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Evil hides in the inevitable to rectify redemption. Dive into book two of Death by Reaper MC and submit to the reality crawling into the darkness might be the only good this world has to offer.

Cover design by:

Esther E. Schmidt

Editor #1:

Christi Durbin

Editor #2:

Virginia Tesi Carey

Cover Model:

Scott Holliday

instagram.com/hollidaybam

facebook.com/hollidaybam

Photographer:

Reggie Deanching

rplusmphoto.com

Dedication

For those who love a little paranormal....



Table of contents

Chapter 01

Chapter 02

Chapter 03

Chapter 04

Chapter 05

Chapter 06

Chapter 07

Chapter 08

Chapter 09

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Epilogue



	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 01 

[image: image]


***Jagger***

“What she needs is to fucking feed!” I roar at Caius, my VP.

I’m frustrated and grasping at straws here. I’m going out of my mind thinking of what to do and still come up empty. The woman, Tessera, who is destined to be my eternal mate, is refusing to feed. I’m watching her grow weaker and fucking weaker by the damn minute.

That’s not even the biggest of our problems. The biggest one is that she wasn’t born a Vampire and Vampires are meant to be born, not created. This means she’s an abomination in the eyes of our law and must cease to exist. 

I’m the president of the Death by Reaper MC, Vampire Charter. I’m the one in charge of the Vampires in this district and therefore she’s my problem to deal with. And by deal with I mean End. Her. Life. Because that’s what happens to Vamps who aren’t born as one. But add in the fact that a Vampire has only one eternal mate and she’s mine...I cannot let this happen. She belongs to me, even if she doesn’t realize it.

I have a fucking truckload of dilemmas hanging over my head. Granted, there are some circumstances that allow me time to contemplate how to handle this situation, but again, she won’t feed and therefore is already close to dying. It seems the decision will be taken out of my hands if she doesn’t take blood inside her soon. 

“She’s been here for weeks, and fuck knows how long she had been in the basement when we found her, Prez.” Caius shakes his head. “How the hell is she not dead already?”

I’ve been asking myself the same damn question. 

Death by Reaper MC has different Charters for each Paranormal type. We happened to find Tessera in the basement of the Heaven Charter. We were helping out the Hellhounds, who belong to the Hell Charter. They needed to do a patch over, seeing the Heaven Charter was going AWOL. It’s a long damn story, but their president had been making half-blood children for years, trying to create his own brand of powerful Supernaturals by combining them. 

The woman, my eternal mate, if we created a blood bond that is, has a human mother. Her father was Dedrick Megalos, the President of the Heaven Charter. Meaning she’s half heaven, half human, and now a full damn Vampire because one of my MC, Aura, turned her...and the screwed-up part? Fuck knows if Tessera’s mother was even fully human. Dedrick wanted combinations of types; a mixture of power.

“I want to see my sister,” the very annoying, very loud voice comes from upstairs.

I recognize Eliana, Tessera’s half-sister’s, voice. They share the same father, yet they didn’t know of each other’s existence until a few weeks ago, when we found her in that basement. Another fucked up dilemma? Eliana is half Witch and the scent of a Witch’s blood makes a Vampire go nuts, it’s our aphrodisiac. 

Vampires who feed on a regular basis can somewhat control themselves, but somehow Eliana’s scent is stronger. And with Tessera’s nose filling with her scent? Yeah, talk about a disaster waiting to happen because she won’t ever forgive herself if she attacked her sister. “What the fuck is she doing in a damn clubhouse filled with Vamps?”

“She needs to go, man,” Caius groans, leans forward, and grasps his knees as he braces himself.

Like I said, aphrodisiac. I use my enhanced speed to go and handle the problem, coming to a stop when I see half the Hell Charter standing inside my damn clubhouse. Just damn great, fucking Hellhounds. 

“What the fuck are you guys doing here, bringing her along with you?” I growl, baring my fangs at Alastair, the Prez of Death by Reaper MC, Hell charter.


Do I need to add he’s kinda my boss? Fucked up, I know...and if I can’t handle the situation with Tessera, he will be the one who will take over. Good thing in all this? Eliana is Alastair’s true mate. Which means his balls are also tangled into this, considering it’s a family matter.

“You didn’t answer my calls or any of my texts. Has she fed yet? I need to know, Jagger. She’s my sister,” Eliana pleads from within the protection of the tight barrier of Hellhounds that have her surrounded. 

Smart, forming a barrier like that, but it still doesn’t take the smell of her blood away. “No, she hasn’t. I’m working on it but it’s not like I can force her. And you know damn well you can’t be here. Leave. You’re fucking with all of us, including yourself.”

A growl erupts from behind me as I hear a door burst open. I manage to catch Tessera mid jump as she tries to go for her sister’s fucking throat. Tessera has her fangs out, fighting like hell with so much fury and strength it’s shocking. A normal Vamp, blood born or made, if they’ve survived the transition, would be weak and powerless, or hell...fucking dead after weeks of not feeding. But not her.

“Now you’ve fucking seen her. Get the fuck out,” I growl at Eliana while I bury my fist in Tessera’s hair in an effort to bring her head into the cradle of my neck, hoping to prevent Eliana’s scent from driving her crazy.

Tessera growls against my skin but goes slack in my arms as her nose trails along my neck. Fuck. I don’t have time to think or fucking act when her teeth sink into my neck. The first pull causes my blood to flow onto her tongue, making my eyes roll into the back of my head. Pleasure shoots through me in a way I’ve never experienced.

“Fuck. Everybody out. Now, dammit, now. Out!” I hear my VP bellow.

Within seconds the whole clubhouse is empty, and it’s for good reason too. My body goes flying the next instant, hitting the wall with great impact. I don’t feel any pain and am on my feet before she advances. 

The corner of my mouth twitches. “Feeling better already, Angel?”

With her pale skin, long black silky hair, and the most amazingly stunning blue eyes...to me, she’s a pure Angelic vision. Maybe it’s a bit tainted now because my blood is dripping from her fangs, flowing down her chin. Fuck. My dick was hard when her teeth sank into me but now? It’s ready to burst.

“I need more,” she hisses.

“I bet you do.” I smirk, making her hiss some more.

Tilting my head to the side as an invitation, I hold up my hand and wiggle two fingers at her to come forward. 

Her eyes narrow. Smart woman to doubt my intentions. “What’s the catch?”

“Tit for tat,” I simply say. “If you drink from me, I’ll be needing some fuel back.”

I try like hell to keep my emotions in check because this is not as simple as I’m stating it to be. What I’m trying to persuade her into is a damn blood bond; mating for life. Us being Vamps means for an eternity. This will strengthen the both of us and a power exchange will boost our connection on a higher level. Meaning I would be able to find her anywhere on this fucking earth, we would be able to communicate through thoughts, and vice versa. 

Her tiny pink tongue slips out and licks away the blood dripping down her bottom lip. Her eyes close for a flash before they open. With my enhanced sight I can clearly see the blue in her eyes brighten as a swirl of neon green starts to leak around her pupil. She’s starting to fully change and it’s my blood completing her.

My gaze travels down to where her perky nipples are pressing through the silky white dress she’s wearing. It’s not the hunger for my blood she’s craving. Her body wants mine the way every cell inside me wants her. And I will have her, but now is not the place nor the time. I want us to have the bond set in place before I make sure she’s fully aware of what’s going on with us. Before I take her fully as mine, in every way.

I wait until she comes to me willingly, slowly taking a step forward while her eyes travel all over my body. It’s as if she’s monitoring my every move and every inch of my body, documenting it for safekeeping.

“I’m not going anywhere, Angel. I’m all yours,” I tell her in a husky tone.

I can feel her heartbeat pick up. Even though they call us Vampires the undead, we’re very much alive and kicking. Meaning we bleed, we breathe, and we have a damn heartbeat pumping our blood around. Sunlight? I bathe in that shit because nothing can hurt us. Well, there’s only one thing that can kill us, and it’s cutting off our head.

I know the rumor about how fire can kill us too, well...it is only the case when we’re burned to a crisp and our heads fall off. Other than that? If we’re still intact, it might take us weeks to recover, but we will heal completely. 

Tessera’s eyes are set on my neck as the words whisper over her cherry painted lips. “I want you...you taste, and smell, so good. I need to have you.” 

“Then by all means,” I take a step forward, leaving some space in between us for her to close when I add, “take me.” 

Her teeth sink back into my neck as soon as I’ve said those words. Fucking bliss. I can barely hold my damn orgasm back. That’s how much pleasure she gives me from just one damn bite. She pulls back and lets her tongue dart over the puncture wounds. 

Locking her gaze with mine she gives me a shy smile. “I guess you want your little snack now too, huh?”

I don’t consider my eternal mate a damn snack. 

Shit. I voiced those words inside my head but her reaction? “Tell me you just heard my thoughts in a reaction to your statement? It’s the reason you’re looking at me with those wide eyes, right? And, dammit. That’s not supposed to happen until after we’ve forged our bond. But you heard me loud and clear, huh? That I don’t consider you a damn snack.”

She swallows and gently nods her head.

“Any questions before I make you mine?” The corner of my mouth twitches. No reason to beat around the bush about this.

“Over a million.” She catches her bottom lip between her teeth to take a moment to think before letting go and adds, “But those can wait, because from what I understand...what I feel...uhmmm, what my body is telling me...there’s no way out of this.”

Over the few weeks she’s been here we’ve talked a few times a day while she kept herself locked in the basement. We haven’t spoken too much recently though since she locks down as soon as I bring up how she was captured and ask what happened. She refuses to talk about it and that isn’t helping us one bit to get more information about the situation we’re in.

Every time I would take a step closer to her, she would lock down too. With what she just said, it’s clear she understands and has been feeling the pull between us but has tried to fight it. It’s useless and undeniable; we belong together. It’s something that’s rooted in our DNA, two souls thrown into this world to end up together at some point in life. Our time has come, and from this moment on, we’ll be sharing eternity. Together.

“Come here,” I croak, barely keeping my emotions in check.

She closes the distance between us without taking a damn step. The ability to levitate is something all Vampires possess. Only those with high up ranks, like me, are able to sprout wings from their backs when they need to fly. Not that I’ve used them a lot though, they’re ugly as fuck. Like those of a bat. I’m curious though, as rumors state my mate would also have the ability to fly so she’d have wings too. Bet those bat wings would look totally badass on her.

Our gaze is locked, our bodies mere inches apart, and the hunger, the need to have one another, is crackling around us. Her head tilts gently to the side, offering herself to me. In my life, I’ve taken blood from someone’s neck uncountable times. Yet this moment right here is about to become the first in my history which has any meaning. Fucking special. There’s nothing that will ever come close to the way I feel now.

Leaning forward, I let my tongue trail over her pulse. Opening my mouth, my fangs sink into her pale flesh and a rapture of essence fills me. Her breathing picks up and she buries her fists into the shirt I’m wearing. There’s a reason my VP cleared the damn room; giving us the privacy we need. Tessera violently shudders through her orgasm. An orgasm caused by my bite; our bond. 

Gratitude hits my chest and I’m thankful I’ve been able to find my mate after centuries. The way she gives herself to me is indescribable, and so is she. There’s absolute power flowing down my throat and it’s not only due to our mating. It’s her. Her blood tastes different. Maybe it’s because she’s a combination, half human, half guardian. Maybe I’m tasting heaven itself, because it sure seems that way.

I want more, so much more, but I manage to pull myself away, licking the puncture wounds to get one final taste. With her breasts pressed against my chest, her eyes closed and her face the visual of pure bliss...I want to take her so damn bad. But I can’t, not right now, I have too much respect for the woman who will be with me for eternity.
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***Tessera***

I’m still trembling from the intense orgasm that washed over me. He didn’t even touch my pussy, or hell...come near it. Nope, he just sank his teeth into my neck and that was it. I wonder how it would be if he drank from me while having sex; I bet it would be divine.

Jagger cups the back of my neck to keep our eyes locked. “I want nothing more than to take you to my room. Correction, it’s our room now. You won’t be going back to the basement where you’ve been hiding for weeks. I want to enjoy our bond to the fullest, but we can’t right now. Hell, I’ve even wanted to delay this, get you to full strength first and...talk some more to get to know each other. I wanted you aware of the bond before we dove right into the forever status.” 

“Too late now, huh? But I guess we have enough time for all of that now.” My gaze travels down to his lips. I want to taste them so damn bad. 

He groans. “Angel...I just said we can’t.”

He’s not kidding when he said I was in the basement hiding all these weeks. I had no clue how to deal with any of this; becoming a Vampire and the way Jagger makes me feel when he comes near me. He kept telling me I needed to feed, take blood, but I couldn’t. It felt wrong to take someone’s blood. The one that did this to me, who forced a vampire to turn me into one? Dedrick Megalos. My own biological father, who I didn’t even know existed until Jagger told me he was the one who kidnapped me. He kept telling me the exact same thing; feed. 

I felt like my life was over. I have a degree in mythology and folklore and before this I worked five days a week at the museum. It’s a bit insane to be kidnapped one day and hear all the things I’ve learned about...and more...are real and actually walk this earth in a whole different way. Not to mention turning into one myself. So, no, I didn’t want to feed, process, think, or do anything else but sulk.

Well, sulk while wanting him; Jagger. He’s been filling my nose and my damn mind with his scent and wicked dreams ever since he saved me from Dedrick Megalos. All of this is so damn confusing. And when my sister walked into the clubhouse just now, her scent was too much. I was so damn hungry, I needed to have it. That is until I smelled something even tastier. I don’t think I will ever forget the moment Jagger caught me and brought my head into the safe comfort of his neck.

I felt too much comfort, being wrapped in his scent, I couldn’t resist...I needed to sink my teeth into him. I needed to have him; all of him. And he tastes so freaking amazing. My sister’s scent still lingers in the air but it has lost all its appeal. The only thing I want and need is Jagger. Except it seems like the feeling isn’t mutual since the man, who’s way too damn sexy for his own sake, is putting a pin in us taking things further. 

Restraint. I can manage that. I’ve had his blood and feel stronger than I’ve ever been. If he wants to go down a nonsexual road for some reason, fine. But it will be on my terms, not his. I step away and stalk to the door I know my sister is waiting behind. 

“Now just wait a moment, dammit,” Jagger growls.

“What for?” I throw over my shoulder. “Our bond is in place, you’re the one who’s put a pin in sexytime, don’t complain to me about shit. My sister came to see me and I would like to see her too. We’re done here, right?”

I don’t wait for his answer but swing the door open. A group of people have congregated in the yard. I don’t recognize most of them, just a small handful of people. Among those are my two sisters and their mates, Alastair, who’s Eliana’s mate, and Velma’s mate Os. Those guys are Hellhounds. Freaking Hellhounds! 

And I’ve been told my half-sister, Velma, is a Guardian, the same as my biological father. Eliana, though? She’s part Witch, that’s why she smells so good...correction, smelled. Not anymore. Eliana sees me and steps forward. I’m about to go to her but Alastair steps in front of her. 

“Get back,” he growls at me.

“Rude,” I snap back. “She’s my sister. And it’s about time we got to know one another.”

“It’s safe to let those two sisters get close, Alastair,” Jagger says from behind me. “Tessera isn’t a threat for Eliana, not anymore.”

“You know damn well Vamps can’t go near a Witch, I ain’t risking my Old Lady,” Alastair barks.

“And I am telling you my Old Lady won’t hurt her.” The way Jagger’s voice comes out, fierce and determined, makes my chest fill with warmth. He’s standing his ground, standing up for me.

That’s actually the first time in...I can’t even remember how long, or if ever, anyone has done so. I grew up in foster homes and learned the hard way I could only trust one person; myself. Apparently, things just changed. But I’ve also learned good things can disappear in the blink of an eye. Hence the reason I’m not jumping with joy. 

I remember all too well that this man set the bond between us in place but refused to take it to the next level. Dammit. I can’t even remember what it’s like to have sex. How’s that even possible? I’m not a virgin. I’ve had boyfriends. Seriously. I think...awkward...I have no recollection at all.

Eliana manages to slip by Alastair and with my next breath, I have her in my embrace. My sister. Well, half-sister, but who is looking at technicalities? Like I said, I’ve been alone all my life, foster care really wasn’t the warm home many kids enjoy. And now I’ve got all these half-sisters. Two were with me when I was held captive by our so-called father. They managed to escape on their own when they had the chance. Both being Fae, and twins, they had the ability to blink...transporting from one place to the other with the speed of light. 

But Eliana? She was there when Jagger helped me. She stayed. Well, she did keep a safe distance because I couldn’t resist the smell of her blood. But she never gave me a reason why she didn’t want me, on the contrary, like today...she barges in and demands to know how I’m doing.

My hair is being pulled back roughly, making me hiss. I manage to twist to protect Eliana so I can see who’s got a hold on me when I hear Alastair curse. “Why the fuck are you protecting Eliana? I’m her Old Man.”

“I’m being attacked while I’m hugging my sister. Yes, I’ll damn sure protect my sister, from anyone. She’s here, no matter what, I owe her,” I snarl, but apparently I’m talking to air.

“I told you my woman wouldn’t hurt her.” Jagger has thrown Alastair to the ground and is hovering over him.

The whole atmosphere changes. I glance back at Eliana and she gives me a look where we both know we have to do something before those idiots start fighting. It’s too late when Alastair shifts into a large Hellhound with thick black fur, flames dancing like mist wafting around his body. He now has two large heads, with long teeth in double rows like a shark. Behind him a tail swings back and forth, a head snapping at the end of it. Holy shit.

Jagger stands his ground but removes his leather cut. Large black wings sprout from his back. Magnificent. Black feathers appear as if they are made from the finest silk. Where the Hellhound has red flames wafting around his body, Jagger has blue flames crackling around his black feathered wings.

He spreads them wide and with a powerful surge, he’s up in the air and all the ones who were standing in front of him, including the Hellhound, go flying. Every single one of them, no matter their size or strength, they all tumble back and land on the ground on top of each other. 

Alastair scrambles up, shifts back, points at Jagger and growls, “What the hell is that bullshit? Fucking hell. Os, are you seeing this?” 

Os, his VP, comes up next to him. “Shit. It’s the mating,” Os says. “That vamp had some power juice boost, like you did when you mated your Old Lady and got a second head on your tail. It’s the Heaven Charter element, for sure.”

“No, it’s not,” Velma says.

Velma is Os’ mate, and also my half-sister. She doesn’t have a human mother though. She’s a pure-blood; her mother was our father’s true mate. Her mother was killed and set everything in motion for our father to spiral into a plan to create powerful mixtures of Supernaturals to go against The Orderly.

The Orderly, or so I’ve been told, are the ones in charge of all the MC’s on this planet, making sure there is balance and order. Well, with all these half-bloods our father created, balance is disrupted and needs to be restored. 

It’s the Hellhounds’ job to oversee the search for all our half-sisters. They are the first responders so to say. As far as Jagger told me, each MC is in charge of their own breed but when they can’t, or won’t, handle a situation...the Hellhounds step in. The Hellhounds? They are under the command of The Orderly. It’s a food chain kinda thing, a ranking system.

Jagger braces his wings and curls one around himself. He spins around and looks at me with awe, his hand still stroking his wing. It’s as if I gave him the most precious of gifts and I have no freaking clue what it was.

“What’s wrong?” Why is everyone acting weird and keep staring at me?

I didn’t even have a clue Jagger had wings. Yes, he told me all Vampires could levitate, and I even manage to do so myself. Though I managed to do it without realizing it, doesn’t make it any less awesome. He did mention vamps higher up in rank had actual wings, but I certainly haven’t seen any...he sure never showed me, though I’m getting an eyeful now. 

I do have to add it’s been hard processing everything he’s been telling me these past few weeks, hence me hiding in the basement of Jagger’s MC. To say it’s overwhelming is an understatement. Jagger accepted it and let me be, cared for me, even if I kept pushing him away. And now he’s looking at me with such open emotion, as if I’m the solution to...

“What?” I repeat, with a little more snap to my voice.

