Martini, two olives,” Kerr replied.
“It’s happy hour, so it’ll be five bucks,” the bartender replied. The cougarified Agent reached into his purse, but before he could even find his wallet in the depths of cigarette packs and lipstick tubes somebody smacked a ten dollar bill onto the counter.
‘Don’t you worry baby, I got this for you.” It was a frat boy, couldn’t have been two or three years into college, all blonde hair and blue eyes. He wore a light pink polo shirt with a popped collar and his giant douchey smile was all for Kerr. “I’ll take one too, barkeep,” he said.
“Coming right up,” the bartender replied.
“So baby,” the frat boy cooed, “I’m Jordan, what’s your na-”
“Let me stop you right there.” Kerr put up a ruby nailed hand. “Thank you for the drink, but I’m not interested.”
“Baby, baby, you got me all wrong!” Jordan put his hands up in defense. “I’m not looking to hit it and quit it, I’m looking for something real.” He put a hand over his heart.
“Then you are in the wrong fucking place,” Kerr snapped.
“Oh, you got a bit of a dirty streak, don’t you?” Jordan licked his lips and winked. “I like that.”
“Oh, you like it dirty, huh?” Kerr grinned. “Okay.” The hand still in his purse closed around a twenty-four inch black dildo and produced it, slamming the silicone down onto the bar. “This is my friend the Violator. Over the years he’s seen some shit, both literally and figuratiely. If you don’t back the fuck up in the next three goddamn seconds I’m going to bend you over the bar and use your asshole as a storage facility. Is that dirty enough for you?”
Jordan visibly gulped, and took a step back from the bar. “Barkeep, give both drinks to her,” he said loudly, and then turned on his heel, crossed the dance floor, and exited the club completely.
“Goddamn, you is some sorta super cougar, ain’t ya?” Silky raised an eyebrow.
“Well, if I’m going out tonight, I’m taking some assholes with me.” Kerr shot back his first martini in one gulp. “Even if it’s just their self esteem.”
“You might want to take it easy there, Kerr,” Rose warned as he lifted the second glass into the air.
“I downed one of the bottles of white zin we got before I came in here,” he replied with a shake of his head and downed the second drink. “Didn’t phase me in the least. Apparently in addition to everything else, I have the alcohol tolerance of a cougar as well.”
“Well, don’t be worryin’ too much there vanilla bean,” Silky piped up. “Just be thankful that there be one thing that bitch can’t be takin’ from ya.” He physically recoiled at the burning horror in Kerr’s eyes as their gazes met, and the pimp swallowed.
“Um.” Silky nodded in realization, and stood up. “Silky is gonna go see if Abe be havin’ another magazine.”
“Good call,” Kerr seethed.
“Don’t worry, we’ll get you out of this,” Rose assured her coworker.
“Glad at least one of us is optimistic,” he muttered.
“I am, Kerr,” she said, and hopped a stool closer to him. “And I also have something for you.”
“I don’t think a good luck charm is gonna help.” He sighed and tried to lean his head on his hand, but then thought better of it so that he didn’t stab himself.
“It’s a tracker,” Rose slid a small rectangular device along the bar to him. “If you really are turning into a WereCougar then you might be the only one that can keep up with her if she bolts.”
“Sorry Rose,” Kerr replied with a nod, picking up the device. “Just a bit on edge.”
“It’s okay, Kerr,” she said, and patted the soft fabric on his back gentle. “It’s okay.”




CHAPTER EIGHT

Silky flicked through a few pages of articles until he got to a curvy olive skinned goddess in a golden bikini. “Goddamn, Silky wouldn’t care if she be crazy,” he murmured, and Abe grunted from behind his own magazine.
Rose stood by the front door, keeping an eye on Kerr at the bar as Thorn grabbed her mic.
