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    "So, now what?" Dan asked as they stood in the shadows and looked at the hospital. The main doors were open, but there was a guard sitting at the front desk with the receptionist. The Emergency Room entrance was also open, and there was a guard there as well, but he wasn't really bothering anyone, seeing as the ER was pretty busy. The waiting room was huge. 
 
    There was a door around the back that people were carding in and out of—but that, of course, required a card. 
 
    "I say we grab someone going in and steal their card," Wrath said, Aella nodding in agreement. 
 
    Dan shook his head. "Better idea, we grab someone coming out and take their card." 
 
    "Why?" 
 
    "Because if we grab someone on their way in, people are going to be expecting to see them." 
 
    Wrath frowned a moment. 
 
    "He's right, you know," Aella said. 
 
    "I'm just annoyed I didn't think of it first," Wrath said with a sigh. 
 
    "You know," Aella continued, "it's pretty late, and the halls aren't going to be that full. If we don't want to stand out, maybe we should steal their clothes as well. Grab a couple of doctors or nurses or something." 
 
    Wrath smiled. "I look good in a nurse's outfit." 
 
    "You look good in anything, and even better nude," Dan said with a grin. "Just, let's not kill anybody, okay?" 
 
      
 
    Ten minutes later, Wrath and Aella were both dressed in nurses' uniforms, and there were a couple of unhappy, but unharmed nurses bound and gagged in the back of their cars. Dan, however, was still in his street clothes. 
 
    "Don't worry," Wrath said. "I've seen this on TV." 
 
    "You watch TV?" Dan asked, surprised. 
 
    Wrath looked a little embarrassed. "I like Criminal Minds," she admitted. 
 
    "That's where she gets most of her ideas," Aella said in a soft voice as she snickered. 
 
    "And roots for the bad guys, no doubt," Dan said with a snicker of his own. 
 
    "Oh! I do that one when I watch The Mentalist!" Aella said, grinning maniacally. 
 
    Dan shook his head as Wrath swiped the 'borrowed' card, and he followed the girls into the hospital. The hallway they entered was deserted, with hospital gurneys lined up along the walls. The ones on the left were dirty; the ones on the right were clean. 
 
    "You know, I had been thinking of dressing him up as an orderly," Wrath said, "but as a patient sounds like a much better idea." 
 
    Aella nodded. "Do we use a dirty one or a clean one?" 
 
    "Clean!" Dan said, eyeing a bloody gurney. "Otherwise they'll expect to see you rushing." 
 
    "Awww, but we like blood!" both girls chorused together and grinned at him. 
 
    "Demons," Dan complained and got on one of the clean gurneys as Wrath and Aella quickly covered him up. Aella popped into a room marked 'supplies' and came out with a couple of masks, and both girls put them on. She also had a cap for Dan, to cover his hair. 
 
    "Now, let's take a look," Wrath said, holding up the seeker, and then looked at where it was pointing—which, of course, wasn't in the direction the hallway went. 
 
    "Okay, off we go!" Aella said, pushing the gurney down the hall, and Wrath snagged a clipboard out of a rack as they went by. 
 
    Dan couldn't see much, lying there, as they navigated the hallways and corridors. 
 
    "Where are we?" he asked. 
 
    "Beats the hell outta me," Wrath said. 
 
    "Maybe you should look for a map?" 
 
    "Where would I find a map?" 
 
    "Try looking on the walls," he said, lifting his head a little. "Like over by the fire alarm station." 
 
    "Why would there be maps there?" 
 
    "So you can find your way out of the building before you burn to death?" he grumbled. 
 
    "Bad patient!" Aella said and lightly whacked him on the chest. "You're supposed to be unconscious!"  
 
    "Am I now?" Dan asked. 
 
    Aella slapped him again. "Don't make me turn this gurney around, young man!" she warned with a smile. 
 
    Dan sighed, and Wrath shook her head as they stopped. Sure enough, there was a small map on the wall there. 
 
    "Okay, we're in the north wing, and if I'm reading this right, we need to go into the service building or the east wing?" 
 
    "Great, now how do we get there?" Aella asked. 
 
    "Left, right, another left, two rights, then to the end of a hallway, and…" 
 
    "…and what?" 
 
    "Doesn't say. Guess we'll just have to go there." 
 
    Dan closed his eyes and tried to pretend to be unconscious or something as they pushed him along. He'd lost track of the turns, when suddenly they stopped. 
 
    "Damn," Wrath swore under her breath. 
 
    "What now?" Dan sighed. 
 
    "There's a wall." 
 
    "A wall?" 
 
    "Yup, and looking out the windows, there's a road." 
 
    "We need to go up a floor," Aella said, peering out the window.  
 
    "Can I help you ladies?" a deep male voice asked. 
 
    "Oh! Hi!" Aella said. "We're kinda new over here. How do we get him over to the east wing?" 
 