“Don’t fucking say it,” Alastair growls, glancing around. “None of you. Don’t say any-fucking-thing. You know what I’m talking about, right? They’ll hear, both fucking sides, and we don’t need that shit. End of discussion.”

Okay, now I’m even more confused than I already was. What the hell is going on, and why is Alastair ending a discussion that didn’t even start yet? Jagger’s wings disappear into his back. He grabs his cut off the floor and shrugs it on.

Alastair steps closer to Jagger. “How did you know Tess wouldn’t hurt my Old Lady?”

“Because for me, she didn’t smell appealing anymore. I’m pretty damn sure my Old Lady feels the same way.” Jagger holds his hands, palms up. “No offense.”

“Fully mated I gather? That was a bit fast, though. We waited here for...what, ten minutes, top? And don’t say anything about you know what...you realize that if it’s true...if she is one, she’s untouchable, right?” Alastair slips right back into talking gibberish.

“We’re not fully mated. I want to take my time, but yes, the bond is in place. Clearly, you’re right with your suspicions and that does mean she’s untouchable, but you do realize that brings a truckload of trouble instead, right?” It’s contagious, Jagger is talking gibberish now too.

This has to freaking stop. “Okay, you two. Talk. As in normal phrases and words so you make sense to all of us. Or explain in lil’ ol me language. Because I don’t freaking understand any of it, except for the fact that I’m damn sure you’re talking about me. That’s just rude, you know, talking about someone who’s standing right here. And again, because I can make myself very clear...riddles, dudes! You guys need to stop.”

Alastair’s eyes go from me to Jagger. “Mind link in place? If so, share your thoughts.”

Jagger turns to me, gracing me with a sweet smile before I hear his voice in my head while his lips stay sealed. “Your biological father was trying to make powerful Paranormals. He only figured out just before we stopped him that the power was only brought out when the person would mate. Your sister isn’t half human, her mother was part Witch as you know. My wings...before we mated they resembled the same as those of a bat. Not feathers, and not the blue flames. The blue flames are clearly from the Heaven link you share from your father. The feathers? My fucking magnificent wings that are now black feathers? We believe your mother wasn’t fully human but maybe half Angel, meaning you have Angel blood running through you. That’s the only explanation.”

“My mother is part Angel?” I squeak.

Jagger slams his hand over my mouth.

“Never mind doing that now. Fuck. Weren’t we fucking clear a moment ago with not blurting that shit out loud? For fuck’s sake.” Alastair rubs a hand over his head. “If something happens, you have only yourself to blame. But don’t repeat that shit again. Use the term Elite; that stays under the radar most of the times when it’s voiced.”

Jagger’s hand falls away as he directs his attention to Alistair. “Did you find anything out about her background?”

“No. She was in foster care. Basically, left on the doorstep of an orphanage the day she was born. There’s nothing.” Alistair steps closer to my sister, Eliana. “We’re leaving now. If the sky, or the damn earth, doesn’t crack open in a few days...give me a call and we’ll come back.”

I don’t even have time to say goodbye to my sister before she’s already gone. Glancing around, I notice every Vampire is eyeing me. It makes me feel really icky. Even more when Jagger’s VP is wearing this creepy smile while he studies me like a piece in a museum that’s on display.

“Stop it,” I hiss.


Dammit. That only makes the corner of his mouth twitch. He’s freaky enough as it is with that long blue hair, goatee, black freaking nail polish on his fingernails, and all the silver jewelry he’s wearing. 

“I can’t.” Caius shrugs. “Those Hellhounds might run along with their tail between their legs, but I’m fucking excited. My Prez mated the best one out of all those daughters that Derek fucker put on this earth.”

My cheeks heat from the unexpected compliment. Though I have doubts it even is one.

Jagger snarls before he directs harsh words toward Caius. “I’d rather you focused on following up that lead you were talking about.”

“I did, Prez. I got a call when you were...you know, claiming your mate. Can we head into your office to talk instead of out here in the open?” Caius is back to flashing his creepy smile, and I’m glad this time it’s directed at Jagger.

“Let’s go.” Jagger’s hand sneaks to my hip as he guides me forward.

I absolutely expect him to lead me to the room downstairs I was staying in but instead he walks straight to his office, closing himself, me, and Caius inside.

“There, sound-fucking-proof. Now let’s hear what you found out,” Jagger states.

My eyes widen when I realize that they are including me. “Shouldn’t I...I dunno, like...leave you two to it?”

“You’re not leaving my side,” Jagger growls as if I stepped on his toes.

Another one of Caius’ creepy smiles is directed at me when he says, “Something that precious can’t be walking around unattended.”

Wait...what? Anger rises inside me. “So that’s it? Here I thought you two were letting me in the loop of things, but instead I’m now treated like a prisoner?”

“Your words, precious, your words.” Caius winks.

Oh, how I would love to have a knife in my hands right now, I’d cut that winky eye right out of his skull.

“Woah, did you see that?” Caius says in awe.

“Fuck. There you have it...won’t need any background check for more proof than this...It’s fucking true,” Jagger whispers as he eyes my hand.

Following his line of sight, I yelp and watch as the knife that I was suddenly holding clatters to the floor. Where the hell did that came from?
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***Jagger***

Fuck. All this time and I haven’t even told her half of the history of what being a damn Vampire all entails. This is the exact reason why Vampires need to be born and never created; because you need to be educated into the lifestyle and understand our laws and orders, history, and fucking legends. One should slide into their abilities with full understanding. Yet she’s already wielding powers of her ancestors...the ones we thought she might have but this proves it. A damn knife appearing in her damn hand out of thin fucking air.

“Angel, what were you thinking before you were holding the knife?” I ask.

Caius shakes his head. “I’d kindly advise you pick another endearment, Prez. Every time you call her that could send out a vibe they could pick up.”


“You know it doesn’t work that fucking way,” I snarl. “She’s precious, Angelic with her beauty, pale skin, and black silk hair. It’s a fucking endearment and I’ll call my Old Lady whatever the fuck I want. They won’t be flagged by that word if I use it in that way.”

“Who are ‘they’?” Tessera asks and yet again confusion is painted on her pretty face.

“First, tell me what you were thinking,” I press, needing to know for sure her thoughts are linked.

“The thought crossed my mind that I would love to have a knife in my hands, okay? Then boom, there it was,” she snaps at me.

Caius tilts his head. “What did you want to do with it, precious? You don’t palm a knife without having any use for it. Let me guess, I was going to be on the receiving end.”

“I might have wanted to cut your eye out of your skull when you winked,” she mutters and releases a deep breath. “But you really get on my nerves when you smile that creepy smile, and then you winked and,” She finishes with a frustrated scream, making me swallow the laugh that almost slips out.

“It’s one of the perks, love.” I brush my knuckles against her cheek, needing to touch her gorgeous face. “The items that are tied to any of your blood connections, or those close to you, can be recalled within your grasp.” 

“Even you?” she gasps.

“No. Objects owned by me, or others connected with you, yes.” I glance at the knife on the floor. “Does the knife look familiar? Is it yours?”

She glances down for an instant and connects her gaze with mine, shaking her head slowly.

“Okay. Are you sure? Because it’s not mine either. Maybe one of your friends, or maybe from work?” I question, but fuck...now that I take a closer look. “Caius, get Theon in here, right fucking now.”

“Oh, shit. Yeah, Prez. On it.” Caius rushes out and I take the advantage to let Tessera know my train of thoughts. “If you don’t recognize it, and the way the knife looks...and let’s not forget the fact that your powers just awakened...I have good reasons to believe this knife belongs to one of your ancestors. Meaning they could track it.”

“Oh, shit. Like how I blurted out...you know, what you think one of my ancestors is?” Her eyes go from the knife back to me as she backs away.

I revel in the fact that she inches closer to me. It’s a clear show of trust and comfort. Sneaking my arm around her waist, I pull her close and murmur in her ear. “No worries, Angel. Even if I have to fight heaven and hell both at the same time, there’s no fucking way I’m ever going to lose the one thing that completes me. What I’ve been longing for centuries to find. You’re mine, and I protect what’s mine.”

She melts against me for only an instant when she pulls back and locks eyes with me. “You should seriously stop calling me that.”  

My gaze travels to her mouth. If I didn’t hear Caius and Theon coming this way, I’d be kissing the fuck out of her. But I can’t, so I regretfully step away from her and let her know. “I like the way your eyes light up when I call you that. There are only a few walking this earth who I respect enough to listen to, and for everything else, there’s only one rule I follow.”

“And it’s called ‘I do whatever the fuck I want.’” Caius rolls his eyes as he strolls into the office. “Can we continue with this knife incident before we have uninvited company? Yes? Thanks. For fuck’s sake.” 

My VP has been with me for centuries and clearly he’s heard me say that shit more than once. It doesn’t mean he needs to be disrespectful. 

“Fuck,” Caius snaps. His upper lip tips up in a snarl but he manages to keep the rest of his discomfort on the inside. “Sorry Prez. Didn’t mean any disrespect, it’s always been you and me, I know that’s different now with your Old Lady, but fuck. Yeah, shutting up now.”

Every single one in my MC is linked with me. When I need to reprimand someone, it’s easy to inflict pain with a single thought. When one of them dies? I see what they see right before they leave this fucking world. You might think it’s neat to have these kind of abilities, but it’s also a burden. One I’ve learned to live with over centuries.

For instance, the Vampire who turned Tessera? She was called Aura and was a part of my inner circle of trusted ones for a very long time. I’ve always felt protective of her, as a friend; something close as a sister. When Dedrick killed her, I had no other choice than to watch it happen. The pain that sliced through my body was excruciating; I felt what she felt, saw what she saw. It’s something I will never forget. 

“You did that reprimand thing with your mind?” Tessera eyes me before a smile slides over her strawberry painted lips. “Would I be able to do that too? It would have been handy to know before the knife appeared in my hand.”

During the time she’s been here, I’ve only been able to explain some things. It’s not like I could bombard her with every single detail of information, she’s been through hell already. I had to start with how I knew her father killed Aura. What I neglected to tell her is that I was the one who ripped off the head of her father. I only mentioned we killed him...as in everyone who was there to save her and the others, putting a stop to this man’s insanity of creating half-bloods for his own personal vendetta.

Not that it would matter to her that I killed the man who made her a Vampire. It’s a damn DNA connection, that’s all it is. She didn’t even know it was her father who kidnapped her until I told her.

“To be honest? I have no damn clue. This is all gray matter. If you were a born Vampire and we would mate, we would be aware of all the damn details that’ve been known through centuries. Except now, with us and the twist of your background, it’s complicated.” 

“Because I’m different,” she muses.

“Yes.” I take a deep breath and explain again. “Humans who have been bitten and consume the blood of a Vampire don’t all turn into one. Most die because their bodies are inadequately built for the transition, our blood carries a powerful punch. Vampires are meant to be born, not created. I hate saying it, but it’s a matter of physical strength of body and mind. Those who do turn into a Vampire can’t handle it and go on a rampage driven by bloodlust. They don’t live long because we put a stop to those. That’s why there’s a law, as the Prez of the Vampire Charter,” 

“I’m not born...” she interrupts me and swallows. I fucking hate to admit this and it’s the whole damn reason why I neglected to tell her.

“I know,” I admit.

She takes a step away from me. “You were supposed to kill me, weren’t you? I was in your territory...you...if you didn’t, Alastair would because you answer to him, and he answers to The Orderly. Tell me I’m wrong.” Her voice turned from shocked to full-blown anger the next instant.

“I wasn’t going to allow anything to happen to you, and neither was Alastair.” And that’s the fucking truth because I can’t live without my eternal mate. 

Not just because my heart would shatter to the point of no return, but I’d fucking starve to death because no other blood except for hers would do. It’s just the way it is with Vampire mating.

“Guys, focus please. We don’t have time for a fucking lovers’ quarrel, not with this beacon lying here on the floor in the midst of the clubhouse,” Caius presses, and I know he’s right.

I stalk to the closet where I grab a small black box that would be big enough to fit the knife in. Crouching down next to it, I meet Tessera’s gaze. “Would you mind picking it up and placing it inside?”

I can tell she’s surprised by my request but she doesn’t say anything, instead she jumps into action and places the knife in the box. Closing it, I hand it to Theon who leaves the room along with Caius. I shut the door behind them to make sure we’re locked in my office. With the door locked, it’s completely soundproof. 

Believe me, it’s necessary when you’re the Prez of the Vampire Charter. Enhanced hearing is one of the perks of being a Vampire, but not something that comes in handy when you need to talk through delicate shit that isn’t meant for everyone to hear.

“Before I saw the damn feathers of my wings I knew it would be a major problem we had to deal with. But I can assure you, I would never let anything happen to you,” I vow.

“The feathers?” Her eyebrows scrunch up adorably. “What do my ancestors have to do with it? You said a Vampire needs to be born. That little fact still doesn’t apply to me, so what’s changed?” 

“The awareness of the kind of DNA that is running inside you, Angel. It changes the odds for you drastically. No one touches the Elite, and I would assume it’s the same for those who have a fragment of their DNA flowing through their veins. That’s only an assumption because they don’t walk this earth frequently, let alone splurge on female attention for their own pleasure. I haven’t even heard about a possibility of one creating offspring until you.”

She stalks over to a chair and leans her ass on the armrest. “Why are you suddenly calling them Elite? Alastair mentioned something about calling them that instead, is it a synonym? Doesn’t it draw the same kind of attention? And how can you be so sure?”

“The knife. It has inscriptions. And I call them Elite because they are...top of the rank. Those who come down here and set foot on earth are the most vicious warriors. If one would step in to save a human who’s screamed for help, one would handle the situation within minutes and disappear right after. They only pop in and out when they are called upon by a human in need. That’s why the word is flagged as a call for help. It’s scanned for so to say and if needed they drop in, take action how they’ve deemed fit, and hightail out, no questions asked. But seeing the Demons would like to get their hands on one for reasons unknown...they answer to the same...call so to say. When more than one at a time comes down, it’s because of a major threat, you might say it’s the kind of threat that would cause an apocalypse. No one knows when or if we will see them, they are hidden until they are needed. Like the knife that appeared in your hand.” I run a hand through my hair because this is the part she also needs to know. “The fragment of DNA that links you to them has clearly been dormant all your life. But it all changed with our mating. The reason we don’t mention what you are is because they will hear our ‘call.’ The mere mention of that word made in a reference to them will be screened to see if there’s a reason for them to come and render aid. They can tune in...like a video feed being monitored so to say. We won’t even know if they do that shit.” When I mention that last part, it makes her eyes spark with interest, fuck. 

“Not a good thing, Tessera. You don’t want their interference. Their ways are resolute and they leave you no option or choice; their ruling is final. But like I said, it’s not just them you send out a signal to and attract, it’s their counterpart too.” Stalking toward her, I lift her chin with one finger to connect our gaze, to make sure she knows I’m not voicing this word either. Not that the word itself has the same effect as voicing Angel but it’s not something to take lightly, so I let it slide through her thoughts. “Demons.” I let my thumb slide over her bottom lip before I continue our discussion out loud. “If the call for an Elite is considered legit, they will show up and kill the one that voiced the call for help before the Elite has a chance to get there. They pop up just for the sole reason to aggravate The Orderly who need to keep a handle on all the Death by Reaper MC Charters. Demons are outlaws and they live for the fun of killing. Or so the rumors say. They respond to the call for an Elite to...capture one? Kill? The one that shows up. Who knows, because their war has existed for decades and everybody is aware of it and stays out of their path. The one thing that’s clear about those two is that they are natural born enemies. And if they find out that you...”

“Shit,” she mutters while standing up. 

Panic enters her stunning eyes, understanding the risk that comes with the trace of DNA that’s running through her veins.

“You’re the Old Lady of the President of the Death by Reaper MC, Vampire Charter. You’re protected by us, and with that, you also have the support of the Hell Charter. Not only because they back us up as a matter of it being their duty to do so, but also because of the link with your sister. Seeing the Elite always protects their own, I’m fairly sure you have their support also. At least when it comes to protecting you from others, but it might come with strings attached and that’s not something either of us want. They might try and take you away from me or make another decision I seriously don’t want to fucking think about. Let’s just conclude that it’s a big pile of fucked up shit we’re going to deal with.” One thing at a fucking time I tell myself, because I have to admit that I have no damn clue how all of this will unfold.

“Have you ever met one?” Her voice is barely a whisper.

I give her a slight nod. “About a century ago. It wasn’t pleasant but I welcomed the interference. We were tracking a Vampire who went rogue. He had his eyes set on a human who he was obsessed with. She ran into an alley, screaming for help. He was taunting her, holding her by the throat against the wall while we blocked the alley. We always put the priority of a human life first. We couldn’t risk killing him without the woman getting hurt. Then out of nowhere one appeared behind him and with a mere touch the Vampire was dust. The Elite brushed his fingers along the woman’s temple and with it deleted the Vampire out of her memory so she wouldn’t remember anything. The Elite’s eyes met mine, he gave me a nod as if to say it’s been handled, and then he was gone. That quick, that simple.”

“They don’t wait around to chitchat, gotcha,” she muses. “Can I ask what he looked like? It was a he, right? Or a she?”

“This one was a male, yes.” She makes me chuckle and add, “He didn’t have a piece of sheet wrapped around him, no robe, this one was dressed casual. White slacks along with a white shirt. They are pristine with their large white wings. Even when I only saw him for the blink of an eye when he left. His wings weren’t there when he presented himself, so that means he made himself visible after he arrived at the scene, allowing us the chance to handle it. It’s a mutual respect, but like I said earlier...you don’t want them to swoop in because they take decisions out of your hands. No negotiation, sweet-talk, nothing...their decisions, their rules. To be honest...I have no clue what their intentions would be if they’d find out about you.”  

She takes her bottom lip between her teeth, clearly worried like I am with not knowing if the Elite could be our enemy or friend. “And the other ones? Have you?” 

She’s curious about the counterparts of Angels; Demons. Pure evil. That’s what they are. “More than a few times. We can handle them when needed, unless it’s one of the very few upper level Demons; I know at least two of those exist. They possess too much power if we were to face them on our own. But a low-level Demon is a bit of a pickle to handle too. You need to behead them fairly quickly because they scream when they’re about to die and it attracts more. Those upper level Demons also get a visual of the person who kills one of their own. Then you’ll have the attention of the big one, you’ll be needing backup within minutes or you’re the one to die.”

“Crap. Every time I think I have a handle on some of the things going on, you throw new wood on the fire. Anything else I need to know about? Just lay it on me, I can handle it.” She stands up and starts to pace.

“I just got started.” Her eyes flash to mine, horror stricken, making the corner of my mouth twitch. “But most can wait, Angel. These were the main things you need to be aware of. We’ll get into other things as we go because there’s a lot about the Paranormal world you will need to experience, or learn for yourself. Like handling every biker in this MC. I might have told you everything about being a Vampire, but these guys have their own twists. I’ve explained some of their powers and when you need them for something, you might be able to reach out for them with your mind. It’s something we will need to practice. Not today, though, today has been an overload of information. There’s only one thing we need to do now.”

“What do we need to do?” Again, concern edges her face.

I don’t fucking like it one bit and it’s been a dragging few weeks with her holed up in her room. With our bond in place, her becoming my Old Lady, she needs it as much as me, and everyone else in this MC. 

“We need to party,” I state, and flash a huge grin. 
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***Tessera***

We need to party. What a freaking idiot. 

“Now?” I squeak. “You want to throw a party right now?”

“Angel, think about it. All of our guys know very well what the fuck is going on and what might be coming our way. I just explained to you what kind of trouble is hiding around the corner, right? Most of us have been walking this earth for centuries, but guys will always be fucking guys. They need to blow off steam; fuck, take blood, have a good time. That kind of shit. We need for them to let go because when push comes to shove? They will be the difference between keeping your head on your shoulders or watching it roll by.”

Shit. He does have a point. “Fine. Have your party time with the guys.” 

“We’ll be required to show face, seeing you’re my Old Lady now and that’s the reason they were already organizing the party when I brought you here into my office. Practically none of the guys have seen or met you. You’ve been hiding downstairs in the basement, that ends today,” the idiot tells me with a smirk on his face.