“What’s up, Austin?!” She roared, throwing a fist into the air. “We are Queen of the Demon Blade and we are gonna blow the roof off of this motherfucker!” As she screamed the last word, the drums exploded into a fast lead in, and the band kicked into high gear. The thrash coming out of the amplifiers rattled the glass in the skylight, and the twenty or so patrons on the dance floor started to throw themselves around in excitement.
Rose straightened as the front door opened and a familiar looking demon entered the club with a set of deep scratches across his face. She waited until he was just past her before raising her fingers in a signal to Thorn that there was trouble.
The singer nodded and continued to screech into the mic, taking a fighting stance that simply looked like a metal move. Two of the demons spotted Silky and made a beeline for him, while scarface and two lackeys start for the stage.
“Hey boys!” Thorn cried across the crowd, over a thick crunchy guitar lick. “Looks like we have some newbies in the pit! Make ‘em feel welcome!”
The random moshing became a well oiled machine of a circle, Thorn’s fans creating a human barricade that entrapped the trio of demons. They shoved them back and forth like rag dolls, and the dark skinned front woman grinned.
“That’s it fellas, you keep em there til I give the word!” she egged them on, and Rose crept up behind the last stray demon that had trailed in behind scarface. He braced himself to take a run at the crowd, but she planted her knife in his back for a silent kill.
Silky glanced up from his magazine to see the two incoming demons heading for him. “Yo Abe, you wanna take them out? Silky don’t wanna be imposin’, given how this be yo terrority and all.”
The bearded man sighed and set down his magazine, stomping over towards the two newcomers.
One of them raised a finger. “You better back up old man-” SMASH-BONGGGGG… Abe smashed a bass guitar into the side of the demon’s head, teeth flying everywhere in a fantastic spray of crimson. Before the second demon could recover from his stunned shock, Abe swung the instrument down onto the top of his head, crumpling the demon body to the ground.
There were a few more wet squelches complete with deep vibrato as he finished them off into quivering messes on the floor. He dropped the guitar casually and slunk back over to Silky, who handed him a fresh cold beer.
“This ain’t yo first rodeo, is it white beard?” Silky asked.
Abe shook his head. “Nope.” The pimp simply smiled at him and turned his attention back to his magazine.
The trio of demons were still trapped in the fan circle on the dance floor. Scarface’s agitation reached its peak and he dropped his human form, letting out a mighty roar as the first song ended. The metal crowd wasn’t even fazed by the noise or the hellish skin of the exposed demon, still raring to mosh.
Kerr leapt over the human wall, extending his hand to slice right through a demon’s neck as he gracefully landed on his heels inside the circle. The head slicked off and hit the dance floor, and the cougar Agent Pelé’d around the wavering decapitated body and booted the head straight at the other underling, catching him square in the face.
Scar growled, pointing at his face. “I owe you for this!” He lunged forward but Kerr punched through his chest, grabbing his heart and shoving it through the other side. The fan circle stepped back as the cougar raised his arm, posing with his trophy and a wild grin on his face. Rather than simply pull his arm back out, he dug his second arm into the wound and tore the demon in two, showering the crowd in a blood and bone.
The underling that had been smashed in the face with his buddy’s head managed to get to his feet, and clenched his fists. He attempted to look menacing, but the fear in his eyes betrayed him.
“Really?” Kerr sneered. “I just ripped your boss in half and you want to face off with me?”
The demon looked conflicted, but before he could make a decision, there was a crunch and shink as the skylight shattered above. In a flash of red and gold, the WereCougar flew down and landed on top of the demon, driving him into the ground with claw and stiletto.
“Well, well,” she purred as she kicked the carcass aside. “Looks like my cubbie is all grown up. And momma didn’t even have a chance to play with him first. What a tragedy.” She clucked her tongue and the fan circle broke apart. The concert goers backed up, giving the two cougars space to face off.
“Somebody get me my purse,” Kerr demanded, eyes narrowing beneath thick mascara encrusted lashes. A random metalhead jogged up to him, holding the massive animal bag, and Kerr reached in, curling his hand around the giant cock for the second time that night.