    "Oh! You have to take the elevator! Follow me!" 
 
    "Oh thank you! You're ever so kind!" Aella said. 
 
    "I thought they were still working over in the east wing?" the unnamed male voice said. 
 
    "If they told us to take him over there to harass us," Wrath growled, "I am soooo going to make their lives miserable!" 
 
    "So how long have you two been here?" 
 
    "A few weeks." Wrath said. 
 
    "Second day," Aella replied. 
 
    "Oh, then that explains why I haven't seen you before. I'm Charles; I'm an orderly over in the ER." 
 
    "Wow, you're pretty big for an orderly," Aella said. 
 
    "We get a lot of tweakers and gang members in here. Sometimes it takes a little force to get people to do what I want, if you know what I mean. Here, let me get that for you." 
 
    Dan heard the elevator chime and the doors open. He was keeping his eyes closed and doing his best to lie there like an unconscious man. 
 
    "Thanks for your help," Aella said. 
 
    "Let me show you the rest of the way," Charles said in a cheerful voice. 
 
    "Oh, you don't have to do that." 
 
    "Please, I insist. I'm on break for another five minutes." 
 
    "Just as long as you won't get in trouble." 
 
    "Oh, I won't!" Charles laughed. 
 
    Dan heard Wrath sigh, but that was it. The gurney moved forward, stopped, and then he felt the elevator going up. Then it was out, a left turn, a long hallway, and through a set of double doors as Charles continued chatting up Aella. He really didn't like it, but there wasn't a lot he could say about it without giving himself away. 
 
    They turned, then a minute later turned again, pushing through another set of double doors.  
 
    "Damn," Wrath grumbled. "This place definitely isn't where we should have taken him." 
 
    "Looks like," Charles said. Dan noticed his tone of voice had changed a bit. 
 
    "Maybe we need to check downstairs?" Aella said, sounding a little hopeful. 
 
    "Well, thanks, Charles. I guess we're going back," Wrath grumbled. 
 
    "Oh, don't be so hasty," Charles said with a dangerous chuckle. "Two little hotties like you could have a lot of fun with a big guy like me." 
 
    "Yeah, no," Wrath said. 
 
    "I'm not asking," Charles voice had turned into a growl. "You nurses all think you're so much better than the rest of us. Well, it's just the two of you and big ole' me, and I say we're gonna have a party. A nice, long party! You know you want it, and you know you'll like it…" 
 
    "Let go!" Aella growled. 
 
    Dan had heard enough. Opening his eyes, he threw the sheet off and came off the gurney in a rush.  
 
    "What the hell?" Charles said, looking up from Aella, whose wrist he'd grabbed. Dan could see that she was pulling away, and Wrath was pulling her arm back, cocking for a punch. 
 
    Dan wasn't even thinking at this point. That was his woman, and nobody messed with what was his! 
 
    "Die, asshole!" he yelled, and then drove his knife right into Charles' chest.  
 
    Dan wasn't sure who was more surprised: Charles, who dropped to his knees, looking at the big ass knife buried right in his heart as he keeled over and died; or himself. He hadn't even realized he'd drawn the knife, much less thought about killing Charles with it. All he'd been thinking about doing was punching him in the face. 
 
    "Damn, that was brutal," Wrath hissed. 
 
    "Is he…?" Dan asked, feeling a little weak in the knees. 
 
    "Oh, yeah, that sucker is dead," Aella said, and looking up at Dan, she smiled. "Thanks, lover boy." 
 
    "Yeah, thanks," Wrath said with a huge smile on her face. 
 
    "I…I think I need to sit down," Dan said, stumbling back into the gurney. 
 
    "Aella, get his knife please?" Wrath said as she quickly stepped forward and grabbed his arm. She could see he was almost as white as a ghost and could hear the thoughts in his mind. He hadn't meant to kill Charles, but he'd been completely enraged by the attack on his women. 
 
    "It's okay, Daniel; he was a rapist, and he got what he deserved," she whispered in his ear as she put her arms around his body and hugged him tight. "You saved us both. Thanks, honey." 
 
    Dan started to shake a little as the reality of it set in. He'd killed a man. He'd pulled out his knife without even thinking about it and drove it through that guy's heart. 
 
    What was happening to him? 
 
    "It's the curse, love; it's just the curse," Wrath said, hugging him. 
 
    "No, it wasn't the curse. It was me," Dan whispered. "I wanted him dead, and I killed him. He wasn't really a threat to you—to either of you. You're both stronger than he was. But I…I just couldn't stand what he was doing, what he wanted to do. 
 
    "So I killed him. If I'd just stayed there, you'd have knocked him out and tied him up, and he'd still be alive…I…I killed a man, Wrath! For no reason! None!" 
 