Great. While we were discussing drama, they were busy organizing a party. And he’s right...I have been hiding. I groan and take my head into my hands. “Why can’t things be normal? Freaking Vampires, badass bikers, who strive to protect humans. Yet this right here makes me think you’re just boys with toys who want to drink and play.”

“Boys with toys, huh? Drink and play...well, they are boys, their toy would be their dick, the women who come here freely will be played with while they drink. Booze or blood; both will flow as freely as orgasms.”

“That’s disgusting and only drives my point home.” I shake my head at how he makes it sound that his guys are merely a bunch of horny teenagers while some in fact are centuries old.

I still can’t believe I’m a Vampire myself and that most of the legends are false about Vampires. You do see them in a mirror, they can walk in the sun, they can eat normal food and drink whatever they freaking like. I have a degree in Greek Mythology, have a job in a museum, sucked up every piece of information about mythological creatures and details of gods and all the wide variety of traditions and adventures, only to find out that not all is what it seems. 

And to be honest? I don’t like change. At all. Whether it’s my brand of soap they changed to make it better or the new washing machine because the old one gave up, it doesn’t matter. Any change is screwing with my head. So, with learning about all these mystical creatures, to have the knowledge I’ve learned was either incomplete or dead wrong...being kidnapped and thrown into a Paranormal world...one where I discovered that I’m not the person, or freaking human, I thought I was all my life? Yeah, try playing catchup with all of that running in your brain.

Oh, and add the fact that the biggest freaking change is standing right next to me...being mated to an insanely hot Vampire, who’s centuries old I might add. That makes me think...how many women did he have before me? I’ve had maybe...wait, why can’t I remember how many men I’ve been with? I did have sex...right? Dammit, now I’m doubting myself.

“Have you been thirsty?” His voice is husky. “For blood, booze, or multiple orgasms?” 

Shit, I hate when he does that; makes my nipples harden with just the use of his voice. It ignites a demand to have him, his touch, his blood...him, inside me.

“How would I freaking know about orgasms?” I snap. “I can’t even remember if I ever had sex. Pretty sure I did. No, I’m not exactly sure because I can’t freaking remember,” I seethe while the man chuckles and smirks some more, making me add, “I’m really starting to dislike you.”

“You like me, huh?” His voice oozes sex while he slides closer. “That’s a start, but Angel...you’re following me on a long distance because I was already on the road to love when you sank your fangs into my neck and mated with me for all eternity.”

My eyes go wide. “Love? You can’t be serious. Love is something,”

“Something that slammed into me when I first laid eyes on you. Something that mingles with every cell inside my body. Something that scorched my soul and imprinted for life. With the lifespan we have...a Vampire’s love...that’s for all eternity and he, or she, loves only once. The eternal mating is most definitely something created so no Vampire soul would spend an eternity alone. A reason why Vampires are born is because only eternal mates are able to have children. Please don’t insult my feelings when you don’t fully understand something.” His jaw tics.

It seems he wants to say more but instead he turns and stalks to the door. Without turning back, he says, “I’ll have someone bring you to our room where you can get ready for the party.” Then he’s gone.

What just happened? My heart beats like crazy and all my mind can come up with is that I’ve insulted a man who just told me he loved me. But that’s insane. We have been in each other’s presence for a few weeks and it’s not like we dated in that time, or got cozy. 

How on earth can that man love me? Snap your fingers and boom, love. Me. Someone who was left as a baby, has no parents, and was bounced from foster home to foster home. I have no family, no long-term friendships or relationships. Well, I can’t remember having sex and with that any man in my life for that matter.

Dammit, this is crazy. How can he be insulted while I can’t even wrap my head around any of this? Yes, I get that he opened up his heart and held it out in front of him for me to take...but it’s unrealistic. As is the fact that I became a Vampire, am mated, and am insanely attracted to him and deep down know very well my feelings toward him are huge and real, but still...in-freaking-sane. 

Add the fact that I haven’t even loved anyone in my life, how can I be so sure these weird and overwhelming feelings I have for him are in fact love? We haven’t even freaking kissed yet! See how all of this is confusing? Yet he’s pissed off I questioned his freaking love. 

“Hey, Tess, Prez wanted me to escort you to your room. Mind telling me why he didn’t take you himself?” Caius is standing in the hallway and only pops his head into the room, showing his long, bright blue hair, and his all-knowing smile on his face as if he has all the answers.

Wait. Maybe he can answer some questions that will help me understand. “How long has your hair been blue and how long have you been Jagger’s VP, or known each other for that matter? And don’t start with telling me centuries and dodge the question here or I’ll try if the mind thing works and fry your brain. I need answers.” 

He doesn’t say a word but steps inside instead and locks the door behind him. He crosses his arms in front of his chest and stares me down. “What happened?”

Yeah, like I’d tell him. “Nothing. Now answer my questions.”

“Not before you explain to me why my Prez is pissed off and sent me here to show you where his room is when he’s been working on said fucking room for the entire time you’ve been here. You know, trying to get it ready to show you. So, I ask again, what happened?” His fierce eyes are piercing mine, showing no intent to say or do anything until I’ve answered him.

“He basically told me he loved me and I kinda told him he couldn’t be serious.” Shame hits me, I shouldn’t have reacted like that. My cheeks flush while my throat clogs up.

“I’m fine with telling you anything I know, or even listening to sappy girl shit, but woman? If you think of crying or even so much as dropping one damn tear or sniffle your nose for that matter, I’m going to leave this room so fast you won’t even have time to take your next breath. Am I making myself clear?” Caius’ voice is a hard snap.

“Yes. You won’t be handing out tissues. Got it.” I clear my throat and throw myself in a chair. “I reacted poorly, I realize that now. But how was I supposed to react? I don’t even know what I’m feeling or what the hell is going on. It’s all overwhelming, I’m carrying a truckload of insecurities, but mostly...it’s unbelievable. One day I’m human, kidnapped, turned into a Vampire, mated, realize I have sisters and,” My hands are flying through the air to add to the despair and turmoil of emotions that are running through me. “All of you guys, an Old Lady, I’m supposed to join a party and he’s mad at me. I’m very attracted to him, but how do I know if that’s love when I never ever loved anyone? And he hasn’t even kissed me!”

There’s a hint of surprise on his face before he winces. “Fucking waterfall of rambling insecurities. Women really should stop dissecting shit,” Caius mutters and shakes his head while I give him the stink eye. Asshole.

“It’s not normal, you idiot. First you date, then you kiss, then have...you know, sex. You build something before you even say anything about love.” I enlighten the idiot who has clearly lived for centuries and yet has no understanding how things work in the real world.

“When a Vampire lays eyes on their eternal mate, it’s like everything in life falls into place. Your heart will only beat for the other soul that’s linked with yours. It’s as natural as breathing.” A sly smile appears on his face. “Unless you’re not a born Vampire but one who has been brought up by human standards. Well, well, well. Logic meets doubt and uncertainty, no wonder Prez was pissed. It’s a slight hitch though, you’ll adapt. Just know Jagger is straightforward, like I said...it’s a natural thing for us and even if we have to wait centuries of being alone, the thought of eventually finding our eternal mate is something that keeps us going.”

Well if you put it like that. “I’m an idiot,” I mutter mainly to myself. A question rises yet again that he would be able to answer for me. “Is that why I can’t remember if I had sex? I think I did...I don’t know.”

“Side effect from the mating. The women don’t remember previous partners and for the males...well, let’s just say they do remember but in a way where the faces of previous ones are a blur, making place for the one who holds their heart for an eternity.” The fact this idiot slightly winces makes it clear that he freaking well knows how twisted that is.

“He’s lived for centuries!” I growl.

“Okay, next to the crying or dropping tears shit? Is jealousy. That stuff makes the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end. Stop with that shit, besides...no fucking reason to be. Do I need to remind you about the stuff I told you? Besides, Jagger was always one who never went after a woman. More like when you have an itch you scratch and be done with it.”

My eyes widen. “You should have stopped freaking talking after you said ‘do I need to remind you about the stuff I told you.’ Dammit, I really don’t like you, nor did I need to hear about an itch. Talk about stuff that makes the hairs on the back of your neck stand on end.” A shiver of repulse runs through my body.

“Noted,” the annoying man simply states. “Would you like to see the room and what he did to it for you?”

Sadness makes my chest hurt. “I’d like to, but you mentioned he was excited about it and now I screwed it up and you’re showing me instead of him. I feel so stupid. Can you go get him so I can say a few things and hopefully clear the air between us?”

“Sorry. No can do.” Caius takes a step closer to the door. “He’s in church with most of the others to bring them up to speed about things. I already know what he’s telling them, hence the reason I’m here with you. Oh, and the fact he wouldn’t allow anyone else near you. He knows I won’t ever touch you for my heart belongs to my eternal mate who awaits me in the future. And he trusts me, knows I would rather end my life than touch you. That’s another thing you need to be aware of. He won’t like other men hanging around you or touching you, even if you’re already mated to him. Seeing the two of you haven’t even kissed adds to the complications. The reason I cleared the clubhouse when you went for his throat is because the mating goes with the exchange of all fluids. An eternal mating is bloodlust amplified with sex, all twisted together, one entangled with the other enhancing the power between mates. If he hasn’t kissed you, he hasn’t fucked you, if you two haven’t fucked...it’s like a bomb that’s ready to detonate at any time. Knowing Jagger, he would want to give you time but that might not be up to him. He’s strong and can fight the urges but it will also put him on edge. Remember what I mentioned about not tolerating other males around you, he might attack his own men even if he doesn’t want to...it’s damn instinct. The fucking is also another way to tighten the bond between you two.”

“Brilliant,” I mutter. “Any other last minute need to know things you want to throw at me? If not, lead the way. I want a hot shower and a change of clothes. Shit. We need to go downstairs and get my things.”

“No need, you’ll see.” Caius opens the door and waits for me to go through it. “Turn right, end of the hall.”

I don’t say anything more and follow his direction, letting all the stuff we just discussed soak inside my brain.



	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 05 

[image: image]


***Jagger***

Music is flowing through the clubhouse at the same volume as all the voices of the men who are enjoying themselves. Grabbing a drink, playing pool, watching TV, playing video games, or getting cozy with some of the females that come to the club for a good time.

For humans we’re just another MC like any other, unaware of all the danger that lurks in the darkness in every corner this earth possesses. I release a deep sigh and keep my eyes pinned on the hallway, expecting Tessera to stroll in any second. Even with all our talks, she’s still new to all of this and that’s the very reason I’m still holding back.

I don’t know how long I will be able to stay in control. There’s a burning need to have her. To be able to bury my dick inside her welcoming body while I sink my teeth into her pale, soft skin. I’d like to say we have time...but with the turnaround we had, revealing what kind of Supernatural has mixed with her ancestors? Trouble is on its way and can arrive any damn second. 

That’s also the reason I let my guys blow off some steam, even drunk off their asses they would be ready to fight or die, but they need this; a celebration. Their Prez mating isn’t something that happens very often. And why the fuck is she still not here? 

My eyes glance toward Caius who signals toward the hallway with his eyebrows. Letting me know without words to go to her, like he already mentioned when he strolled in here over twenty minutes ago. But I can’t. If I do I would be in a room where there’s both, a damn bed and my mate, the need to take her would be even more pressing.

Fuck it. I can’t stand around here waiting for her to show, I’m eating myself up as it is. Stalking through the hallway, I barge into my room and lock the door behind me. My eyes travel through the empty space. Inhaling, I track her sweet scent to the bathroom.

“Tessera,” I hiss through clenched teeth.

I’m so in tune to her that even without being in the same room, I’m able to sense the fucking water drops that are sliding down her body. Her head peeks out before she steps inside the room, a fucking towel wrapped around her while she’s drying that black silk hair of hers.

“There you are. Took you long enough. I asked Caius to tell you to please come by when you had the chance. You know, after the meeting you had and other stuff you needed to handle.” She shyly glances down. “I wanted to be dressed before you came, to surprise you, but you bought so much stuff it was hard to pick something to wear and it seems now I’m the one who’s running late.”

From the corner of my eye I notice all the clothes that are draped over the bed. Different kinds of dresses, jeans, shirts. Seems like she was indecisive and wanted to try everything all at once. That thought makes warmth flow through my chest. My woman liked the things I personally picked out for her.

I take a step closer but keep a fair amount of distance between us. “Did you need anything that wasn’t in your closet, or the bathroom for that matter?” 

“It’s more than enough. I don’t even think I’ve had so much in all my life. Thank you.” She fucking beams at me. “Caius told me you picked everything out yourself.”

I shrug uncomfortably. I never had any interest in female shit. But when I brought her into the clubhouse in stained clothes without anything else, I wanted to give her the world. Fuck. The whole universe, because she deserves so much, and more.

She slides forward, closing the distance I need between us and lifts herself on her tiptoes to press a gentle kiss on my cheek. I’m nailed to the floor, my eyes are closed, and my hands tighten to fists at my side. I want nothing more than to grab her, throw her on the bed and ravish her...but I can’t. Again, she deserves more. More than the lust filled urge to claim her. Raw fucking isn’t the kind of lovemaking I want for our first time.

Fuck. Her lips trail down my jaw. A growl rumbles from deep inside my chest as a warning. She needs to back away. “Don’t,” I barely manage in a guttural tone.

Next thing I know, her teeth sink into my neck. I’ve got her bare ass in both hands, and the next nanosecond her back is pressed against the wall. Her legs circle my waist while a sweet as fuck giggle vibrates against my skin. Her head pulls back, a little drop of my blood is spilling over her lips. Fuck. She’s magnificent.

“I adore you,” she whispers. “And I’m so sorry I reacted the way I did when you shared your feelings. I’m just not used to,”

I don’t let her finish her words. She doesn’t have to. I know damn well what she means and how it is between us, and for her. That’s why I wanted to take things slow but I can’t, she took it out of my hands when she walked in here naked and sank her teeth into my neck.

I slam our mouths together and slide a hand in between us to unbuckle my pants and free my dick. I need inside her and fast. Her hips are grinding, little moans escaping her, she’s just as anxious as I am. Except when my dick bumps against her clit...everything fucking freezes. What the fuck?

Holding her, I turn and let her fall back on the bed, allowing me to get a good visual of her bare pussy that’s pierced. Damn. That’s remarkable. I drop to my knees to get a closer look. The scent of her arousal is wafting around, luring me in. My thumb slides through her folds, taking some of her wetness to glide back and forth over the piercing that’s pressing on her clit. 

“Such a nifty little thing, I am in awe.” My voice comes out hoarse.

Her hips shoot off the mattress, making me grab on and press her back down. 

“Sensitive,” she groans. “It heightens...wait...you’ve never seen one?” She connects her gaze with mine but her eyes slide away when she mutters, “Shouldn’t have asked that, I really don’t want to know with all those centuries of experience.”

I can’t contain myself and have to taste her, flip that piercing with my tongue to play with her clit. Leaning in, I let my tongue slide through her pussy, making sure to explore the way this new thing enhances both our pleasure.

“Never.” I say this word in a fierce tone and let her know. “This is the first time I’ve ever seen one. And I have to say, I’m liking it very much so far.”

She shoots me a look of disbelief. “But you’re so old.” 

A high-pitched yelp rushes out before it turns into a long moan when I shake my mouth against her pussy, letting my scruff heighten her pleasure. 

My tongue gives her piercing some action before I tell her, “It’s been a couple hundred years since I’ve had some action in that department.”

“Wow,” she breathes while her fingers slide into my hair, putting my mouth back on her.

I hungrily devour her pussy, soothing some of both our needs. Her taste is addictive and already intensifying. The way she trembles in my hands, her breathing is pumping out of control, her fingers that tighten in my hair. Everything combined lets me know she’s furiously chasing an orgasm she’s dying to obtain. 

I’m torn in two. I want to let her come in my mouth but at the same time, I want her to ripple around my dick with the first orgasm I give her. She starts to come, her taste so pure as I dash up and bury myself deep inside her. Fuck. The combination of both is the ultimate high. I struggle to hold myself back when her nails dig into my shoulders as she flattens her bare breasts against my chest, screaming out her orgasm currently strangling my dick.

I start to slide in and out with lazy strokes to experience every tremor the walls of her pussy compliments me with. There’s so much emotion flowing through my body right now that I’m unable to hold back the wings that erupt from my back. They close around us as if I need to shield her from the rest of the world and create a tight space where only the two of us exist.

Her arms are looped around my neck and her back lifts off the bed when she gasps. Our eyes connect and my heart stops when I see a flash of pain enter her eyes. But when I see the mass of serene white feathers emerging from behind her, understanding dawns.

“Fucking beautiful, Angel. Your wings are...” I have no words. Fuck. “The most enticing, exquisite show of perfection I’ve ever seen.” 

A tear slides down her cheek before she buries her face into the crook of my neck. “Thank you,” she whispers.

A gasp leaves her when I throw my hips back and forth. I can’t hold back any longer. The way we embrace each other with our wings while holding our bodies tight...a sea of blue flames crackles around us as if charged with the energy we light up together.

Her tongue traces the skin slightly above my collarbone. The exact same spot my mouth hoovers over on her body. When her teeth sink in, so do mine. Bright light erupts from behind my eyelids as a massive orgasm catches me by surprise. At the same time, I feel my mate ripple with the same pleasure. It’s so intense that I can taste her orgasm in the blood that flows freely on my tongue. Right here is the most amazing moment of my life, that’s for fucking sure.

When the last tremor has faded, I feel her tongue slide over my skin before she leans back and places her forehead against mine. “That was...wow.”

A chuckle escapes me. “Wow is definitely correct, Angel. Spectacular and damn...if it’s like that our first time...just wait until we get the hang of it, huh?”

Her nose hits the ceiling as laughter flows through the air. Fuck. My dick is still hard inside her but that sound and the way her pussy clenches, I could fire the fucking right back up.

Her eyes meet mine and I see so much intensity swirling in there. “I now know the words that hold the meaning behind them. Saying I love you feels like I belong to you. That there isn’t anyone to who I feel connected with more. For who I will grieve and wish to no longer live without when something happens. You bring me, and give me, so damn much...it’s overwhelming how in such a short period of time something can feel so right.”

“Fuck,” I rasp.

And for real...that’s the only thing I have to say at this moment? I should say I love her too, how those words soak my heart even more with the love I already hold for her. But the end of the line is that I don’t have to say anything. Our minds, our bodies, our damn souls, are an open book to one another. She knows exactly how I feel about her and what she does to me. I hold her tighter and slam my mouth over hers, needing to taste the love we share. 

When the kiss slows down and I open my eyes, I get to see my woman’s face radiate pleasure and contentment. She sighs dreamily to make the picture fucking complete. This woman doesn’t comprehend completely how she changed my life for good. But I intend to show her every goddamn minute how special she is.

My lips feather over her forehead. “Time we show face before they come looking for us.”

“Oh, shit. The party,” Tessera gasps in understanding and swings her head to the right. “Come on, we need to,”

Her voice stops when her eyes meet the magnificent view of her wings. I’ve pushed my own wings back, it’s as easy as raising your arm, a reflex, something that comes naturally. But for this amazing woman, everything seems to be the first time.

“Soft,” she whispers as she lets her fingertips trail over them. The blue flames that are dancing around highlight her skin. “Very pretty.”

I let my knuckles slide over her cheek. “You are.”

“Smoothtalker.” She chuckles and stands up on the bed, spreading her wings while the smile on her face brightens the room and tightens my heart.

Jumping from the bed, she lets her wings glide her down smoothly to the floor. My woman in naked glory with serene wings. One hell of a stunning sight.

“No, no.” She waves a finger at me. “Stop with the smoldering eyes. We need to get dressed. Now, how do I make them go away?” 

“It’s the same what you did just now with jumping off the bed and using them, a reflex. Like when you need to open a door and stretch your arm out, don’t think, just act on instinct.” I perch myself on my elbow and watch how she stares over her shoulder.