When he raised the Violator over his head in triumph, the metalhead stood next to him, frozen in confusion.
“You can go now,” Kerr prompted. “Just put that behind the bar, will you?” The metalhead nodded jerkily and scurried away, purse in hand.
“Oh, that’s a big one,” the WereCougar said, putting a hand to her chest. “You wanna use that on lil’ ole me?”
Kerr whipped the dildo around like a set of nunchucks, a certified S&M Bruce Lee. “You can’t handle what I’m about to dish out,” he warned.
“Ohhhh, I love it when they get cocky.” She licked her ruby painted lips and then rapidly dove forward.
Kerr countered by whipping the giant phallus at her face, the tip bonking off the bridge of her nose. She staggered back in surprise, a massive grin forming on her foundation-caked face.
“Playing rough I see,” she cooed. “Don’t worry baby, I like a little pain.” She readied her claws and then grunted at the sharp shocks licking up her back.
“You’ll love me then,” Thorn declared, and brandished more of her knives before expertly flinging them at the WereCougar. The old demon managed to dodge the last few, but in the distraction of it all landed Silky’s 9-iron in her gut. The impact forced her to double over, and Silky took a golf position, ready to tee off.
“Hope you don’t mind if Silky be finishin’ on yo face,” he said with a smirk, and swung.
The WereCougar lashed out and grabbed the shaft, holding the club down. “What’s the matter, hon?” She cocked her head. “Having trouble getting it up?”
Silky struggled against her, trying to wrench the club from her hands. “Bitch, Silky’s gonna-” Kerr interrupted the scene by flying in, landing a blow to the WereCougar’s face with a dildo uppercut.
She let go of the 9-iron and staggered back in a daze, taking a few more big black blows to the face as Kerr moved forward on the offensive. She managed to steady herself and launched forward with her claws outstretched. He countered by leaping heels over head, landing directly behind her and using the Violator as a noose.
He pulled back as hard as he could, planting his stilettos in the top of her back for leverage. She struggled and thrashed wildly, gasping for air and clawing at the dildo with all her might.
“We need the wine, now!” Rose cried, and the bartender pushed a giant tub out from behind the bar. As he slid it across the floor, Kerr steered her in the right direction like a cowboy on a bucking bronco. Silky swung and connected with her knee, forcing her to tip over into the tub.
Kerr kept the pressure on her windpipe and her back, keeping the thrashing old bitch in her wine filled coffin. Finally the struggles subsided, until he felt he could release the Violator and step back, though his guard was still very much up.
“Did we get her?” he asked, but he could still very much feel that he wasn’t cured.
“Well, you’s still a chick, so Silky wouldn’t be celebratin’ just yet,” the pimp seemed to read his mind.
Rose crossed to the bar, pulling a cigarette out of Kerr’s purse and lighting it up. She took a deep drag as she lifted an abandoned martini and dunked the cig in it, lighting it on fire. She strode over with the flaming chalice.
“Maybe this will help,” she said as she tossed the flaming liquid onto the WereCougar’s lifeless body. Thorn hopped down from the stage as her band and most of her fans seemed to realize something incredibly terrible was going on that they didn’t want to be witnesses to.
“Looks like you did it, babe,” Thorn said as the patrons cleared out.
“If she did, then why am I still like this?” Kerr whined.
“Silky, give her a good poke,” Rose instructed.
“Did Silk not expressly fuckin’s ay he weren’t stickin’ his dick in no crazy?” the pimp snapped.
“I meant with the golf club.” The redhead sighed.
“Silky gettin’ a lot more info on y’all’s sex life than he be wantin’,” he muttered, and extended the club to test for any sign of life. Just before the head ghosted over the flaming WereCougar she leapt up with a shriek, sending her opponents startling backwards.
She grabbed the sides of the wine tub and lifted it over her head. The white zin soaked her, extinguishing the flames and leaving her clothes clinging to her middle aged form, lopsided nipples pointing in opposite directions.