    Dan could feel his voice rising in pitch and getting louder. 
 
    Grabbing his shoulders, Wrath kissed him hard, shutting him up and making him blink. 
 
    "Stop it! Yeah, you killed him! So what? Do you really think this was the first time he tried this? Or that it would have been the last? Yeah, Aella and me, we could have just knocked him out—not like we care if he's an evil prick or not. But that doesn't matter! How many women would he have raped and maybe even have murdered in the future if you hadn't killed him?  
 
    "You're a good man, Daniel, and you always mean well, but sometimes good people have to do bad things if they're gonna save folks. Now pull yourself together and act like a man. Because if you weren't before, you sure as hell are one now!" 
 
    Dan wrapped his arms around Wrath and hugged her tight as he took a couple of deep breaths and got his shit together. She was right; Charles had obviously done this before and would have done it again. If Wrath and Aella had been human, who knows what he'd have done to them? 
 
    He needed to focus. They were here to save one of their friends, one of his women's friends. He could fall apart later. 
 
    "Wrath's right, lover boy," Aella agreed. "He needed killin'. Now let's go find that curse, then go have a party. Because seriously, I'm so hot I could do it here and now on the floor! Blood and all!" 
 
    Dan rolled his eyes, but he noticed even Wrath was rubbing against him a little. 
 
    "We get off on violence, remember," Wrath told him.  
 
    "And then, of course, our big bad mate saved us from certain doom!" Aella said, giving him a predatory smile.  
 
    "Oh, yeah, you're getting some lovin' tonight!" Wrath laughed and gave him another kiss before releasing him. "Now, which way are we going?" she asked, pulling the seeker out and holding it by the string. 
 
    Aella handed him his knife back, and the moment it was back in the sheath, she grabbed him and laid a nice, long kiss on him as well. 
 
    "Okay, let's find a staircase down to the ground floor, it's back that way," Wrath said, pointing. Nodding, Dan followed them without a backward glance at the body lying in a growing pool of blood behind them. 
 
    Heading down to the first floor, they found a corridor that led to the back and out of the east wing, which was obviously under heavy remodeling, and came to the entrance of the service building. 
 
    Which, of course, was locked. 
 
    "Guess all the service people go home at night?" Dan said, looking it over. 
 
    "I saw a few tools back in the east wing. Let's get through this," Wrath growled. 
 
    Aella snorted and pulled out her weapon. "This is one of the reasons I use an axe!"  
 
    Dan and Wrath watched as Aella made quick work of the lock. 
 
    "Now let's be quick about it, I'm sure that set off an alarm somewhere," Dan said. Pushing open the door, he led them inside, and Wrath took the lead, holding the seeker out before her. It quickly led them to another door, which Aella's axe again made short work of. 
 
    "Wow, nice office," Dan commented as Wrath and Aella made a beeline straight for an interesting looking sculpture of a sheep. Picking it up, Wrath turned it over, looking at it. 
 
    "I guess Fawn's in there, somewhere," Aella said. 
 
    "Dan, catch!" Wrath said and tossed him the small statue. 
 
    Dan fumbled it a moment before he got a grip on it. 
 
    "What do you want me to do with it?" 
 
    "Break it, obviously." 
 
    Shrugging, he smashed it on the floor and immediately spied the piece of paper sitting amongst the pieces. Grabbing it, he looked around. 
 
    "Anyone coming?"  
 
    "Not that I can hear," Aella said, going back over to the doorway. 
 
    Dan didn't hesitate; he immediately read the piece of paper. Same as before, the words came off the paper as the sounds of the words softly echoed through the room. 
 
    This time he waited, knowing exactly what to expect, and a moment later there was a girl standing nude before him. She had fair skin, a modest but nice chest, and a pierced belly button with a jewel hanging from it. 
 
    Or not exactly a girl. She had horns on either side of her head, but they looked more like what you'd see on a sheep, which wasn't surprising, as the short black curly hair on her head definitely added to that impression. Her forearms and legs from the knee down were covered in thick black wool, though it didn't hide the manacles on her wrists. She had hooves instead of feet, and the ears beneath the horns were anything but human. 
 
    But she also had a nice set of hips, and looking at him, she swayed gracefully, and began to dance. He had to admit, it was amazing, she really was good at it and she really captured his attention. He wasn't sure how long it went on until Wrath grabbed her arms and pinned them to her side. 
 
    "Stop that." 
 
    "But he's gonna hurt me!" Fawn said in a voice that sounded more afraid than angry. Then her head turned and she looked behind her. "Wrath! What are you doing here?" 
 
    "Long story." 
 
    "We need to leave! I hear footsteps, and they're closing in quick!" Aella said. 
 
    "But, what about, about him?" Fawn said, pointing at him. 
 
    Dan blinked and realized that yes, Fawn certainly could mess your head up with her dancing.  
 