“It’s not working,” she mutters mainly to herself.

Sliding off the bed, I stalk to my closet and grab a pair of jeans. “Get dressed, Angel. Ignore them. Wings have the tendency to appear when you need them and be gone when they’re not needed.”

Tessera watches me before she nods slowly and grabs underwear, ripped blue jeans, and a black lace top. When she’s put her lace thong on and grabs her jeans, she glances back and notices her wings have retracted. Again, with the bright as fuck smile when she slips into her bra and top. When she’s standing before me with added black lace-up heels, all I can do is stare at the hint of her breasts as they swell above her top.

“You need a necklace,” I croak. “One that snags away the attention from,” I clear my throat and let my fingers do the talking as they slide down over those magnificent hills she’s showing off in a delicate way.

“I don’t have one.” Her breathing picks up, making that gorgeous bosom bounce with ease. “My sister had a gorgeous one.” 

Her eyes close and fuck. A golden chain materializes before my eyes. It holds a pendant that’s a tiny ruby flask surrounded with wings and detailed inscriptions. Ones I recognize.

“Tessera, Angel...you unwillingly stole your sister’s necklace just now.” 

“Oh. My. God.” She looks horrified. “What have I done?”

“Well,” I have to smile because this is actually something she would be happy with, “the pendant contains something that enforces your sister’s magic. She’s going to need it back. You do realize what that means, right?”

“She’ll come looking for it,” she squeaks in delight.

“She’ll come looking for it,” I confirm. “Though I don’t know how happy she’ll be once she gets here.”

Tessera winces before she shrugs. “Mad or not, I’d like to see her. I had no way to contact her and now I unwillingly found a way to meet her.”

I shake my head, because, fuck. “Have you ever seen a Fae who’s pissed off?”

“Well, shit,” she mutters. 

Rightly so, because she might just have added another dash of fucked up problems we don’t need.
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***Tessera***

To say I’m doing great is such a contradiction. First, I step on Jagger’s toes by insulting his feelings, then I steal from my sister. Okay, I didn’t realize both when I did it, and it wasn’t intentional, but still...I suck. And I do, suck that is, because of the whole Vampire thing, but this is such a low blow and I hate it.

I always keep to myself and this is probably why; my lack of social skills. And for real, I need to get a handle on my mind with wanting stuff and then having it pop up at my very command. Nifty and cool, but it comes to bite me in my ass, I’m sure it will.

And the fact that I’m walking into the main room of the clubhouse where music is blasting through the air along with heavy discussions of all the bikers who are vacating the space. Mingle. That’s what I need to do. Get social. Yes, that would be perfect with my train wrecking experience up to now.

“Prez. Can I have a word?” Caius points to Jagger’s office.

Jagger glances at me as if he’s unsure. 

“Go on, I’ll be fine,” I tell him, and I will be. I need to. 

All my life I never felt like I was a part of something. I’ve always felt alone, like I was searching for more. Jagger feels so freaking right. This here is his space, his guys, and with that...this will be mine too. Yet when I look around at all those fierce faces who I haven’t had a chance to meet, I’m not so sure. 

Jagger steps toward me and places his lips against my temple. “Be right back,” he murmurs sweetly, caressing my ears and heart.

I grab a fistful of his cut and drag him back when he wants to step away. “You better be,” I tell him before stealing a hard kiss.

Jagger chuckles and shakes his head while he follows Caius into his office. When my gaze travels through the room, I realize everyone is staring at me. Well, probably at what just happened between Jagger and me.

Shit. I did mention my lack of social skills, right? Add the feeling awkward in weird situation... “Do we have any wine?”

“Romulus, bring the Prez’s Old Lady some wine,” the one standing near the bar with short blond hair says.

“On it, Theon,” Romulus says.

I make a mental note to remember those two names and that’s probably what I should do; have a little chat with everyone to get their names. Stepping closer to the bar, I take a seat next to Theon. 

“Hi.” I smile and turn my attention to the other biker who is sitting on the other side of me. “I’m Tess, and you are?”

The corner of his mouth twitches. He’s got wild, dirty blond hair and looks a little boyish. “Horatio.”

Okay, this one might look boyish but the way he said his name just now? “You’re anything but your boyish appearance, right? I bet you’re the vicious one.” Ooops. Yes, I have no control over my mouth, and thoughts, while in the company of others. I did mention I’m socially disturbed, right?

“Ah, that’s the hint of Elite combined with the Heaven side of you seeping through, filtering the essence of a soul. No need to try and smooth talk it over. You’re right, I am vicious.” He shoots me a grin with a hint of fang. 

“Good. No one needs a bunch of mushy Vampires,” I mutter, making those around me laugh.

I need a manual because these people seem to know more about the things every Paranormal can do than me. And I studied freaking Greek Mythology and I can’t even wrap my mind around the fact that my sister is part Fae and I just pissed her off. Fae...some legends say they are evil. Even Jagger mentioned a Fae being pissed is a bad thing. And it’s not like we have a sisterly bond or anything. Shit. My thoughts are all over the place.

“Here’s your wine, Tess,” Romulus says as he places a glass before me. 

I gulp it down and shove the glass in his direction. “Another one, please.”

Romulus raises one of his eyebrows. “You sure you don’t want something stronger?” 

I’m contemplating his question when there’s a flash of gold glitter, making my sister appear in the middle of the clubhouse right after. We’re all stunned and a moment later there’s another flash and the exact duplicate appears next to the tiny woman. Dio and Tria. Both my Fae sisters are here.

“You came!” I squeak and rush forward.

I hear curses behind me and realize every biker is on full alert. Probably because like Jagger, they are very aware about pissed off Fairies. And these two look anything but pleased. Hence me being excited. Better to seem like I organized this than admit to unintentionally stealing something, because unintentionally or not, stealing is stealing. So, yes. I’m going with excitement over seeing my sister again.

“I had no way of contacting you and then I suddenly had the ability to think of something and have it in my hands...I didn’t mean to take it like that but when it happened I was happy, Jagger wasn’t...he said you’d be pissed,” I ramble when Dio interrupts me.

“Give it back, Tess. We need to get home before Lorelei notices we’re missing.” Dio glances at Tria. “Oh, no, you don’t. Stop with the puppy eyes, we’re not staying one second longer than planned.”

I take off the necklace and step toward Tria but Romulus grabs my arm. When did he move from behind the bar?

“I’ll be fine,” I tell all of the bikers who are standing around me with tight and discomforting looks on their faces. “They’re my sisters. They won’t hurt me. Now all of you on the other hand...”

Dio chuckles. “She’s right. We’d never hurt our sister. Besides, I owe her. She’s the one who made it possible for me to escape. Now you guys...I don’t owe shit. I’m actually itching to kill me some,”


“Dio,” Tria sighs. “Please.”

“Oh, alright, you party pooper,” Dio mutters and stalks toward a chair and plunks down, crossing her arms over her chest and throwing one leg over the arm rest to have it dangle back and forth.

Tria closes the distance between us and even if I hear growling around me, Tria hugs me tight. “I missed you.” 

“I missed you too,” I admit. “I had no way to contact you.”


“These days we have technology, you know?” Horatio mutters from beside me.

Tria steps back. “Then I’d still need her number, doofus.”

Tria takes the necklace I’m holding out for her to take and slips it back on. She reaches inside a pocket of her dark blue jumpsuit embroidered with darker flowers, almost seems like there’s lace covering some parts. Dio is wearing the same kind of clothes except hers are dark green. 

How do I know who is who with them being identical twins? Because Dio smells like gardenia while Tria smells like Lily of the Valley. Yes. Weird, I know, but it comes in very handy to tell these two apart. And thank heavens for my enhanced smell, allowing me to recognize them from far away.

My skin prickles as if I’m becoming aware of...

“Fuck!” Theon snaps. “Feel that? Incoming, guys.”

I don’t have time to react or even ask what he’s talking about when something bursts through the roof and lands in the middle of the clubhouse. Three men in black leather clothes are standing back to back forming a triangle that’s ready to attack. 

There’s a wall of bikers in front of me when Jagger and Caius come storming into the room. Jagger’s eyes find mine, panic flickers until he realizes I’m protected. Warmth spreads my chest knowing how much all of them care about me.

Tria was standing close to me before they crashed in, so she too is within the protection of the bikers, and yet Dio is facing the three men. They wear leather cuts with the Death by Reaper MC patch on them but the word ‘outlaws’ is stitched in red bold letters underneath. One of them hisses to Dio who is now circling them slowly. 

The guy flashes fangs. Dio mirrors his actions and is wielding a knife in one hand and in her other she’s gripping a throwing star. Both are from a metal that’s like a colorful rainbow, making it shine with a different color in every angle.

“Don’t,” Jagger growls low.

I have no clue who he’s talking to. I hope it’s meant for Dio because I want her away from those three men who look ready to attack. They smell like fire. As if they came right out of hell. Oh, shit. Demons. 

The hands of one of the Demons, the one closest to Dio, turn blood red. Spreading up his forearms in thin ropes, flickering with orange fire as it licks his skin. “I have no beef with any of you,” he snarls. “Vike wants the Angel. We’re here to collect it.”

“I’m not a fucking it,” I snap. “Shit,” I mutter to myself. “That was damn stupid.” Pointing myself out like that.

Three pair of Demon eyes land on me. “Didn’t expect a pretty cunt, I guess it’s our lucky day,” one says while the other two laugh.

“You’re going to regret saying that,” Romulus snarls from in front of me.

I see a flash of rainbow before a Demon head flies through the air and bounces on the floor, leaving a spray of black blood behind it. Tria gasps beside me as one of the other Demons swings his hand in Dio’s direction and shoots a fireball toward her. She tries to deflect it with her knife but when it impacts, she explodes into a spray of red.

“Nooooo,” Both Tria and I scream.

I’m about to run forward but I’m being held back by Horatio. “Stay back and let others fight this battle,” he growls as I see Jagger, Caius, and Romulus circle the remaining two Demons. But it’s Tria who moves so fast, she’s killed both Demons before they have time to see where the threat is coming from.

There are three Demon heads on the floor, and if that isn’t creepy enough...their eyes are all staring at Tria. Her chest is heaving and her face shows so much pain, it causes my own chest to constrict. The few days I spent with Dio, I haven’t really gotten to know my sister...but Tria lost her twin. I can’t even begin to imagine how she’s feeling.

“Quick, cover them the fuck up and burn the heads. Now, dammit!” Jagger snaps.

Romulus jumps into action and snatches a bag out of the air that Theon throws at him. Romulus grabs a head by its hair and shoves it into the bag, repeating it two more times before he rushes out of the clubhouse.

“Are you okay?” I hear Jagger’s voice and feel his hands cup my face.

My stare is still pinned on Tria who is looking at the floor where her sister was standing. There’s a light red spray painted on the floor.

“No,” I mutter. “I’m not, and Tria isn’t either.”

I step away and go to my sister but I feel Jagger’s arm wrapping me around my waist as he pulls me against his chest. “Don’t, Angel. She just lost her sister, look. Look. At. Her.” 

What the hell is he talking about? That’s the first thought that runs through my mind, but then I see it. Tria’s fingers have turned into long pointy claws and her eyes are burning red. There’s a pattern spreading across her cheeks that looks more like scales. 

“That’s one Fae who’s leaning toward pissed off at the whole fucking world,” Horatio mumbles, making me aware what Jagger was trying to say.

I swallow hard because I really want to wrap her in a hug, but I’m afraid I have no clue how to react or what to freaking do. I’m being moved behind Jagger when I hear his voice rumble through the clubhouse, “Tria, look at me.” 

Her head slowly turns toward his voice.

“You killed two Demons. Are you aware that like Vampires, their boss sees the last minute of their lives? Do you know what that means?” Tria nods once sharply at Jagger’s question.

Does this mean? Shit...Jagger sees his own friends die? That’s horrible. Oh, hell. That’s for one purpose only...revenge.

“They’re coming for her. They can’t kill her too, I won’t let them!” I growl as my anger rises. I feel a sharp tear at my back as loud gasps spread around. One jump forward and I’ve got Tria hugged against me, my wings surrounding the both of us. “I can’t lose you too,” I whisper, and hug her tighter.
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***Jagger***

Dammit. Tessera’s got Tria protected underneath her wings and the whole damn clubhouse is looking at my Old Lady in awe. Hell yeah, I’ve told every single one of them my woman is part Angel, but I guess being told and seeing shit are two very different things.

I can’t believe their sister, Dio, just got herself killed. I mean, the way Tria moved, fighting while blinking...that’s the way she should have fought. The Demons didn’t even see Tria blink. Why the hell didn’t Dio blink when the fireball hit her? And it shouldn’t have fucking killed her, that’s the strangest part. The only way to stop an immortal from living is to chop off their head. Yet it seems evaporating into tiny as shit fragments by blowing them up can count as beheading too, right? Fuck.

“Caius, take care of that fucking hole in the roof, get a few guys up there to fix that shit before it starts to rain. Theon, go check on Romulus to see if those heads have been turned to ash already and then the two of you come back here to make sure the bodies follow. The rest of you guys, clean up the fucking blood and debris.” Everybody jumps up and start to move.

It’s fucking better than standing around gaping at my woman. Damn idiots. And I meant it when I asked Tria if she was aware the boss of those Demons saw the last few minutes of their deaths. He might not have seen her blink around while killing them, but he sure as shit will know it was her who killed them. It means he’s coming for her. I would. If someone would kill off one of my people I would hunt them down and kill them.

Yes, if the killer wasn’t a Vampire I’d have to go through my own boss; Alastair. Like I came to him when Tessera’s father, Derek, killed Aura. But Demons don’t have a boss. Once upon a time they had their own MC, connected with The Orderly, like us. But they cut ties and now they’re outlaws who mind their own business unless you cross them. Well, that and the fact they hunt Angels, but seeing they are rare here on earth, we never run into any Demons, or Angels on a regular basis.

But fuck...with my Old Lady having Angel blood running inside her...shit. It’s the fucking wings. “Tessera, get those fucking wings inside you. They’re a damn beacon. It’s that or the knife earlier but we can’t take a chance. Re-fucking-tract those wings.”

She glares at me and I know I’m being harsh but with three Demons dying inside the clubhouse, a damn Angel added into the mix, three-third-Angel, what-the-fuck-ever, there’s bound to be hell to pay and that’s no damn pun intended.

Tria leans in and whispers into Tessera’s ear. She’s distracting her and it works because her beautiful serene wings disappear. They lace their fingers together and step toward me. Seems these sisters both helped each other just now. I’m actually happy Tria’s claws are gone and the scales in her face too. It’s a clear indication she’s got herself back under control.  

I’ve seen fairies blow their shit a time or two in the past and let me tell you...that’s like a damn train wreck. Unstoppable. You just have to let it ride out and then, only then...you jump in for damage control. Because nobody can handle a Fae when they are consumed with anger.

Tria and Dio are still young and not fully grown yet. Fae have exhilarated growth and are fully aged after seven years. They age three times as fast as humans and then they freeze and become immortal. Tria and Dio aren’t immortal yet. That might explain the reason what happened with Dio...dammit.

“We need to protect Tria. She’s not immortal yet, how long, Tria?” I question.

“Tomorrow,” she fucking whispers.

Tessera gasps, knowing very well what a difference a day means. Fuck. What a damn mess. If this would have happened tomorrow? Dio might have regenerated. But there’s no way of knowing if that was possible, because she’s gone.

“Prez.” Caius steps toward me. “I’ve got guys fixing the roof, but I gotta go and I really need you and Alastair to go with, because I finally found the person I was looking for...the one who made it possible for Dedrick to impregnate women to generate half breeds the way he did.”

Shit. What bad fucking timing. Although this might shed some clarity on a few things. Wait a minute... “Is there a reason why you need me and Alastair to go with you? Because I know for a fact you’re capable of following up on a damn lead yourself and in case you forgot, we’re right in the middle of something here.”

“It’s a fucking Witch, okay?” Caius snaps. “I can’t go alone. I mean, I’ve lived long enough to contain myself but backup would be the smartest move here. ‘Cause if the Witch does smell sweet enough, I might drain her before I get any intel.”

“Then we’ll take Tessara with us and maybe it’ll be a good thing to have Tria tag along too. We can’t leave her unprotected.” I glance over at the two sisters.

“What’s going to happen? Will they come after her?” The fear in Tessera’s voice is vivid, making my body flare with the need to soothe her.

Yet I can’t lie and I never will, not to her. “She’s marked. And Tria knows very well she can’t return to her home because they will not only hunt her down but will harm anyone in their path to get to her. She’d be the safest with us, we will offer her protection.”

Tria nods, and though her eyes are empty her mind is still able to process the important things.

“Tria, I don’t want to hurt your feelings but there’s something that nags me and I need to understand this part...why didn’t Dio flash to dodge the Demon’s attack?” Yes, I’m an asshole to pop that question at this time but I need to understand.

“Because she isn’t as strong as I am. Her Fae heritage was dormant for years, while I on the other hand, have been playing with it since I was a baby. Our mother died in childbirth and we were raised by our grandmother, she’s a full blood...we were always taught to use our magic, to embrace it. The necklace Tess took from me, the dust that’s inside to enforce our magic? I’ve never needed it, my magic is strong. Dio needs...needed it.” 

With what she just mentioned, it’s clear Tria is different than my Old Lady and her other sister, Eliana, who thought they were fully human until their asses landed into the Supernatural world. “Tria, are you aware of your complete background? You mentioned your grandmother is a full blood, this means your mother wasn’t, right? We know all of the kids your father put on this earth are a combination of Supernatural beings, seeing two of your sisters had no clue, you seem to be fully aware. Part human, part Fae, part heaven.”

“I don’t have human blood inside me. Fae, half heaven, and Phoenix. My mother was half Fae and half Phoenix.” She shrugs like it’s nothing while everyone around her is dropping their jaw.

Wait a fucking minute. “How dormant was the Phoenix in your twin?”

Her eyes go wide. “Not so much, mine is. When she could barely walk, Dio had a bad fall. We rushed to her but flames exploded around her and grandma started laughing. She explained how she might have inherited the strong DNA of my mother’s Phoenix’s side. Do you think...”

“It’s possible,” I murmur, thinking things over.

“Can someone explain to me what this is about?” Tessera sighs.

“A Phoenix rises from its ashes. Meaning when it dies it regenerates. Seeing Tria just mentioned she already died once, I’m fairly sure this spiked her age and with that she was already immortal. Both of them not being completely Fae would mean Tria here is too and won’t have to wait till they’ve reached the point of a Fae’s life where they stop growing. Knowing this, there might be a very tiny chance Dio didn’t die but in fact regenerated instead. But we can’t be sure.”

“Hell, I’ll take a nanosecond of possibilities over zero chance any time of day,” Tessera says determined as she rubs her sister’s arm. “Right?”

Trio nods, a glint of hope in her eyes. I hope to fuck Dio was able to regenerate and pops up some time soon. Because the look in my Old Lady’s eyes is killing me. I don’t ever want to see her sad or hurt. But there’s a lot of contradiction since she didn’t regenerate at the damn spot, making it very unlikely for her to still be alive.

“Okay, for now we need to handle a few things first. Caius, you take the truck and take Tria with you. And text Alastair with the address to meet us there.” I direct my attention toward my Old Lady’s sister. “Sorry, I can’t let you go home or stay here, it will be safer for you to tag along with us.”

She nods and I see my woman’s eyes fill with relief. That right there makes me aware she has my back too in this. But if she thinks she’d be riding with my VP in the truck, she’s dead wrong. “Tessera, you’re with me, let’s go.” 

I’m about to turn when Tessera places her hand on my arm. “Why don’t we all go in the truck?”

“Because,” I growl, unable to keep my emotions in check with her defying my orders in front of my VP and countless others around, “you’re my Old Lady and you belong on the back of my bike.”

Tessera glances around before her eyes meet mine, realization dawning in her gorgeous blue eyes. “Okay, but can I ask why Caius isn’t taking his bike?”