“So rude,” she scoffed as she flung her wet black locks over her forehead. “Not only wasting good alcohol, but messing up my hair in the process.”
“Why the fuck won’t you die?!” Kerr roared.
“Now baby,” she licked her lips, enjoying the taste of the wine on top of her cherry lipstick, “you know I’m just playing hard to get.” She winked and leapt up onto a set of floor speakers, grabbing onto the rafters and swinging up through the busted skylight.
“Oh no you don’t!” Kerr screeched, following her parkour path a little clumsier due to the newness of his powers. As he hurled himself up through the roof, Rose waved her comrades forward.
“Come on!” she cried. “I’ve got a tracker on him!”
“Abe, clean this shit up, will ya?” Thorn motioned to the clusters of demon guts everywhere and he nodded with a grunt, licking his finger to turn another page of his magazine as the trio ran outside to the van.




CHAPTER NINE

The wine-slicked sin of the WereCougar glinted under the light of the full moon as she raced across the Austin skyline, rooftops crunching beneath her shoes. Kerr bounded after her, eyes on the prize, noting that she didn’t seem to be pushing herself. She flipped back and forth across obstacles, adding little flairs to her movements such as hair flips and fluttering fingers.
Kerr growled at her showing off; she was toying with him.
“My poor cubbie.” She cackled as she backflipped up onto a flat roof, staring down at him with her hands on her hips. “Struggling to keep up with momma. It’s a shame you tire out so easily.”
“Bitch, I’m just getting started,” he warned, and sprung up suddenly, catching her off guard. His flying knee landed into her chest and knocked her right back off of the edge of the roof. He landed on the ledge on the balls of his feet, wobbling slightly as he watched her crashing into a table of the rooftop patio just below them.
Patrons and their drinks flew everywhere, bits of wood crunching beneath them as they caused a chain reaction of mayhem.
“How’d you like that?” Kerr puffed out his tits and held out this claws menacingly. The WereCougar simply grinned and popped back to her feet, diving from the patio to a nearby condo balcony. She beckoned him with a single long nailed finger and disappeared through the sliding doors.
Kerr leapt down to the patio bar, dodging a few confused patrons before jumping down to the balcony, taking a deep breath. “Rose, I hope you aren’t far behind…” he murmured as he stepped over the threshold into a giant loft apartment.
It was minimalist, with a few plush couches against the walls and a black and white deco rug perfectly symmetrical between them. He let out a low whistle at the expensive looking four-poster bed in the far corner, and then turned at the sharp clang of something hitting sink in the kitchen area.
The WereCougar strolled out from behind the stainless steel island, glass of white wine in hand. She had dried off a bit from her run, but still looked a bit disheveled and sticky from her zinfandel bath and shower.
“Well, well,” she purred, putting a hand on her hip as she sipped at her glass. “Looks like I finally have you in my posh condo. Unfortunately given your current state it’s likely the only thing of mine you’re going to be able to get in to.”
“I may not have a lot of time left, but I guarantee that you are going to wish I had a lot less when I’m done with you,” Kerr warned, fighting the urge to clench his fists to avoid stabbing his palms with his own nails.
“Honey please.” She rolled her eyes. “You already drowned me, beat me, and set me on fire. What else do you possibly think you are going to be able to do to me before becoming my slave?”
“Slave?” Kerr’s furrowed his brow in confusion. “I thought I was going to wither up and wish I was dead?”
“Well, that last part is true, but a good momma knows how to take care of her cubbies,” the WereCougar explained, motioning to him. “Why do you think I went to the trouble of getting you here alone?”
“Frankly, I don’t wanna know what you had planned for me,” he retorted, and reached between the pillows of his cleavage to produce the tracking device. “But you should be aware that I’m not alone.”
The front door imploded, Silky standing behind it with his signature grin and leg extended. The trio burst in as the WereCougar watched, jaw hanging open, wine glass slipping from her hand. Kerr took advantage of the distraction to leap into a flying dropkick, driving the tip of his stiletto directly into her heart.
She screeched as he jerked his foot to the right, kicking off of her with his free leg to snap the heel off inside of her.
“Batter up, bitch.” The words dripped from Silky’s mouth smoothly, and he swung his golf club as hard as he could, driving the busted heel deep into her old Were heart. She screeched again, seemingly unaffected as she dug her sharp nails into the wound and tore the foreign object free, tossing it aside to clatter across the hardwood.
She came at the pimp in a flurry of fists, and he knocked them aside with his 9-iron, focusing all his energy on keeping up with her quick moves. She changed her strategy in frustration, going for overhand claws, and Silky slid back a few times to avoid getting scratched. He dove into a roll, gracefully attempting a leg sweep, but she anticipated it and leapt over him, landing a kick to his face.
Rose swung in front of him, baton connecting with the WereCougar’s face square on, but the bitch didn’t even bat an eye. She grabbed the redhead by the throat and threw her across the room, smashing against an inn table, papers flying everywhere.
Thorn growled, stalking into the foray like a feral beast. “Alright cuntwagon,” she snarled, “you can beat on the boys all you want but you just messed with the wrong-” A sharp pain in her side cut her off and she grasped her rib in shock, turning with her knife raised to see Kerr, eyes glazed completely over.
“You were saying, honey?” The WereCougar teased, wiggling her fingers. Her eyes twinkled with triumph as Kerr’s fingers mirrored her own, following her mental commands.
Thorn completely ignored her, drawing a second knife and glaring at the WereCub. “That’s three, motherfucker!” she cried, and threw both knives.
They hit their marks in Kerr’s shoulders, and in the second of shock from the pain, he left her an opening for the dark warrior to rush him. She landed a rapid succession of bodyblows and headshots, smacking him around like a flyweight boxer. He slumped to the ground, blood pooling on the monochromatic rug.
“Alright, you fossilized cock cobbler,” Thorn wiped her hands on her pants with a sneer. “Where were we?” She snatched up one of her knives from Kerr’s shoulder and whipped it with deadly aim, but the WereCougar slid underneath it and leapt back up to land a punch to her opponent’s chest.
Thorn went on the defensive, body slightly sluggish from the wicked hit to her solar plexus. She attempted a few hits, but they were easily dodged, and the WereCougar caught her fist, twisting her wrist upwards. She wrenched it to force the ex-Agent to her knees, cackling all the while.
Rose blinked a few times to try to get out of her daze, the sounds of Thorn’s hissing keeping her grounded. The redhead attempted to get up but slipped on the papers that had billowed around her. One stuck to the sweat on her fist and her eyes widened. It was a personal check for eight thousand dollars, and in the memo line it read Alimony Payment.
“Motherfucker,” Rose breathed in realization, “the first and the fifteenth.” She quickly pulled out her zippo, flicking open the lighter with a shink that caught the WereCougar’s attention. The demon’s eyes widened double size as her nails dug into Thorn’s tricep with rage. She let go and sprinted across the room just as Rose touched flame to paper.
“Your sugar daddy’s gone, bitch.” The redhead grinned as the fire engulfed the check. As it happened, the WereCougar erupted into flames as well, screams echoing as she continued to try to walk towards Rose.
Soon she was reduced to nothing but ashes, and Rose scampered to her feet, rushing over to Thorn.
“Are you okay?” she demanded, inspecting the divots in her lover’s skin.
“Yeah, I’m fine, girl,” Thorn replied with a nod, showing off her arm as not having even broken skin. “What the fuck did you do to her?”
“I burned her alimony check,” Rose declared.
“Goddamn girl,” Silky groaned as he got to his feet, stretching his arms above his head. “That’s cold.”
“Eh, fuck her.” Rose shrugged. “She can burn.”
“Is it over?” Kerr moaned weakly from the rug, flopping over onto his back. He grasped the edge of one of the couches and dragged himself over, propping his shoulders up so he could see everyone.