“We don’t know what will happen, maybe we need to take the Witch with us or escort her someplace else to follow a lead. It’s just easier that way. Besides...I’m not sure how Caius feels about letting a woman ride on the back of his bike. He’s been difficult when it comes to women because in his mind he already belongs to his mate he never met...in person.” I look at my VP, his focus is on his phone though I see his shoulders stiffen at my words.

Caius had told me years ago how he had a very vivid dream about his eternal mate. On rare occasions future mates who are sleeping at the same time, no matter the distance, and are thinking about their future, the dreams will link and they will spend the dream time as if they were meeting face to face. As I said it’s rare, but it happened to Caius and since then, he’s sworn off all women.

“Alastair will meet us there, let’s go,” Caius says with a gruff voice, clearly wanting any conversation on the subject to end.

Respecting my VP, I step closer to Tessera and gently brush my lips against hers before pulling back and lacing our fingers to guide her along with me toward the door. Once we’re outside, I straddle my bike and wait for her to get on, except she’s standing there biting that plump bottom lip of her.

“What is it, Angel?” 

She eyes the bike. “Is it safe?” 

This makes me chuckle. “Safe enough, but sweetheart...you do know you’re immortal, right?”

Her eyes go wide for a second before she shoots me a grin. “Forgot about that.”

She practically jumps on the back and wraps her arms around me. I relish in the feel of her body wrapped around me. I’ve never had this. I’m centuries old and never in all my existence did I have a woman warming my back. Others have been known to have no problem with switching women and having them jump on their bike. Well, except for Caius as I explained. But for me? Never. It just felt wrong to do so...yet now? Fucking magnificent.

The bike roars alive underneath us. Caius’ truck pulls up in front of me and I start to follow him seeing he knows where we’re going. I’m anxious to find out this part. I mean, it’s pure logic that making half breeds is possible, because clearly they exist. 

We already uncovered the reason why with that screwed up Derek wanting to make invincible Paranormals for his own personal vendetta, but this? This is about the ‘how the fuck was he able to make so many half breeds.’ Knocking up one or two, that’s a possibility, fucking nature and all. But firing his dick up for lightning speed breeding, and hitting bullseye with every sperm load, is a whole new ballgame. Most definitely something that needs to be looked into.

A long drive leads us to a place in the woods. It’s remote and to my surprise the tiny house is practically made from windows in all colors, shapes, and sizes. I park my bike and let Tessera step off.

Caius jumps out of the truck and eyes the house. “Who the fuck would want to live in there?” he grumbles as his phone rings. “I gotta take this, that damn prospect called me twice already to ask what color he should fucking paint the damn ceiling now that the hole is fixed. And I can see through the damn window house that Alastair and his Old Lady are already inside. Go on in, I’ll be right there.”

I nod and follow the two sisters who are already stalking toward the house. 

The door swings open and Alastair lets the two women pass before he grabs my cut and leans in right next to my ear. “Thank fuck you’re here. I’m pretty sure my ears would start to bleed if you took one fucking minute longer.”

“I heard that,” his Old Lady snaps.

Alistair looks over his shoulder. “I know, baby. But for real, you girls squealing after every damn sentence isn’t doing anyone any good, especially my fucking ears.”

“Oh, spill, what are you two excited about?” my Old Lady questions.

“We know each other,” Eliana beams. “Our mothers were friends and we spent so much time together, that is until Nixie’s mother took her own life...Nixie was thirteen and needed to go and live with her aunt. We lost track but now we’ve found each other again. I never knew she was a witch, though. With my mother keeping that part of my background a secret.” 

On Eliana’s mother side of the family are ancestors who come from a long line of Witches. Figures they know one another, it’s a tight circle.

“Between all the squealing these two figured out Eliana’s mother not only punched holes into the condom to conceive Eliana, but she also used a hex bag to ensure pregnancy. Nixie here says she remembers a man coming to her mother years ago to prepare hex bags for him for multiple pregnancies. Seeing some ingredient shit needed a change for a selective Paranormal pregnancy Derek needed a few. Nixie can’t remember how much but she did mention a fucking dragon request, and one involving an Elite, because Nixie was intrigued by these specific Paranormals as a kid. So, it seems our Old Ladies have a sister who’s part dragon,” Alastair informs me.

“Part dragon?” Caius says from behind me. “What are you guys talking about? And what the fuck is that delicious smell?”
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***Tessera***

Nixie’s house is tiny and so freaking bright with all the sunlight that shines in due to all the windows the house contains. We’re all filling up the living room because there’s no hallway. Caius tries to glance around Jagger, his fangs are out and it’s like he’s drooling. Shit. It must be the Witch scent. I know damn well how good it smells.

Like fresh baked chocolate cookies you need to devour instantly as if your life depends on it. That’s how it was for me when I smelled my sister’s blood. Before I was mated to Jagger I might add, because in that moment he smelled better and when his blood hit my tongue there wasn’t anything else on this planet that would do. I have zero interest in Witch’s blood, only Jagger’s. I swing my head toward Nixie whose eyes have gone wide while shock fills her face. 

“No,” she gasps. “Blue hair, those eyes...it’s you...but that can’t be.”

“Fuuuuuuck,” Jagger snarls as he grips Caius by his cut. “Alastair, get the women out. Now, dammit, I can’t hold him much longer.”

There are black bat-like wings spouting from Caius’ back as he snarls and fights to get free of Jagger’s grip. “It’s her, let me the fuck go.”

Nixie’s hands go up in front of her and at the same time she closes her eyes, she spreads her fingers, bringing her hands up to fist them tight before swinging them down fast while spreading her fingers yet again as she yells. “Stop!”

Everything around us vibrates. No one moves or says anything.

That is until I hear Caius chuckle. “Smart, little sprite. Now unfreeze me so I can claim you. You know very well this is going to happen one way or another.”

Wait...what?

“I vote for unfreezing, with what Caius just said there isn’t a threat. Him wanting to claim you means you’re his eternal mate, all fucking happy. So yeah, unfreeze. Now would be nice because this shit is getting awkward and I’ve got an itch I need to scratch,” Alistair rumbles as he adds, “Fuck...what bad timing for my nose to fucking itch.” 

“What is this about? He’s mated to Nixie? That’s not possible! She’s a freaking Witch, he’ll drain her. And she can’t turn into a Vampire, she can’t, it’s not allowed. Or do you think because they are eternal mates it will be allowed? Tell me, Alistair,” Eliana pleads.

Shit. This is messed up. The pained look on Caius’ face is even killing me. What a twisted sense of irony. I don’t get the whole mating thing. Even more when it’s twisted like this. Now I know damn well from what I’ve been told, experienced, what legends state through history that the perfect match for your soul is branded into your DNA. 

The perfect match, the link between two people for the best chance at survival, ultimate fertility, and to strengthen the chance for a solid future together. But a Witch and a Vampire? Jagger spent time explaining to me that a Vampire needs to be born not created. How is that going to work for them?

“Jagger, man...please. Trust me in this.” Caius’ eyes find Nixie’s. “Come on, little sprite. We’ve met before, remember?”

“That wasn’t real. It was a freaking dream!” Nixie squeals as all the guys wince. She starts to pace while she continues. “One where you bit me! I won’t let you awake that part inside me. I’ve worked hard to keep that part of me asleep all these years. We...I can’t. All of you need to leave.”

“No,” Caius growls.

I rub my hands over my face, this is all seriously screwed up, as if we didn’t have enough to worry about already.

“Hey, why isn’t she fucking frozen?” Caius snaps, making my hands fall from my face.

Everyone is freaking gaping at me. “Don’t look at me like that, I don’t know.”

“If I have to guess, I think it’s the Elite part in her,” Jagger answers.

Nixie gasps. “Oh, my gosh, you’re an,”

“Don’t say it,” all the men snap in sync, making Nixie glare at each and every one of them.

“It’s true then?” she mutters as her eyes find mine. “Dammit, I can’t believe that one was possible. When my mom was making those hex bags she let me help and explained how one was for a mixture of your kind...I remembered because that one intrigued me as did the dragon one because both are rare.” Nixie sighs. “Wow. Incredible.”

“Fun and games, now cut it out with your magic, I need to fucking move again,” Caius’ growls, earning a glare from Nixie.

“Ha.” I can’t suppress a chuckle from slipping out. “At least one part of you is able to move.”

The corner of Nixie’s mouth twitches. “It’s the blood flow that clearly still works. I froze the body but the blood inside it is still free to pump around. Makes it easier to chop off heads, let the blood flow, easy kill.”

“Uhm...Nixie, I think it’s wearing off because Caius’ hand just turned into a fist,” I whisper, knowing it’s useless with all of us having enhanced hearing.

Jagger’s voice is laced with concern. “Think about it Nixie. Don’t fight it. You know damn well no one can fight off a mate, embrace that shit. My VP hasn’t been the same since he had that dream, he was yours even before you two met just now. There’s no way Caius would hurt you in any way, deep down you know this too. Please, for the love of fuck, unfreeze us so we can leave you two to hash it out.”

“Like I said, I can’t,” Nixie presses. “Derek didn’t come to my mother out of the blue...it’s not like she was listed in the freaking phonebook or something. The rumor, that wasn’t so much of a rumor, was that she made a hex bag to bind a Vampire to her, to see her as his eternal mate and not as a Witch. She managed to cloak her own blood and made the connection between them fertile.”

“Hang on for just one fucking second,” Alastair snaps. “Are you telling me your father is a damn Vampire?”

Caius sucks in a breath.

“Well, that makes shit easy,” Jagger states. “She’s half a Witch who’s born with Vampire blood. Another one who sidetracked the damn laws of physics. This also explains why you’d be drawn and destined to be mated with a full Vampire.”

With what Jagger just mentioned, what she mentioned earlier now makes sense. “Oh, that’s why you said you worked so hard to keep that part of you asleep for years.”

“Yes,” Nixie states, her voice cracking with emotion. “My father,” she clears her throat, “he found out about the hex bag. When my mother told him she was pregnant, he couldn’t cope; he ran away from her, from us. She told me he turned into a murderer, and how the hex bag had a side effect...that Vampires couldn’t handle the magic inside us. She raised me while hiding my Vampire side. She also told me that she searched for years for my father to help him. She never did find him. She was so lonely and in the end...she killed herself. And since she died I’ve been managing to keep my hunger at a very low level with herbs and magic. But if I allow this and become your mate ...then I turn into the killer my mother said my father was. She said it couldn’t be prevented because it’s the combination.”

“Nixie, look at me.” Nixie’s eyes find Jagger’s. “Though Witches and Vampires are a connection that is bound to cause problems, and the fact some Vampires do indeed become killers who need to be stopped...I have a feeling that there’s more to the story than your mother told you. Will you please let me know the name of your father so I can see for myself? I’m the President of the Death by Reaper MC, Vampire Charter. If your father belonged inside this state I would have been connected to him.”

“No,” she snaps.

Jagger’s upper lip twitches in a snarl before I hear his voice flow through my head. ‘Angel, touch her and think of her father. This will allow me to channel through you so I can see without her knowing.’  

What the hell? How is that even possible? And isn’t it kinda rude to trick her like that? I mean, that’s stepping on some major privacy boundaries, right? Yet with all of the insanity, even with myself, from the last few days, I believe Jagger and step toward Nixie, placing my hand on her arm. “Your father, he was...”


I gasp when an image slides through my head. A woman with dark blonde hair and the same features as Nixie strides toward me. My eyes travel to the right and see a woman next to me who’s frozen to the spot. I can’t move at all. The woman, who I now know must be Nixie’s mother, has a sword that she grips with both hands.

My throat hurts as I yell with all my might, but nothing can change the outcome as Nixie’s mother decapitates the woman. Blood is spraying into my face, I can feel and taste my mate’s blood as my heart shatters. The pain is excruciating when I face my own fate. I don’t mind the sword that’s swinging my way, I embrace it because without my eternal mate my life is meaningless.

Darkness swarms until Nixie’s concerned face appears in my vision. “What the hell was that? What...oh, no...was that...really? Did you channel your mate’s thoughts, that was real what I saw, right? My mother...she...no,” 

Nixie sways a little on her feet. She steps back and right when I see she’s going to faint, Caius is there to swoop her into his arms.

“Fuck, yeah,” Alastair quips. “Nothing better than a Witch who faints to break her damn spell.” He stretches his arms above his head.

Eliana smacks Alastair against his pecs and scowls at him. She stalks to Caius who is now sitting in a chair with Nixie draped over his lap. Her head is leaning against his chest as he strokes gently down her head, murmuring words that sound so freaking sweet.

I glance over to Jagger who meets my gaze. “Sorry you had to see that, and I damn sure didn’t know she would be able to tap in too. I’ve done it a few times before with Caius, linking through to see inside someone’s head to get to a certain Vampire...but never like this.”

“It’s the connection with your Old Lady,” Alastair says. “The Elite part inside her allows her to channel differently. You know how powerful those fuckers are. Even if she’s only got one third of that DNA shit.”

I decide not to engage in this conversation, it’s not the time or place. Right now, this is about Nixie and Caius. And that reminds me. “Why are you calm, Caius? You were freaking out before, sprouting wings, that have disappeared I might add, while now all of a sudden you’re the epitome of serenity.”

“She needs me,” Caius simply murmurs, not taking his eyes off Nixie.

Understanding dawns. I saw Nixie’s mother kill a Vampire and his eternal mate. The agony, pain, and emotional disaster that coursed through my veins was something I never, ever, want to experience. Nor anyone around me.

“Caius.” I kneel in front of him, his eyes meet mine. “When I touched her, Jagger, me, and Nixie saw her mother kill her father and his eternal mate. You heard what Nixie said, right? About her mother and what she knew about her father? This means her mother lied to her all this time. It’s not just the murder she just saw, her world just shifted underneath her feet because that’s a hell of a lot to take in. And if she felt what I did...what her father was feeling and seeing when her mother killed his eternal mate and then chopped off his head?” My mouth falls shut. The pain is now evident in Caius’ eyes as he glances down at his own mate, realizing the reason why Nixie collapsed. 

I can’t even find words to describe what I’m feeling with seeing and knowing all of this. And I’m not even the one whose mother did all of that...poor Nixie. Caius gives a tight nod and hugs her closer, instinctively knowing what Nixie needs right now.
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Chapter 09 

[image: image]


***Jagger***

I hate the fact I used my woman like that. Even if I couldn’t have known she would see the same shit I always see when one of the Vampires in this state dies a violent death. I needed to know who it was because Nixie was right, some Vampires do turn into killers and then they need to be handled.

Except, it wasn’t what happened to her father. And with the flash of his death I now know very well who her father is and remember he came to me with the request to switch states. He failed to mention it was because he was running from Nixie’s mother. Though that’s not a fucking crime and he sure as fuck wasn’t a killer.

“Come on, little sprite, please wake up. Open those gorgeous caramel eyes of yours,” Caius murmurs. Locks of his blue hair have fallen forward right next to Nixie’s head.

It pains me to see my VP like this, hearing the desperation in his voice. We’ve spent many years talking about the night he had the dream about his mate. I can’t imagine how it would have been if I had a glimpse of Tessera decades ago and had to wait all this time to finally meet her. 

Hell, and then having her suppress who she really is instead of embracing it...not knowing about one part Paranormal is one thing, but suppressing it out of fear? Dammit. Nixie’s eyes flutter open. Tessera is holding Eliana’s hand while Tria is holding on to the other. All three sisters are seeking comfort from one another, their faces showing the sympathy they share for Nixie.

“Hey,” Caius croaks, “you okay?”

“No.” Damn, Nixie gives Caius a smile that visibly hits him in the heart. “I feel like I need a truckload of margaritas and some serious candy to get things sorted out in my head.”

“Understandable, and I’ll make sure you get all of that. You deserve it.” My VP brushes his knuckles along Nixie’s cheek.

She swallows and stares right into his eyes. “Why are you so calm? You walked into my house all crazy enough that you were held back by your buddy.”


“That was before you weren’t feeling well.” My VP gives her a smile but concern is still painting his face. “Do you need anything, want some water?” The corner of his mouth twitches. “Or I can have my Prez’s Old Lady make a margarita for you.”

Nixie shifts uncomfortably and slides off Caius’ lap. “It’s fine, really. I just need to get my thoughts in order.”

Dammit, she’s right. “Okay, you guys, outside everyone. Let’s give these two some room. We’ll go back to the clubhouse. Caius.” I wait till his eyes find mine and throw the keys to my bike toward him. He doesn’t think twice but throws the keys to his truck back at me. “Nixie, please consider coming to our clubhouse later if you have more questions about your father. I’d be more than happy to tell you everything I know.”

She swallows and only manages to nod at my words. Tessera strolls to my side, her sister, Tria, trailing along behind her. Alastair and Eliana are already out the door and I make sure to follow them quickly. Nixie needs time, and so does Caius. The urge to solidify the bond with an eternal mate is overwhelming. Yet when something happens, top priority is to make sure said mate is fully healthy and unharmed. With this knowledge I know one hundred percent Caius will not harm her in any way.

I take out my phone and shoot a message to Caius. Tria gets in the back of the truck while Tessera waits for me. We watch Alastair guide his bike toward the road, Eliana on the back of it. My phone gives a short buzz indicating I’ve got an incoming message. Glancing down I read Caius’ words, assuring me he’s got this.

With Nixie helping her mother through the years and her embracing the Witch she is and add in the fascination she has for the Elite, I asked Caius to discuss with her if there’s some kind of spell or some shit that could bind an Elite in place. Like the way she froze all of us, except for Tessera...she needs to find something that works. 

This because the Demons crashed into the clubhouse, and it’s only a matter of time before an Elite...or hell, Tessera’s grandfather comes looking for her. Grandfather. There might be a tiny chance her piece of DNA comes from a female Elite, but the chance is way bigger for it to be one of the males who have set foot on earth more often. Besides, impregnating a human is easier to not be aware than being pregnant as an Elite. So, yeah, grandfather it is.

And when he does come looking for her, I need to be ready because I’m not giving her up without a fucking fight. I cup my woman’s face and feather a kiss against her lips. Pulling back, I tell her, “Go on in the back with your sister, she needs you just as much as you need her right now.”

Tessera swallows, looking at me with tears shimmering in her eyes. That’s a look that says so fucking much. It’s the thing every person in this world craves. Mutual respect. Not abandoning the one you want, but instead handing over all the love you can manage with your whole being. A fucking privilege to give and to receive. 

And all of this at a point in our lives where we just started. Insane and yet oh so fucking right. I hold the door open and wait till she’s safely inside next to her sister. Stalking around the truck, I scan my surroundings because I have the creepy fucking feeling I’m being watched.

Detecting nothing suspicious, I decide to shoot Caius another message anyway. It’s better to be more alert than ignore my gut, even if I can’t notice anything out of place. I jump in the truck and head out to the clubhouse.

It’s a long drive back and it’s not so surprising to see Alastair and Eliana standing in the parking lot along with his VP, Os, and his Old Lady, Velma. By the look on Alastair’s face he’s not so happy to still be here but with these sisters it’s clear they need time to talk things through.

Though I’d like to spend more time with Tessera alone, that’s obviously not what’s going to happen right now. At the same time, I know very well she needs her sisters. Not only with the damn roller-coaster of events she went through, but also her sister Tria and losing Dio. I hope to fuck Caius is able to talk to Nixie and bring her back here.

Those four women might be good for Nixie to talk to as well, to let her know she’s not alone. Even if she isn’t a sister, I know for damn sure these women would embrace her into their group nonetheless.

Like I said, I’ve asked Caius in a text to discuss with Nixie if she has some kind of spell, potion, or anything that can be used as a weapon to contain an Angel. Because I know for damn sure that fucker will come at some point in our lives and I need to be ready. An Elite is way too fucking powerful to take on.

Even if I have the blood of my mate running through me that gives me more abilities and one hell of a power boost, it won’t ever be enough to face an Elite alone. I need a way to freeze him, talk to him, whatever...I need a fucking plan to find out what his intentions are when they realize Tessera exists. So, those girls heading into my office to talk is a good thing. I can use this time to discuss shit with Alastair and his VP, hoping Caius will get his ass over here soon too.