“Well, you ain’t got bitch tits anymo, so Silky’s gonna say yeah,” the pimp motioned to him, and the younger Agent started to paw his body. He reached down to his crotch.
“Oh please, oh please…” He cupped his junk and sighed with relief. “Thank fucking Christ! The boys are back in town!” His grin was short lived at the sharp pain from the stab wounds in his shoulders. He eyed Thorn with incredulity. “And you, you fucking stabbed me.”
“Don’t go blaming me for your inability to follow simple instructions.” She put up a hand in defense. “You were warned there would be consequences if you interrupted me three times.”
“But you fucking stabbed me!” Kerr cried. “How is that an appropriate response to an interruption?!”
“If you think that’s bad,” she replied with a smirk, “just imagine what’s gonna happen next time.”
He gulped. “I’ll be good.”
Rose’s phone trilled a happy ring, and her brow furrowed at the caller ID.
“Who is it?” Thorn inquired.
The redhead looked to Silky. “It’s the Boss.”
“Aw hell,” Silky said, “this can’t be good.”




EPILOGUE

A mysterious man stood at the edge of the storage facility grounds. He was thin and wiry but a surprising amount of muscle tone beneath his lean frame. His chocolate hair topped pasty white skin, and he lifted a pair of binoculars to his cobalt eyes.
The phone in the pocket of his black suit vibrated, and he didn’t break his view, reaching up to gently press on the bud in his ear.
“Go for The Phaser,” he murmured.
“Your contact, Ezra, has been killed,” a deep voice came through over the speaker, and the Phaser sighed.
“Then who the hell is gonna pay me for this heist?” he snapped irritably.
“He put five thousand in an escrow account to get this job moving,” the voice replied. “It’s yours, minus my fee of course.”
“Are you fucking kidding me?” The Phaser threw a hand up, finally lowering the binoculars to hiss the words. “Five k? That’s it? Do you have any idea how much research I had to do for this job? There’s a reason I asked for fifty to pull it off.”
“That is none of my concern,” the voice replied in a bored monotone. “You knew what the deal was when you signed up.”
“Well I’m on site already.” The Phaser sighed. “Surely there has to be some useful stuff in that storage room.”
A short pause. “Perhaps.”
“If I can get my hands on some stuff, can you move it for me?” He asked, shoving a leather gloved hand in his slacks pocket.
A longer pause. “I can’t guarantee you I can move it, or what prices I can get,” the voice finally conceded. “But I will make calls on your behalf.”
“And reduce your fee for my troubles?” The Phaser prompted.
An even longer pause. “Fifteen percent on final sale price,” the voice replied firmly. “Twenty if you wish for my people to handle delivery.”
“Consider it a deal,” he confirmed. “I’ll be in touch after.” He clicked off the earbud and ducked low, jogging through the shadows to the outer wall of the facility.
He leaned down, stretching out his back and touching his toes. Then he curled his hand back to grasp his right ankle, stretching his thigh. He repeated for the other thigh, and then did a few jumping backs to limber himself up.
Once prepped, he closed his eyes and touched his right thumb to the pad of his right index finger in an a-okay sign. His body engulfed itself in digital translucent static, and then he casually stepped through the solid wall, phasing through it as if it weren’t there at all.
He poked his head out of the other side, looking back and forth down the hallway, and then stepped out when the coast was clear. He unphased and touched his left temple, activating a heads up map display in his left eye. The map quickly plotted him a course through the infield of the storage facility, around a fleet of trucks and storage containers.
He dove behind a large red container, and at the heel clicks of an approaching guard, quickly phased and slipped inside the container. He crossed to the far side, sticking his head out just enough so that he could hear the footfalls echoing away before exiting the solid metal like a ghost.
He unphased and continued on his way, reaching the inner wall of the storage facility. It was a several foot thick barrier of reinforced steel and concrete, but it was no match for him. He backed up a few steps with a smirk, to get a running start.
He tore full tilt at the wall, hitting the trigger just before connecting with the concrete. He hit the floor on the other side and slid across the hallway, then dipped into a shoulder roll right through a vault wall.
The security guard raised his eyebrow, a chill creeping up his spine, but didn’t see anything.
The thief stood up and unphased in the center of the vault, eyes wide with the variety of demon artifacts within. He walked up and down the aisles, putting small random items in his backpack to try to maximize the return on his money. There weren’t any labels on anything, so he figured it was better to have a lot of items to sell as opposed to fewer large ones that might not be worth as much.
He paused at the sight of a pedestal in the far corner. It contained an egg shaped item, roughly the size of a football.
“Well, well, what do we have here?” he asked, rubbing his hands together. “What are you doing all by yourself?” He looked closely, not seeing any obvious signs of alarms or traps. He shrugged and reached out to grab the item, and a small metal arm immediately shot out of the wall and clamped around his hand.
An alarm bleated loudly above his head. “Dammit,” he cursed. He grasped the egg tightly before phasing, removing his arm from the claw. He unphased and dropped the egg into his bag before turning to leave.
A half dozen armed guards greeted him, led by a cinnamon skinned man in a white lab coat.
“I don’t know who you are, but you are in a whole lotta trouble,” Baptiste said, crossing his arms across his chest.
“With most people I’m sure you’re right,” The Phaser said with a grin, “but I’m not most people.” He winked just before the signal to fire was given. The first bullet reached him just as he phased, and it passed though him harmlessly as he sprinted through the firing line.
“Code red! Code red!” Baptiste screamed into his walkie talkie, whipping around to see the body shaped static disappear into the wall. “The intruder is escaping via the grounds!” The entire facility went into overdrive but the thief ran straight through the storage units and trucks, not unphasing until he was twenty yards away from the facility.
His heads up display blinked LOW POWER instead of the map, and he sighed.
“Man, that was close,” he muttered to himself as he casually walked off into the darkness. “Maybe next place I steal from will have some stronger batteries.”
The Boss strode into the vault, quickly coming up on Baptiste, who stood with a clipboard and pencil in hand.
“How bad it is, Baptiste?” the Boss asked, worry laced in his tone.
“It’s bad,” the attache replied regretfully. “They got some lesser artifacts, but they also got the Egg of Orion.”
“Motherfucker,” the Boss breathed, scrubbing his hands through his white beard. “How the hell did he get in here?”
“He had some advanced technology that allowed him to phase in and out of reality,” Baptiste replied with a hint of curiosity and awe in his voice. “He literally ran right through us and the walls.”
“We’re going to need all hands on deck for this one,” the Boss said firmly. “Who’s close?”
“Rutger is on site,” Baptiste listed off. “Not sure where Nantz and TNT are. Silky, Rose and Kerr are in Austin with some former Agency asset named Thorn.”
“First bit of luck we’ve had today,” the older man said, eyes lit up. “Give me your phone.” He took the cell after Baptiste speed-dialed Rose, and at the connection he didn’t even wait for her greeting.
“Rose, it’s the Boss,” he said brusquely.
“Boss, don’t worry,” she replied quickly, “we have everything under control with the WereCougar.”
“That’s good to hear, but not why I’m calling,” he said. “The storage facility vault was just hit.”
“Oh my god,” Rose breathed. “How bad?”
He winced. “We don’t know the full extent yet, but we do know they got the Egg of Orion.”
She paused. “Holy fuck.”
“Understatement of the year, my dear,” the Boss agreed. “It’s an all hands on deck situation. I need all of you to get to the storage facility as quickly as you can.”
“Of course,” Rose replied.
“And Baptiste tells me that you have Thorn with you,” the Boss continued, “please explain the significance of the situation and persuade her to help.”
“You got it, Boss,” she agreed. “See you soon.”
He ended the call and tossed the phone back to Baptiste.
“Put the word out to every contact you have ever made,” he said firmly. “Finding whoever took the Egg of Orion is the Agency’s top priority.”
END
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