“Come on, guys. We have things to discuss just as well as our women have.” I don’t have to tell them twice. Alastair leads the way and heads into church, securing the fact that our conversation will stay inside the room and for our ears only.

It takes over three hours for Caius to finally step inside church. During this time, I’ve been discussing the Elite with those two Hellhounds. Seeing they are somewhat at the top of our food chain so to say, they had some information I didn’t know about. But it was Alastair’s question that made me smack my forehead.

He asked if I’ve had a feeling of being watched lately. Yeah, like for instance the Elite who have the ability to watch in on situations without actually being there themselves. Ring a bell? Someone has been tapping into a camera feed so to say of my fucking life. That right there explains the weird feeling I had of being watched. 

And it wasn’t the first time I had that fucking icky feeling either. So, the fucker might have been keeping an eye on us longer. See how I need a plan? To be prepared? I fucking hate the not knowing, and I won’t risk Tessera, even if there isn’t anything to fear from these guys...better safe than sorry.

“Did you talk to Nixie about how we can handle that Elite fucker when he comes?” I snap at my VP.

Caius raises his eyebrow. “Well hello to you too, Prez. But yeah, I dropped her off at your office with the other girls. She wanted to test some shit on your Old Lady to see if it works.”

“The fuck?” I growl and stand up. “No one is testing any shit on my woman.”

“Calm your ass down,” Alastair snaps. “You know damn well you can’t try something in the middle of a damn battle, you need it to work beforehand. Testing is crucial and I have a feeling the little Witch won’t hurt Tessera. Not while being inside a damn clubhouse filled with Vamps, and I haven’t even mentioned the fact she’s the VP’s mate...Tessera being the Prez’s Old Lady...yeah, no worries. Push through that frenzy of yours and think like a fucking Prez. Your Old Lady will be fine.”

Dammit, he’s right. Fuck. And she’s immortal too but even the thought of her getting hurt is driving me near insanity. Why can’t we have a few months, or hell...years, for us to be together before we face life threatening disasters thrown in our paths. Then I would be able to face shit a whole different way. 

Nah, I’d still freak the fuck out and maybe it’s the emotions of Nixie’s father that ran through me a few hours ago when I experienced the last few minutes of his life where his mate was killed before his eyes...I don’t ever want for something like that to happen. I will move hell, and fucking earth, before I ever come close to losing her.

“You try offering your Old Lady up as a guinea pig and we’ll have this discussion a-fucking-gain. Until then, I can damn well voice my concerns,” I mutter.

“She brought this clichéd huge black cauldron with some kind of liquid she cooked up.” Caius chuckles. “Textbook Witch I tell ya, the only thing missing was her pointy hat because she wears these long black dresses with long slits, sexy as fuck, the whole closet is filled with those things. She had to bundle it up when she got on the back of the bike. I can’t tell you how fucking frustrating it is to know your Old Lady is sitting behind you with bare legs. Dammit, I think I crawled over here instead of driving the normal speed limit just to be safe.”

My jaw drops. “Hang the fuck on. You were gone three damn hours and you’ve managed to go through her closet and you called her your Old Lady...you claimed her already?” 

“Dude...I ain’t like you to pussyfoot around it and wait for the perfect timing to give my mate a fucking kiss. Hell yeah, I claimed her. I kissed the fuck out of her when I heard you pull the truck out of there and we were in bed a few minutes after that. The hell with waiting, fireworks when my tongue hit hers, no stopping that shit.” Caius smirks proudly.

I shake my head. “Inconsiderate asshole. She had her world tilted with getting those lies shattered that her mother had been telling her all her damn life, fucker.”

“Hey,” Caius points an accusing finger in my direction, “her world might have tilted but I put that fucker back in place. Not to mention the fact her nails were clawing at my jeans and her teeth were sinking in my neck, it wasn’t like I was the one who set the damn pace, there was no stopping the little sprite. Besides...I marked her as mine, it’s my blood flowing through her veins, diminishing the smell of Witch so those other fuckers in here won’t go near her with their fucking fangs.”

Alastair washes a hand over his face. “For fuck’s sake end this damn discussion already. He claimed her, the Witch is here with him, she made something we can use against the Elite fucker...end of fucking story. Not everyone works the same damn way or needs emotional pussyfooting. We’ve got bigger issues here like we discussed.”

“You’re right,” I snap, somewhat agitated both fuckers remarked how I’m the one pussyfooting around my Old Lady while I think she needed the time. Screw them, I know damn well what my woman needs and I will always put her first. “I think we’re as good as done here, I’ll bring Caius up to speed about what we discussed. We can grab a few beers at the bar seeing those women of ours will need some more time together now that Nixie joined them. I’ll go check because,”

“No, you won’t. I told you to leave them to test that shit Nixie brought. I’m sure you want to barge in there and protect your woman.” Alastair tries to stare me down.

“No, fucker. I need to tell her...fucking remind her, not to think of shit she can teleport her way, and not to use her wings. Nothing that will spike a damn beacon for Demons or Elite fuckers. That was my intention.” I make sure to lace my words with enough frustration and anger for him to know I won’t tolerate any bullshit. I’m fully aware of how to do my damn job.

“Good. Then let your VP check on them and tell her that shit.” Alastair sighs. “Because if I need to do it, I’ll drag my Old Lady along with me. Dammit, it’s been hours since I’ve seen her.”

All the men chuckle, realizing each and every one of us is hooked on our mate and don’t like to be separated from them. Or the fact this threat isn’t cleared yet. It sure does feel good to have these guys at my back, with this Old Lady shit...or with the unknown pending danger that’s closing in.
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Chapter 10
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***Tessera***

I can barely keep my eyes open. Dammit, I seriously thought with being an immortal that there was no need for sleep but I guess we all still face the challenges of everyday life. Only now the problems weighing on my shoulders and dragging me down are Supernatural inflicted.

There’s so much going on with Dio gone, the Angel...or Elite thing hanging over my head, and then the Demons. Let’s not add the fact Nixie needs support from all of us because she doesn’t have anyone. I’m truly happy Eliana found her childhood friend again at the time Nixie needed her the most.

There is however balance with the good things that happened. All of us finding our eternal mate, the answer to how our father was able to impregnate those women. And I do have to say I’ve come to terms with embracing myself. Though it’s a challenge not to use the Angel skills, or at least get a handle on it, because I don’t even realize when I’m using them.

The wings? Keeping them from sprouting out? I’ve realized they popped up when I was aroused and when I was angry and afraid. I guess they’re tied to my emotions or they simply come out when I need them. Good luck keeping a handle on those, right? Well, I’m going to try but the ability to think and have something pop up? The knife, the necklace? Yes, another hard one not to do.

I rub my wrists. They still show a little redness from the rope Nixie tried out on me. It does work though. She made this soup-like substance that she drowned a piece of rope in. When she placed it over my wrists I couldn’t move. She found a way to imprison me, and with that it has to work on my grandfather, or any other Elite who shows up.

Jagger had a few men go out and bring back nets to have them drenched with the potion Nixie made. I guess now we’re prepared, seeing each of the bikers got a piece of rope which is treated the same way so they could hang it on their belt in case they needed it. Well, all except me since I can’t go near it.

“Come on, Angel. Even if we don’t need sleep, we can still rest,” Jagger says.

We’ve been inside his bedroom for the last fifteen minutes or so. After talking everything through over a few beers, the men decided it was time to retreat. Alastair had some of his guys come over to the clubhouse to stand guard along with the Vampires. Not that Jagger’s MC is low on manpower, but who can say no to extra Hellhounds when we don’t know when or how many can attack us?

Insane how those Demons are after me, and what will they do when they do get ahold of me. And what about my grandfather, the Elite? Will they drag me away from Jagger? Kidnap me, kill me? All of these things are running around in my head and I have no answers for any of it. 

See? A few weeks ago, my world was turned upside down with becoming a Vampire...now all of this. Yeah, I think it’s a good idea to wash everything away and lie down for a few hours and just drift off into a ‘not care about anything’ mode.

“I’m going to take a shower first,” I tell him, determined to do something human I loved to do mere weeks ago; a hot shower and some serious series or a movie marathon in bed. “Why don’t you find us something to watch on TV or join me in the shower?” Yes, that would be a great way to get my mind off of things.

Jagger jumps off the bed. “I know something better, come here.” 

I walk over to where he’s standing. He opens a door to what seems like a yard with a huge wall wrapped around it, shielding the place from other prying eyes. 

“This is nice.” Glancing up, I see the moon shining bright giving the night a special gleam. 

“Yeah,” Jagger states and points to two chairs in a corner. “I often sit over there and stare at the sky for some peace and quiet. But that’s not what I wanted to show you.” 

He stalks over toward the back of the yard. It seems like he’s got a pond or a...oh, wow. Steam is wafting off the water, it’s a hot tub. The man has a freaking hot tub in his yard sitting right next to a fireplace.

“Can you light a fire?” I ask and realize I’m smiling from ear to ear. This yard is so freaking tiny and yet he’s made it perfect. 

Jagger doesn’t answer me but instead makes himself busy with starting a fire. With his back turned to me and the water inviting me to slip in, I shrug off my clothes and gently let myself sink into the warm, comforting water. Resting my head on the edge I lean back and close my eyes. Freaking bliss I tell ya; just what I needed.

It doesn’t last long when a splash of water hits my head. Gasping, I stand and rub the water away from my face. “What the hell?”

Jagger looks at me smug. The bastard jumped in the water, deliberately splashing, ripping me out of a peaceful moment. He chuckles and pulls me close. I try to resist and be mad but in all honesty...I love being in his strong arms.

He nuzzles his face against the crook of my neck, nipping the flesh there and making an electric current of lust zing through my body. But it’s not just his body I crave, it’s the whole package. Nixie told me how she practically jumped Caius, both feeling the need to solidify their bond. Yet Jagger wanted us to connect first, letting me set the pace.

Like how he let me hide in the basement for three weeks, slowly explaining stuff in small doses and giving me my own space to process. He also put me and my sister first when he told me to get into the back of the truck instead of sitting in the front beside him. Or tonight with the hours I got to spend alone with my sisters and Nixie. It was just the thing I needed. What we all needed.

Though my feelings are strong toward him, it’s the fact I was brought up as a human what made me pace my steps. It’s now I realize, and feel with every fiber of my being, this is where I belong.

He spins us around and sits down, allowing me to straddle him. We’re both naked and yet there’s nothing sexual about this. It’s comfort, something we both give each other. He strokes my back gently up and down while my breasts flatten against his chest. We spend minutes in this position with nothing but the sound of our breath filling the night.

That is until I feel Jagger stiffen. His head comes up and he glances around, making me scan our surroundings too. Except, there’s nothing to see. I’m about to question his actions when he snaps out his words.

“If you don’t want to witness me making love to your granddaughter, then I suggest you leave right fucking now.” 

Seconds tick by as I process what Jagger just said and at the same time I can feel his body start to relax again.

“What was that all about?” I ask because it really sounded like he was telling...wait. “You think my grandfather was here?” I gasp, making me inch closer to Jagger since I’m freaking naked here.

Jagger grunts. “I’ve felt a few times as if someone was watching me. I’ve always had the ability to sense shit, Theon too. You know when something is coming or when eyes are burning in your back? That kind of stuff. Alastair reminded me about how the Elite have the ability to watch, as if tapping into a camera feed. So, I wanted to try and see if it mattered when I called him out on it. Turns out, it most certainly did since the feeling of being watched stopped immediately.”

I bury my head against Jagger’s neck. That’s so freaking twisted. The thought of being watched. By my own grandfather? That’s just...yikes. More than creepy, that’s for sure. 

But, it’s more than freaking strange, right? “If he’s peeked at me a few times...does that mean he won’t show up and fight you...or take me? Or...kill me? Because he could have done so before and we are naked and off guard now.”

“Christ. Why would he kill you? I won’t let anything happen to you, dammit.” His arms tighten around me. “But you’re right...he would have had the chance a few times. Maybe he’s tapping in to check. Alastair mentioned how the Elite sometimes don’t even know they created offspring so it could be he never even knew you existed until you snatched his knife. But still. People have died from assumptions. I’m not going to ease up on this possible threat until I know for sure the Elite have no ulterior motive.”

He’s right. “Can we go inside? I still don’t feel comfortable being out here.”

Jagger chuckles. “I shouldn’t mention I felt the same vibe when the Demons popped into the clubhouse, right? Because with that I’m fairly sure the fucker can tune in at any second in time. Would that mean you never want to be naked or have sex again?”

I pull my head back and give him a horrified look, making him laugh even harder. His gaze slides down to my breasts making hunger openly swirl in his eyes. Leaning in, he takes one of my nipples into his mouth. The thought of someone watching evaporates from my mind when he starts to nip with his teeth and swirl his tongue around my sensitive flesh.

Groaning, I let my fingers slide into his wet hair. I tug the dark blond locks to pull him closer. Electricity fills my veins, lighting up my entire body with the need for release. This man has the power to let the whole world fade into the background, placing just the two of us into the center of attention.


The intensity makes me rotate my hips, making his hard dick press against my clit. A low growl rumbles from his chest causing me to repeat the action. Jagger switches breasts, giving the other one the same treatment. His hands slide down to grip my hips, allowing him to guide my movements.

I’m about to tip over the edge, finding that sweet release, when I’m being lifted out of the water. Jagger gently places me on my back on the tiles that surround the hot tub, my feet still dangling in the water. He cups the back of my thighs and pushes open my legs while his face closes in on my pussy.

Softly, his tongue slides through my lips until he flips my clit, overwhelming me with pleasure in one spot, spreading fire through my body. I scream out his name as I surrender to the orgasm he rips from my body.

His fingers tighten his grip, pressing his face closer against my pussy. It seems like he can’t get enough and yet he needs to let go of my clit, it’s all too much, I can’t stand...oh, shit. I’m caught off guard when a second, or hell...maybe it’s a bonus orgasm, who freaking knows, but it’s intense enough for me to go slack and let it ride my body.

Everything is wrapped in a cloud of pleasure and I’m moaning in contentment when I feel Jagger’s mouth leave my pussy, allowing the tip of his dick to make contact instead. I gasp when he pushes forward and fills me up in one surge.

His growl rips through the air. “Fuck. Being wrapped in your tight, wet pussy is the most sacred place for my dick to be in.”

I grip his forearms and lift my head to look at this magnificent man whose gaze is set where we’re connected. His powerful arms are wrapped with veins, pulsing with blood to feed his strength. Within this moment my heart squeezes tighter, realizing there isn’t anyone in this world more perfect than Jagger. 

Not only as the man who’s willing to do anything to keep me safe, but also the only man who fills my life and body completely. An overwhelming need takes over to mark him as mine again. I reach out and tighten my legs around his waist. With one fluid motion, I catch him off guard and manage to flip us over while keeping his dick inside me. 

I’m straddling him, hovering over his face and I barely recognize my own voice as I growl, “Mine.” 

My teeth burn with the desire to sink into his skin. I let my tongue gently trail a spot along his neck before closing my mouth over it, piercing the skin to let his taste flow inside me. His moan fills my ears while he grips my hips and starts to bounce me off and on his dick. We’re both fueling each other, thriving with the need to consume ourselves with the kind of hunger that can only be satisfied by an intense release.

I feel his teeth sink into my skin and at the same time I feel him start to pulse inside me, igniting an eruption that flows through my entire body. His growl rumbles against my neck as he tightens his arms around me to pull me even closer. Both shuddering from the intensity, we try to catch our breath. Jagger lifts up and slides us into the pool, keeping our bodies wrapped around each other. 

“I could get used to this,” Jagger murmurs.

I hum in agreement, not quite ready to manage my brain and mouth to form words. His light chuckle flows by my ear while at the same time I can feel the rumble through his chest.

“Angel...heaven, earth, or the whole fucking universe...no one will ever hold my heart the way you do.”

I thought the orgasm he gave me a moment ago sent my heart into overdrive but what he just said? My throat closes up and my eyes burn. I pull back and take his head in my hands, locking our eyes to make sure he understands the purest feelings my heart holds for him. 

“I love you.” I simply say those three words but crash my mouth to him right after to let him feel the intensity of what he does to me, but I’m pretty sure he already knows I feel the exact same way. 
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Chapter 11 
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***Jagger***

I should be mad as fuck and telling her to retract her wings but she’s damn stunning. Her face is flushed from the intensity of the way we made love and those eyes are burning with feelings she just voiced. She’s right there with me. So, no, I can’t blame her one damn bit because it seems her wings are connected with her feelings.

Though I know Tessera told me that Nixie put a protection spell in place to ward off Demons. She even made all the girls hold hands to channel strength from Eliana who is half Witch. Tessera mentioned she could feel the tingles of magic slide through her too. I think Nixie was smart to have all the sisters hold hands because Tria also holds magic. Each of them might be from different kind of Paranormals, but their connection is solid. It might strengthen the spell to make it more powerful.

“Come on, let’s go inside,” I murmur and stand up, carrying her with me.

The feel of her wings surrounding me is as if she’s got two sets of arms that hug me close. But when she lifts her head and opens her eyes, catching a glimpse of those stunning white feathers, she starts to panic.

I soften my voice. “Easy, love. It’s too late now, and remember, Nixie put a protection spell up, it will hold them off. But just to be safe, we need to go inside.” 

She hangs her head and that just doesn’t sit well with me. “I love every fucking inch of you and those wings are gorgeous as fuck. As far as I’m concerned, you should never hide them. Even if you attract Demons, let them fucking come. We’ll face them head on. No one should ever hide their true appearance. You saw how each and every one of my guys protected you and that’s how it’ll always be. And if you’re worried...then we’ll talk with Nixie to see if she can maybe make a spell or knows something to subdue or hide the beacon that flares up when your wings come out. That way we can have them swing out without you giving me that look because it’s crushing me. Church is where we go to talk freely without anyone being able to listen in. We’ll make our bedroom into our safe haven to enjoy ourselves without having to think of anything else, full fucking surrender, okay?”

I place her on her feet and close the door behind us. She gives me a shy smile. “Together we’ll face all the madness life throws at us.”

“Damn right,” I promise, and roughly crash our mouths together.

The kiss doesn’t last long. The interruption comes in the form of a bellow that flows through the clubhouse. I recognize Theon’s voice and know instantly why. The hairs on the back of my neck stand on end because of it.

“Demons,” I say to Tessera and grab a pair of jeans to put on along with my leather cut and boots. 

Tessera rushes to throw on clothes. “It was me, dammit. No more sex until we solve this shit,” she grumbles.

If there wasn’t an unknown treat of how this outcome would be, I would fucking laugh it off. Right now, though? Fucking frustrating.

“There’s no damn way we’re giving up sex. We discussed this and I’ll handle it.” I swing the door open and wait for her to almost pass me when I add, “Please stay inside and don’t do anything selfish. You know it’s you they want. Trust me, and the club you belong to now.”

There’s a tiny smile tugging her lips that makes my chest squeeze. She brushes her lips against my cheek and whispers, “You’re mine, Jagger. I will always trust, and follow, you blindly.”

Fucking hell. “You complete me, Angel.” I cup her face. “So. Damn. Perfect,” I add on a whisper as she leans into my touch.

I hate to break the moment but we need to see what the hell is going on. Doors open left and right, brothers rushing to the main room of our clubhouse. Alastair, Caius, Os, and their Old Ladies are already there.

“That outlaw is out there...the Prez of Death by Reaper MC, Demon Charter. He’s out there challenging you,” Theon tells me as his eyes go back to the window.

“Everyone should stay inside,” Nixie says, Caius has her tucked underneath his arm. “The spell is holding up, he can’t come in here.”

“I need to kill him,” Tria grumbles. “He sent those Demons who killed my sister, he needs to die.”

“Let Jagger handle this, Tria. Please, stay out of this, I can’t lose you too. I just freaking found you again,” Tessera pleads.

“As long as the head of that fucker out there bounces nicely off his shoulders and onto the ground, I have no problem with staying inside. But if no one will make that possible, then I’m out of here,” Tria vows.

Tessera locks eyes with me and I can see the worry in her eyes. I’ve already told her about the fury of a Fae, once they have something set in their mind there’s nothing or no one who can change that shit.

“Come and face me, Prez,” a dark voice bellows from outside.

Tria’s eyes flame red, ears pointy and popping out from underneath her long red hair while her hands are turning into claws. Yeah, if she wants to go outside and face that Demon? No one in this damn room would be able to contain her.

“Stay here,” I snap to everyone. “I’m going to open the door but I need for everyone else to shut the fuck up and let me do the talking.”

Dammit, again with the feeling as if I’m being watched. I step closer to Tessera and mutter, “He’s here.”

Her eyes widen but she doesn’t say anything, she just gives me a slight nod in understanding. Fuck, I just know her grandfather is tuned in again and I don’t know if this is such a good thing. Like Tessera mentioned before...if he was watching a few times he would already have done something by now. Not knowing if it’s an extra threat or a concerned family member is the kind of thing we don’t need right now. Especially with a Demon on my doorstep.

Time to get this over and done with, face the fucking problems instead of shoving them away. I swing the door open and make sure to stay inside. The sly smile spreading on his face gives me the knowledge this Demon knows damn well I ain’t coming out.

His broad shoulders and the size of him indicate why this one is Prez of the Demon Charter. He looks like he could take half the world on his back and hold it with one damn hand while fighting for the other half. Even so, it would never have me doubting to fight for what’s mine, but it’s always good to assess your enemy with open eyes and do your damnedest not to make a single mistake when it comes to facing this one.

“You have something I’m after. Two things actually, and I suggest you hand them over.” The guy’s voice is sheer domination. 

He doesn’t even have backup, he’s just standing there all alone with a custom black bike behind him. 

“I appreciate the bike there...” I wave my hand to indicate that I have no clue what the fucker’s name is and continue. “If you weren’t after my Old Lady I would like to discuss that badass one.”

He crosses his muscled arms over his leather covered chest. “It’s Vike. And what the fuck do you mean I’m after your Old Lady?” 

“Jagger.” I nod. “You’re here for the Angel you sensed, right?”

A sly smile spreads his face. “Are you tellin’ me a Vampire mated with an Elite? Sell that fucking fairytale to your grandma, fucker. ‘Cause I ain’t buyin’ it.”

I keep my eye on him while calling for my woman. “Tessera.” I feel her stepping closer to me, putting an arm around my waist as I pull her close. “This is my Old Lady. Take a fucking whiff if you don’t believe me at my fucking word.”

His chest expands and curses fill the air. He takes a step forward but my view is blocked when a large man dressed in black leather pants, large leather boots, and a white billowing shirt steps in between us. The guy looks like a damn musketeer.

“You shall not harm my granddaughter, do we have an understanding?” If Vike’s voice was sheer domination...Tessera’s grandfather has such superiority, it will trump any word voiced against him.

“Ah, now that explains it. She’s yours, Azrael. Finally catching up on the slipup, nice one, Azrael. Good timing too.” Vike’s eyes twinkle as if he was just handed a nice fat paycheck. “Well, I did mention there were two things I was after, so I’ll compensate and give this one up. But seeing I’m dealing with you now...you do understand why I can’t let the other one slip through my damn fingers, yeah? I will need for you to stay out of it.”

“Yes, I understand it will be best for everyone. I won’t interfere if you keep your word,” Azrael states.

“You have my word. No harm will come to her from my kind, I will mark her beacon as untouchable,” Vike promises.

What the fuck is happening? Why is that Demon following the Elite’s order?

“As I will keep my word,” Azrael promises and disappears as easy as how he appeared.

“Well, that was fun.” Vike chuckles but it soon fades, his face grows serious. “Seeing I respect an Old Lady, and just so you know...I wasn’t aware she was yours when I got here. But Azrael also just made sure she’s off limits. Now about the other one....” 

“I’m assuming you’re talking about me,” Tria’s voice rings out from my right.

I glance over to see she’s opened a window and is standing there glaring at Vike. Smart to stay inside but not so smart to confront the fucker this way.

“Well, well, well. You’re breathtaking in person, little firefly.” This is the first time his voice doesn’t sound fierce and dominating. “Why don’t you step outside? You and I have a little business to settle.”

“My sister isn’t going anywhere,” Tessera snaps, drawing Vike’s attention back to us.

His eyebrow shoots toward the sky. “Sister?” Turning his gaze back to Tria, he says, “I thought the only sister you had was the rip-off version of you. You know...the one with the big mouth. Though I must admit, seeing you with my own eyes clearly shows me you’re the exquisite one.” He winks, making Tria’s eyes widen as he adds, “You mind telling me why a Phoenix has an Elite for a sister? Or did you two just buddy up or something?”

“None of your damn business,” Tria snaps. “Wait. How do you know about my twin being a Phoenix? Is she alive? Your guy didn’t kill her? Tell me and I might let you live if she’s still alive.”

Vike tips his head back and laughs, shaking his head while locking eyes with Tria again. “Now, now, little firefly. Those are some mighty words coming from a little thing like you.”

A deadly smile spreads Tria’s face. What happens next is too fast for my eyes, so the only thing I see is Vike’s head whipping to the left while blood sprays from four deep gashes on his cheek. Vike rumbles a harsh growl, making the gravel underneath his boots shake.

Tria, on the other hand, is already standing inside again, in front of the window in the same spot, as if she didn’t just blink in and out to smack his face. She’s studying her fingernails, raising her eyebrow at Vike while asking sweetly, “You were saying?”

“Motherfucker,” Vike growls. “A fucking Phoenix mixed with Fae. Surprising, and just too fucking good to be true.”

“Answer my damn question because your statement is old news.” Tria sneers. “Tell me how you know my twin is a Phoenix.”

Vike grips his shirt with both hands and rips it open, showing his inked up, muscled chest. I hear all the women gasp around me and it’s not from the damn muscles. This fucker is a Demon who can show visions through his skin. He’s giving us a peek at what seems like a tattoo of a spider web window, behind it is the face of Dio. Dio’s face is inked on his chest but it seems like her eyes are moving, finding Tria’s gaze. Her mouth opens as if she wants to speak but Vike closes his shirt.

“Because she told me so,” he simply says.
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Chapter 12
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***Tessera***

This shit ain’t real. It simply can’t be. He’s holding Dio prisoner? It seems like it...but it would mean...she’s alive! I rush over and grab a piece of paper and a pen along the way, quickly scribbling a message for Tria. I need for her to understand to stay put inside the clubhouse. The way she smacked his face was awesome but I’m not risking her. I mean this Vike guy has her sister in an inked-up prison on his freaking chest, what the hell else is he capable of? 

I grab Tria’s arm and hold the paper in front of her. She glances down to read it and meets my eyes. I can tell she’s deciding if she should follow my request. I asked her to stay put so we can get more info about this guy and fight together instead of her ending up in that guy’s chest too. But then I see it, her shoulders go back and her chin lifts. She’s made her decision and I do hope she will stay put to fight another day...one where we’ll be ready to face this man and know exactly how to deal with him.

“Here’s a tip for you...don’t ask about when we were kids, she’s bound to burn your ears straight off.” Tria smiles but it’s anything but genuine, try eerie and creepy as shit. “Now run along and tell my sister to stay put, I’ll have her out of your so-called cage soon enough.”

“Again, with the mighty words, little firefly.” Vike rubs his thumb along his jaw. “Care to blink again so I can finally get what belongs to me? I challenge you little Fae, are you up for it?”

Shit. I wrap my fingers around Tria’s wrist. “Don’t let him get to you,” I murmur, giving her a tight squeeze.

We discussed a lot of things together when it was just us girls and all of them gave me insight of all kinds of Paranormals. Tria told me about Fae and Phoenix. And what Vike just did? Challenge a Fae? Not good. They can rarely pass it up and will gladly die to see to it that they face the challenge and come out on the winning side.

Not only is this a huge problem, but when you have something they fancy, or take something from them? They need to have it, the urge is branded in their bones and it can’t be denied. Now I know why this guy came here alone. He doesn’t need any of his guys for backup. A chill creeps up my spine; this man is dangerous. Coming here with all the odds in his favor, knowing just how to have the right handle on Tria, even manages to make a deal with my grandfather and passing me up to make sure they don’t interfere. Easily, like he wasn’t a Demon who hunts Angels on a regular basis.

“Tria, please,” I urge.

She turns her head toward me. “No worries, sis. This guy doesn’t push my buttons enough. I don’t need him to get my sister back,” she simply states and steps away from the window. 

A fierce growl rips through the air, making me rush back behind Jagger. I watch how Vike’s hands turn blood red, fire licking his skin as veins trickle the redness up his arms.

“This ain’t over, she belongs to me!” he bellows, turning on his heels to straddle his bike and racing away, leaving a trail of flames on the ground.

I hear Nixie shout my name. I start to run toward the hallway and follow Velma who runs into Jagger’s office.

“Quickly, take her other hand, Eliana. Velma, take Eliana’s hand, Tessera, grab mine and make a circle, we need to channel her anger through us. She’s going to hurt herself if she keeps it all inside,” Nixie orders and it’s then I see the smoke wafting off Tria’s skin that’s turned an angry red with scales.

Dammit, she’s going against all her instincts, fighting herself to prevent from going after Vike to get her sister. She’s doing what I asked, knowing it’s the right thing to do and yet it’s killing her. We all join hands as Nixie starts to chant. Minutes pass but there’s no change. I feel a presence coming up behind me, a hand touches my shoulder. I glance back but there’s nothing there. Nixie gasps and glances at me but right after her attention goes back to Tria who immediately calms down. The redness and scales fade and she sighs in relief. Nixie lets go of my hand and hugs Tria.

“Are you okay? Do you have control, did we do it?” Concern is heavy in Nixie’s voice.

It’s crazy how we just met today but it’s like all of us have been together for years.

Tria gives Nixie one more squeeze before she steps back. “At first it didn’t help but then something changed and it was like a switch being flipped. It’s gone now, I don’t have the urge to go after him, my mind is clear. I have to think things through and know everything there is to know before I hunt him down to find my sister and kill that asshole.”

“You shall not kill Viking Hemlocks, for he is your mate,” a crystal-clear voice states from behind us.

We all spin around and see the man standing there who was facing Vike outside a moment ago; my grandfather. I glance at the door thinking of a way to alert Jagger but I also don’t want him hurt. And strangely I somehow know my grandfather isn’t going to hurt me. I mean why else would he warn Vike away from me?

“Grandfather,” I state, and realize he helped with calming down Tria just now. I felt him standing behind me and placing his hand on my shoulder. It makes perfect sense with what Jagger told me, how he felt his presence a few times.

His eyes land on me and they soften. “Tessera. I had no knowledge of your existence or I would have come for you the day you were born.”

“Soooo, you don’t want to kill me?” I question...you know, just to make sure.

Surprise hits his face. “Why would I want to harm you, for you have my blood?”

He’s weird with his talk and appearance. Even his name; Azrael. It reminds me of a cat in a freaking cartoon, yet his appearance resembles one of those hot young actors who played in that musketeer movie. Ooookay, freaky and twisted is an understatement, seeing he’s my grandfather and looks more like a hottie women should swoon over.

Okay, I need to focus here...so he’s the good guy, maybe it’s good to have him, and keep him at our side. “Thank you for helping with Tria.”

A slight smile tugs his lips as he gives me a nod and adds, “You’re welcome.”

Seeing my sisters and Nixie are all mute and googly eyes, it’s up to me to lead this discussion and have a chance to get some answers for Tria and Dio. “You mentioned Tria can’t kill Vike because he’s her mate? But how’s that even possible? Are you sure? Because it felt like he would fight to get her because she killed a few of his men, not because he’s her mate...he could have just said that, right?”

“It’s complicated. Viking Hemlocks will never ask for anything.” 

“He asked you to stay out of him going after Tria,” I state, remembering their discussion.

Azrael gives a short shake of his head. “He demanded, not asked. But even if he didn’t, I am to stay out of it and let this run its path, for some legends needs to be untouched.”

“Whaaaaat?” My mind and mouth team up and that slips out before I can ask more clearly what he just said.

I look at the girls but they’re eyeing me and have yet to say or do anything. They are clearly leaving me to handle this but I could use their help. I mean, this is about Tria for heaven’s sake, she could chime in and help me out, right?

I release a deep sigh when no one says anything. “Okay, come on, spell it out for me. Why won’t you,” Shit, rephrase. “Why is it important to let this run its path? Because of a legend? What legend and how is this connected with Tria?”

Azrael doesn’t address me but locks eyes with Tria. “Centuries ago Viking Hemlocks’ twin, Gunnar, was the Prez of the Demon Charter. Lower level Demons caused an uproar when they placed a curse on Gunnar, causing him to change. Viking had no other choice but to contain his twin. He locked him away in a dungeon to keep him safe while he searched for a solution, a cure, so to speak. The uproar is what caused this charter to distance itself, turning into outlaws because of the killing spree those lower level Demons caused before Viking became the President and managed to kill most of those who went after his brother. You might say he is trying to get the Demon Charter back to what it once was, but the damage has been done, they are never to be trusted again. Especially when the Demon who lead them, who ordered the curse to be lain upon Gunnar, is still alive and has now grown quite the following.”

“Hmmm.” I let this little weird spew of information bounce inside my head before I summon it up to make sure I get it right. “So Gunnar was the victim here, Vike tried to make it better... and is still working his ass off to hunt down the leader, facing all of this alone...but it’s all useless because they will never be accepted again, thanks to some bad seeds who tried to ruin it for the rest of the Demons? Wow. You guys are quite the judgy fuckers.”

I hear the girls snicker behind me. Shit, that came out of my mouth without thinking things through, but dammit...that’s just insane. 

My grandfather crosses his arms defensively in front of his chest. “It is not I who decides. Rules are not meant to be broken.”

“Riiiiight.” Like I said; judgy fuckers. There’s no way we would get on the same side in this discussion and I need more answers before he vanishes. “Would you say Vike is relatively good...you know, for a Demon? Since you say he’s my sister’s mate and I need to know if my future brother-in-law to be isn’t the devil who will drag her off and sacrifice her for the sake of the apocalypse or something.”

“It is not him who will evoke an apocalypse. There is a legend unraveling that needs to be seen through, Tria and her sisters are a part of this. Viking Hemlocks is a reasonable Demon and President. But do not mistake Viking as relatively good, for he is not,” Azrael states, though he shakes his head and releases a deep sigh. “He is called Viking for he was like them in his younger years; violent, ruthless, a piratical heathen.”

“Oh, wow.” Tria sighs.

She earns a glare from me and I seriously need to hold back not to roll my eyes at her. Somehow, I think she knew deep down Vike was her mate before Azrael mentioned it.

“What was up with Vike’s chest? The tattoo where he has Dio? How do we free her from it?” I need to tick every question I have off my list, seeing my grandfather has most of the answers.

“It is a window. He has the ability to show anything in his reach...his possessions. Dio is held by him and therefore he can let you see her through the window that is branded on his chest with ink. Only the President and the VP have this ability. It is the same with the ability they share when one of their own gets killed, they get to see the last few minutes before their death. I believe this is where Viking recognized Tria. And to make you understand, the three Demons Viking sent, those who were killed, they were sent to collect. The fireball directed at Dio captured her and sent her straight to the Demon’s dungeon. They were never sent to kill, for it was you two who did the killing.” Azrael’s tone changes at the end, clearly letting Tria know how distasteful and disappointed he was by their actions.

“Oops,” Eliana whispers. 

“Well, how the hell were we supposed to know? They crashed their way through the ceiling, throwing demands. It’s not like they knocked on the door, being polite and shit,” Tria states.

My grandfather completely ignores her and addresses me. “Call on me if you should ever need me and I shall come.”

What the heck does he mean by this? “Like through a phone or something?” 

The corner of his mouth twitches. “Like how you teleported the knife to you, for it alerted me to your presence here on earth. If you would repeat this action, I would be able to pinpoint you at any time.”

“Yeah, but I didn’t do it on purpose and didn’t even know why, or how I did it, or where the knife came from.” 

“It does not matter,” he simply states. “I shall come.” 

“I don’t have the knife anymore. Jagger made it disappear because he said it attracted Demons.”

Again, he graces me with a tiny smile. “You have found yourself a good mate, he has proven himself to be very worthy of you.”

I wince, being reminded of the fact that Jagger addressed him a few hours ago to go away because we were going to have sex.

“The knife is back in my possession. But you can also concentrate on this ring.” He holds out his hand where there’s a golden band wrapped around it, a large detailed A is engraved on it.

“Pretty,” I compliment.

“Think about the ring and hold out your hand so it can appear, then I shall come.” And then he’s gone.

No goodbye, see you later, it was fun but my date is waiting...nothing. Just poof, gone into thin air. I’m still thinking things through when I realize the silence in the room is deafening. Turning, I look at all the girls who are just staring back at me.

That is until Nixie clears her throat. “Well, I must say...you have the youngest, hottest grandpa I’ve ever seen.” She chuckles, making all of us laugh along with her.
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Chapter 13
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***Jagger***

Tessera comes running into the room, causing all heads to turn her way, the other girls coming up behind her. I’m on my feet the next instant, making sure to close the distance with rapid speed.

“What happened?” I question, my heart beating faster because of the way she stormed in here.

“Vike is Tria’s mate so she’s kinda screwed,” Tessera states.

Tria shoves Tessera’s shoulder. “Thanks a lot, sis,” she grumbles.

“Are you sure he’s your mate?” I direct my question at Tria, because this could be a good thing, seeing he won’t do her any harm if this is true.

Tria shrugs. “He might be. I had this feeling when he showed up outside but he really gets on my nerves. But if Grandpa says it’s so.” She shrugs again.

Grandpa? “He was fucking here?” I growl at Tessera.

“Yes, he was. Calm down, he didn’t mean any harm. We spoke and it was a good talk,” she fucking beams.

I’m happy for her but dammit, underneath my own fucking roof, what the fuck would have happened if it wasn’t all a lovely family reunion? 

“We do have a slight, maybe bigger than slight problem, though.” Tessera winces. “Vike isn’t such a good guy and his twin is cursed and locked away in some dungeon and then there’s the Demon who cursed him who’s still out there.”

“That totally makes sense.” Caius rolls his eyes. “Could you start over and add more details? Who is cursed and locked away? Wait...why the hell would you think Vike is a good guy? Did him being a Demon not indicate a big ol’ flashing sign stating the fucker is evil?”

“Well, Azrael isn’t a real chatty person.” Tessera glares at Caius. “He said something about a legend unraveled that needs to be seen through, and he mentioned Tria is a part of this.”

“Just great,” I mutter.

Alastair steps toward Eliana, pulling her close to him. “I’ve heard about this legend. If it concerns the one about the Demons...it’s close to an apocalyptic thing where a shift of power can result in a change that involves all of us. The Elite though, they aren’t to interfere. Something about making your own bed and sleeping in it; good versus evil, letting it play out.”

“Fuck.” I rub my fingers against my temple.

I hate the fact that all of this is tangled with my Old Lady. Yet with what Alastair just said...it’s tied to all of us. “We need your grandfather back here to shed some more light on this.” 


“Yeah, that won’t happen, you know how they are.” Nixie stalks over to Caius. “Tria said something and Azrael close to hightailed out of there. They only show and talk to who they want or need to. For they are...Elite.”

Thank the Witch to state this shit, and the fact she’s obsessed with Angels and Dragons.

“What’s the plan here?” Alastair chimes in. “Bring the Demon back to discuss his beef with another Demon so our Old Ladies can breathe happily knowing their sister isn’t being thrown into a fight that might inflict an apocalypse?”

“See?” Tessera snaps. “He knows how to summon things up perfectly. Gah, where were you when grandpa was around?”

“Right here,” Alastair mutters.

“For fuck’s sake.” I rub a hand over my face. “Do we have a way to contact Vike?”

“Do we have to?” Tria groans. “I’m aware we need to do something but for real...he’s got a window on his damn chest to let others get a glimpse of shit. He showed me my sister in a freaking dungeon! I’m not exactly jumping to get hot and naked with this guy who some Elite implied is my damn mate.”

“Grandpa said you’re part of this legend,” Tessera snaps at Tria. “Do I need to remind you about the fact he also mentioned Vike wasn’t the one who would evoke an apocalypse? We all have to jump into this thing that’s called living and there are a few things you can’t avoid. Like this mate thing, souls connected, it’s branded deep into your bones. You’ll know when you get close to him.”

Tria snorts. “My hand drawing blood from his cheek was as close as I could get, didn’t spike my heartrate into a lovey-dovey beat, it fueled my anger instead, remember?”

Tessera sighs. “Love, hate, fine line. Look, all I know is that in my human life I learned to follow my gut and the statement ‘everything happens for a reason’ has a ring of truth. I also believe what Grandpa said is crucial. It doesn’t mean I’m sharpening my knives and heading out for war to face an apocalypse, but it does mean I can’t ignore what’s going on. Think of the bigger picture. Our biological father made us powerful Paranormals to face something he wanted to go up against. I have this feeling there’s more to it than that, okay? It’s weird. It’s all weird.”

Alastair hisses through his teeth. “Wait just one fucking moment here. You can’t believe Derek, former Prez of Heaven’s MC, was planning something with a lower Demon to face something together. That’s so farfetched.”

“Hey,” Tessera snaps. “I watch movies, series, read books, and have a master’s degree in Greek Mythology. No. Nothing is farfetched when it comes to planning an apocalypse. It’s a power surge, plain and simple, and what happens when an MC Prez turns evil? Does he go to the good guy for help? It’s like one tiny push gets a ball rolling and you’ll never know what path it’ll take.”

Fuck. Why didn’t anyone think of that fucking twist. “Alastair.”

“I’m thinking,” Alastair growls.

“Good, because I get the chills from this fucking plot twist. If this shit is true...” I press.

“Then it’s been going on for decades and it’s not just their father who had a twisted mindset to go and take on something on his own,” Alastair finishes.

“Fuck. Then his twisted mindset didn’t end when we killed their father. Maybe it wasn’t just him who thought up this fucked up plan to create powerful Paranormals,” I state.

“Wait.” Everyone glances at Tessera. “Grandpa said there was something about a legend. Our father might have tipped it off, or maybe the Demon did with cursing Vike’s brother way before that time, or it could be all of it. In the end it doesn’t matter...we need to think about how to handle or act now.”

“Could you maybe, please, stop calling that Angel grandpa and just call him by his name?” Nixie winces. “It’s seriously weird to use grandpa for a dude who looks like he walked out of a model magazine.”

I skip over the comment and address Tessera. “Did Azrael mention an apocalypse? Exactly that word?”

Tessera’s voice changes into the monotone voice of Azrael. “It is not him who will evoke an apocalypse.” Switching back to her normal Angelic voice she adds, “To me it sounds like Vike isn’t the one to blame, but that there will be one, because right after Azrael added the part about a legend unraveled and how it needs to be seen through. Oh, and that Tria and her sister are a part of this.”

“Sisters,” Velma says, making everyone look at her. “What? Azrael said sisters. With the added S. As in plural. You guys were thinking about Tria’s problem and her twin, but he clearly said sisters.”

“Motherfuckers. That’s why they didn’t stop Derek but let him run his course, don’t you see? The good guys waited for us to step in, and me...the Prez of a damn Hell Charter mating with a half blood that’s got a twist of heaven and Witch? My VP mating to a full blood heaven, and a Vamp linked with one that’s got a dash of Elite? Add the Demon mating a Phoenix-Fae Paranormal and you’ve got quite the arsenal to go against a Demon who wants to evoke a fucking apocalypse.”

“You know...there was this series I used to watch with a guy chewing his cigar and when things fell into place he would say something about loving the way a plan comes together. But for real...this is just a little too much over the loony bin. You guys might see all the pieces of this damn puzzle come together as one but I for one have no clue what the hell is going on.” Tessera rubs her eyes and releases a deep sigh.

I reach out and pull her close. “It’s the bigger picture, Angel. There is no coincidence. Derek’s daughters were set on this world to save it and face the evil who wants to ruin it.”

“Again, leave it to the men to sum things up perfectly,” she mutters against my chest, making me chuckle.

“What do we do now?” I ask Alastair since he’s the one who has the higher rank between us.

“Now we need a way to contact Vike and get him to meet us to make a plan together. Whether he wants to or not, it’s clear to me we’re his backup to face this Demon. That fucker needs to be stopped.”

“I can think of a way to summon him here.” Nixie steps forward. “He left a trail with his bike when he hightailed out of here.”

“This might be a stupid question and all, but why doesn’t an army of those Elite join in and swoop away this so-called Demon who will cause the apocalypse? Isn’t it the easiest way to get rid of the number one problem?” Tessera questions.


Alastair sighs. “It’s the human upbringing that raises your question. Paranormals balance out the humans. Living beside one another simultaneously. I’m not saying it’s the humans who cause Paranormals to slip off track but when a human turns into...say...a serial killer? This releases a wave, like a disease that spreads. Heaven Charter and Hell Charter are unaffected by this because those are the ones who reap souls. They clean up the mess so to say. Vampire Charter, Demon Charter, and so on, are in charge of cleaning up the mess of one of their own. So, if a Vamp gets tainted and goes on a killer spree, it’s Jagger here who will take care of it if it’s in his state. Now if it’s a Demon who goes nuts, it’s the Prez of the Demon Charter who needs to take action. If that doesn’t work...that’s where I come in, the Hellhounds Charter. Seeing the Demon Charter became outlaws, we had the order to retreat and let them clean up their own mess. Except now that Demon mess has spread too far and we need to step in.”

Tessera scrunches her eyebrows. “Let me get this straight...you guys are the last line of defense...not the Elite?” 

“They sometimes set foot on earth when a human is in dire need. This is very rare. But with something like this? When it’s really time for the Elite to step in...it would mean hitting the reset button for planet Earth,” Alastair says with a grim voice, silencing everyone inside the room.
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Chapter 14
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***Tessera***

All of us are in a grim mood and standing in front of the clubhouse. Nixie is crouched down near the tire tracks. She’s sprinkled something over it that she threw together with different herbs and made a potion out of it. Really, I have no clue but she’s touching the gravel and there’s like this tiny tremble even I can feel underneath my feet.

“There, he should be here soon,” Nixie states and wipes her hand on her long black dress.

Jagger points at Tria who walks out of the clubhouse. “I told you to stay inside. The protection spell still works and we don’t want Vike to get distracted with you here. Besides, we might need you to get him to listen.”

“Great, now I’m the leverage,” Tria mutters.

Right when she wants to turn and stroll back inside the clubhouse, there’s a flash of fire before a huge beast appears behind Tria, snatching her leg with his claw and holding her upside-down the next instant. More flashes of fire appear left and right as guys surround them, dressed in black leather.

“We’ve been waiting for this one. Thank you for strolling out, makes it easier to snatch you up, Viking’s whore.” The beast sneers. “You’re the one he wants, or so my little helper told me when he followed Vike here.”

Anger courses through me. The need to help my sister is strong. I can feel my wings sprout from my back but I’m being pulled against a hard chest, blocking me from spreading my wings. 

“Don’t fucking do it,” Jagger growls into my ear. “If a Demon can’t take out this Demon on its own, I’m not fucking risking you to go all vigilante on me.”

There’s a black flash with a sound of thunder. Vike is standing there with five other men behind him. Vike steps forward, his gaze directed at Tria before it slowly trails up toward the beast with the double set of horns on his head who is still holding her upside-down.

“Vapula.” Vike chuckles. “Didn’t your mama tell you how to properly hold a woman?”

Tria growls and is turning red, scales already appearing on her skin.

“Now, now, little firefly. I blink and you’re mad, mind if we switch?” Vike says and winks.

Tria’s standing next to me the next instant. Dammit, that was smart of Vike to tell her to blink. Vapula roars and stomps a foot shaking the earth with a crack of thunder. He starts to rub his hands together, creating a ball of flames.

Nixie grabs Tria’s hand and this makes me automatically reach out for Tria’s other hand. Jagger’s still got a grip on me.

“Step away, Jagger,” Nixie whispers and nods toward Eliana and Velma to connect hands.

Valpula throws a fireball toward us but before anyone of us can act, Vike is standing in front of us. The fireball seems to shatter into a shield of blue, protecting us from impact.

“Fight me, motherfucker. Leave them out of this,” Vike growls. 

The men behind Valpula are crawling all over the place and Vike’s men spread in an effort to go after them resulting in bloodshed. It pains me to see this but none of us are doing anything. 

Taking one step forward, I hear Nixie’s voice again. “Don’t break our chain, Tessera, you might think we’re just standing here but take a breath and concentrate. Feel it building. Your sisters are channeling their power but you have to let go of your fear.”

Let go of my freaking fear? There’s a large pitch black beast over there with gaping holes in his body where bone is peeking through as black slimy goo is seeping out. Not to mention the two sets of massive curled horns and the fireballs he produces. 

Okay, Vike has some kind of shield that manages to bounce those off but how long is that going to continue? Shit. Focus. Breathe. Let go of that freaking...oh fuck is that a head in front of my feet? Yikes. Vike grunts due to an impact from one very big-ass fireball. Are they getting larger? Yes, they freaking are, dammit.

Tria squeezes my fingers through the point of pain, adding on a hiss, “Focus, dammit, or I’ll eat off your nose.”

“Eat my nose?” I shake my head from this insanity, needing to close my eyes to block everything out. But mostly? That beast needs to be thrown back into the hole he crawled out of, taking his guys along with him. Now, dammit, I need things to be quiet so I can focus.

The next instant everything is dead silent. No growling, grunting, squirting of blood, or crackling fireballs. Nothing. Just utter silence. I open my eyes and see Vike standing in front of us looking around like everyone else is doing because they’re gone. The beast and his guys disappeared altogether.

Nixie rushes toward me, clapping her hands. “You did it, you did it. Ha! Elite can’t butt into shit but we have our own damn beauty to help us out. You just need to learn how to channel it.”

“Have my sister threaten to eat my nose, that’ll do the trick,” I mutter.

Tria grins. “You’re welcome.”

“Where did he go, and why the fuck did you do that? I finally had him, goddamnit. Do you know how long I’ve searched for that fucker? How damn rare it is for him to show his mutated ass? A fucking decade, that’s how long. Now how the hell am I supposed to wait another decade to take him out? I need to end this before he finishes the venom he used to curse my brother with so he can infect every fucking human and Paranormal on this goddamned earth. Yeah, brilliant, go cheer for that fucking Elite freak. Fuck!” Vike seethes.

“Hey,” Tria snaps and jabs a finger against Vike’s chest. It makes me wince because Vike is like double Tria’s size.

“That’s my sister you’re talking to,” Tria reprimands. “I know you protected us mere seconds ago, but how were we supposed to know all of what you just said? We summoned you here to talk about it but then that Demon popped up and all hell broke loose.” 

“It’s not their fight, it’s ours,” Vike shoots back, wrapping his fingers around Tria’s wrist.

I hear Jagger and Alastair curse behind me. I glance back for just one freaking instant to see why but when I look back at Tria, I know why...there’s only a cloud of black left that’s slowly disappearing.

“Nooooooo,” I scream, hearing my sisters yell out with me.

“I should have fucking known he would take her and not work together,” Jagger growls. “How the hell are we going to get her back?”

“Can you concentrate and...I don’t know, drag her back like how you managed to make Valpula disappear?” Alastair questions.

“It doesn’t work that way,” Nixie answers for me. “She has the ability to do that with items only. We managed to channel our powers to blast him away, it was mainly Eliana, Tria, and Tessera with me boosting the Witch side. It’s to ward and protect. Maybe Tria will be here soon, she’ll blink and be here. That’s logical, right?”

“Not if he binds her. He’s already got her sister, we all know he was coming for Tria the first time...he heard what she really is and that gave him time to prepare, no...I’m one hundred percent sure he would take steps to prevent her from blinking. He even made her do it to escape Valpula. That fucker is selfish, like all fucking Demons are. And let’s not forget we ticked him off with sending Valpula away, he doesn’t want to accept our fucking help.” Jagger shakes his head. “This is bad.”

This can’t be happening. “I’ll get Azrael here. He will be able to help, he just has to. Maybe he can get Tria away from Vike.” 

“You can’t.” Eliana sighs. “You heard him, Tessera. He said so a few times. Tria is part of the legend. But most of all? He gave his word to Vike not to interfere between Tria and him. It was what Azrael got in return for them to leave you alone.”

My chest tightens with devastation. She’s right. Azrael will never go back on his word. Even more? He wants all of this to play out. But he’s wrong about one thing though.

“I’m not giving up,” I growl in a fierce promise. “I will get her back and end Valpula. Even if it’ll cost me my last breath, I don’t fucking care, he won’t win, not ever. If he thinks he’s entitled to evoke a damn apocalypse than he needs to face all of us, right?”

I glance around and see all of those who are close to me nod. Alastair is wearing a proud smile along with it. 

I feel Jagger’s arms circle my waist. “I can’t allow for that to happen, Angel. We will come out on the winning side because there’s no fucking way I will ever let you die.”

I tap his arm. “Good. Because I have no intention of dying. Revenge comes first, then we can see about planning a future that revolves around the two of us.”

Jagger nips my neck. “Then let’s fucking hurry inside the clubhouse and get our heads together so we can come up with a plan to get this shit started.”

Sounds of agreement fill the air. Caius guides Nixie toward the door as I try to suppress the fear that’s raging inside my body. But it’s useless...there’s a nagging feeling inside me that tells me I won’t be seeing my sister any time soon.
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Epilogue
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Six weeks later

***Jagger***

“Shouldn’t we try again?” Tessera asks.

I want to comment with ‘nothing to try, you practically jumped me for the second time in the last twenty minutes, and I’m ready when you are.’ But it’s the same question she’s been throwing at me off and on for days and weeks on end. It’s the question that occupies her thoughts on a regular basis.

I soften my voice in an effort to soften the damn blow. “You know what happened when we did so the first two times. He knows we’re here for backup, I know damn sure he will come when he needs it.”

Hope yet again drains her gorgeous face making my heart squeeze. 

“I don’t understand why she doesn’t blink to come here. He’s holding her captive, you saw it for yourself when he showed his chest to let us see Tria was okay. She wouldn’t even turn to face us. The only thing we saw was the back of her freaking head, while she flipped us off! Well, not us, she was flipping him off, Tria clearly hates him. How do we even know she’s safe?” she presses.

“We don’t.” I cup her face and swipe away the stray tear that’s sliding down her cheek. “They are outlaws for a reason, Tessera. Alastair has reached out, you’ve asked Azrael, no one is able, or steps in to help us. We have no other choice but to wait for Vike to come to us. He was furious the last time Nixie summoned him and threatened to rain down his fury if we summoned him a third time. And think about it, Angel...we don’t have any new information or anything else since we last saw him, we can’t do anything else but wait for him to come to us.”

“I don’t want anything to happen to Nixie. She’s sweet and has helped me a lot to control my wings and evolve my powers. When we’re together with Velma and Eliana, she knows exactly how to combine our abilities and try things we’d never think of doing. You know...I really don’t think Derek thought this through so far...how we would be able to evolve into this...together.”

“You’re right. But like we said before, everything happens for a reason. I’m convinced putting stronger Paranormals on this earth was needed, even if the reasons for starting this was wrong. In the end it might be the only thing that can stop pure evil from ruining this earth.” My hand falls away from her face as I lean back and let my arm slide into the water of the hot tub.

“It is kinda funny though, us women, ready to save the world; a kickass version of girl power.” The smirk on her face is better than the sadness that was etched on there a moment ago.

“That’s right, love. And be sure to remember this because your sisters are strong. Tria will find a way to use this girl power, I just fucking know it.” Maybe not know for sure but I hope to fuck she does.

There’s a reason Azrael flat-out denied helping us. He kept stating how it’s a legend that needs to be played out. Not that it’s any reassurance but the things I’ve seen what these sisters combined can achieve does boost hope. But that fucking Vike doesn’t want any help so basically, it’s out of our hands unless said idiot reaches out. Or Tria...

“I like this.” Tessera sighs. 

“What?” I turn my head slightly to see how her gaze is set on the dark sky which is filled with stars.

“You and me in the tub, nothing but silence surrounding us.” She sighs.

“Ah, you mean without having grandpa’s eyes on us.” I snicker, making her dash up to hold an arm in front of her naked breasts.

“Jagger!” she scolds. “Way to ruin a moment here. He’s not tuned in, right? Tell me you’re kidding.”

A bark of laughter rips from my throat. “I haven’t felt a vibe of being watched for weeks, Angel. Relax, it’s just us, the tub, and silence surrounding us.” I reach out and pull her close. “And the thick need to have you again.”

“Thick need?” She groans as she straddles me. “It’s thick alright.”

“Angel?” My breath rushes out in a hiss between my teeth.

“Hmmmhmmm,” she moans in response.

“Remember I told you how all Vampires are meant to be born, not created?” This makes her halt in the middle of sliding down my dick, dammit...me and my big...mouth.

“Why are you reminding me? Now?” Her response causes me to smirk and results in her to snap, “Shut up.”

To be honest, I would like nothing more than to shut up and let her take me again. Yes, that’s right...take me for the third time. And that’s just it, her insatiable driven lust is what made it click inside my head what’s happening between us.

“This is the third time you’re on top of me in less than half an hour, Angel.” 

She sinks down and tries to ignore me by speeding up her rhythm. My fingers dig into the skin of her hips, urging her on because this feels so damn good.

Though she has to know. “If I’m not mistaken, you’re fertile,” I groan. “Your scent changed, the way you jumped on me for the third time in the last half hour...this is a fuck frenzy. And this is me, not complaining about it. Keep going. Yes. Fuck.”

She rolls her hips, clearly ignoring what I said. Leaning forward, she lets our lips meet briefly. Her mouth makes a path down to my neck, leaving a trail of kisses. There’s a reason they call it a frenzy. The desire spikes all senses, to reproduce, to consume, to prolong, and to dwell inside the pleasure that’s created by two souls who are united as one.

Her teeth sink into my skin making one of my hands fly up to fist her hair and hold her close. Guiding her head slightly to the side, I make room for myself to get a taste of the life that’s offered to me; Tessera, our future, and the newborn we’re humbled to create together.

In life we will always find a way to steer through the struggles that clog our path. Legend or not, rules of life or not, there is nothing more powerful than the will to live, the urge to reproduce and evolve. The quality of good or evil might not matter in the end, what matters is the outcome and who has the strength to fight for what’s right.

Between wars, there’s a need to build family. Not only to tighten and form a bond between sisters but also to create new life, growing stronger in every angle to face the future, solidifying it to face anything.

Tessera gasps and throws her head back, curling her spine to take the euphoria our bodies create. I feel my dick start to pulse as I erupt inside her. Groaning out her name I try to keep my gaze on the most beautiful sight; my woman. Serene white wings are stretched out behind her. It’s the ultimate picture of strength, freedom, and life.

My fingers slide down her body and settle on her bare stomach where droplets of water slide down. Imagining her belly swell with our child makes it impossible for my dick to soften inside her.

“Again,” I growl, making her gaze connect with mine.

A sly smile tugs her mouth. “Who’s leading the fuck frenzy now?”

“It doesn’t matter who leads, because the other will always fucking follow,” I tell her and with that flip us over and start to thrust inside her.

“Always,” the vow tumbles over her lips on a moan.

As long as there has been life on this planet, they have fought, ruled, and loved. Faces filled with scars, hearts broken and yet still possess the ability to bloom, to be discovered with the beauty that lies within. The time has come for us to be together and I for damn sure will face anything life throws at me to make sure I get to keep on living with her beside me, allowing the possibility for our kids to make footprints in the dirt road that’s called living.

Death by Reaper MC will continue with Vike & Tria’s story.
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