    "My name's Dan. I guess you must be Fawn. We can sort this out in the car, now let's go!" Dan said, heading back out of the office. 
 
    "I'm not going anywhere…hey! What's happening?" 
 
    Dan looked back and saw Fawn being dragged along by the eighteen-foot limit. 
 
    "Better run if you don't want to be dragged, girl!" Aella laughed, dashed out past Dan, and led them away from the approaching footsteps, then out the back, setting off the fire alarm as they used one of the fire doors. 
 
    They only stopped in the parking garage long enough to give the nurses back their uniforms and change into their own clothing. 
 
    "What, don't you have anything for me?" Fawn asked as she watched. 
 
    "Nope. We didn't know who we were going to get," Wrath said. 
 
    "Huh?" 
 
    "In the car; now shut up and let's go," Dan growled. "We're in enough trouble as it is." 
 
    "What, for freeing me?" Fawn asked, frowning. 
 
    Aella laughed. "No, Dan killed a guy back there." 
 
    "What!" Fawn said, eyes wide as Dan winced. 
 
    "He tried to rape us," Wrath said with a shrug. "Dan's a bit overprotective." 
 
    Dan noticed the look Fawn gave him as they made their way back to where they were parked. It looked like she was reconsidering him. Whether or not that was a good thing, he wasn't sure. 
 
    When they got to the car, Wrath took the front seat, leaving Aella, Fawn, Boris, and Dan with the back. 
 
    "Where do I sit?" Fawn asked, looking at Aella. 
 
    "You can either sit in my lap, or Dan's," she said with an evil grin. 
 
    Dan grabbed Fawn and dragged her into his lap. "We need to get out of here before trouble shows up. Aella, get in and sit down. Boris, don't even think about it," he warned the hellhound. 
 
    Fawn bopped him with one of the horns on her head as he closed the door, making him swear. 
 
    "Don't do that," he grumbled. "I just saved your ass! You've been trapped in that damn spell for almost a decade." 
 
    "I'm supposed to kill you!" She tried to growl it out and sound mean, but Dan noticed she wasn't good at the whole 'mean' thing. 
 
    "Yeah, but you can't because I'm cursed, and your curse got subsumed into mine. So you can't kill me, and you can't get farther than eighteen feet from me." 
 
    "Don't forget the ten inches!" Wrath said from the front seat, snickering. 
 
    "Yeah, eighteen feet, ten inches," Aella agreed. 
 
    Marion turned to look back at Fawn. 
 
    "Who's your friend, and why is she nude?" 
 
    "They were trying to commit her to a psych ward because she used to be the mayor's girlfriend and he doesn't want her going to the press," Aella said, lying so smoothly that even Dan thought it sounded true. 
 
    "But she looks like she's eighteen!" 
 
    "Yeah, and since he started when she was fifteen, he can't have that getting out. Now, let's get out of here before the police show up." 
 
    "Where are we going?" Marion said, pulling away from the curb and making a beeline for the freeway. 
 
    "Placerville." 
 
    "Why Placerville?" Fawn asked in a softer voice. "Why not my place at Walmart?" 
 
    "Because we need to swear a blood oath," Dan told her in a soft voice. 
 
    "And why would I want to do that?" 
 
    "Because you can't kill me, but nothing is stopping me from doing bad things to you, okay? Look, if any one of us dies, the curse is broken, and we're all free of it." 
 
    He felt her stiffen in his lap. 
 
    "But I don't feel like dying, and I don't want to kill you. So we take the oath and free the rest. By then I think we should have figured out how to break this curse without any of us dying." 
 
    "Is he for real?" Fawn asked Aella, turning to look at her. 
 
    "Fawn, honey, Dan there is the real deal." 
 
    "But he's human," she said, sounding surprised. 
 
    "Well, me and Wrath ain't so sure about that!" She chuckled. "Plus, he's great in bed!" 
 
    "You know, I'm right here," Dan said with a laugh. 
 
    "Fine," Fawn said with a sigh and relaxed back into him. "If you can please those two, you're definitely not safe." 
 
    Dan sighed, but smiling, he put his arms around her and pulled her back against him, resting his head on her shoulder. She fit really well there and was pretty sexy, just as hot as the other two. She was definitely smaller and lighter than Wrath and Aella, and not as muscular. Then again, they were fighters, and she wasn't.  
 
    She slowly ground her hips back against him as she sat in his lap, getting a serious rise out of him. 
 
    "Let me guess, you haven't been laid in years, and you're horny as hell?" he whispered into her ear and was surprised as she raised her legs up to her chest, hooves pointed at the roof of the car, and turned around in his grasp. She then lowered them so her calves were to either side of his ears. 
 
    She was very flexible. 
 
    Then she grabbed his ears and kissed him. Pulling her closer, he held her tight and enjoyed the moment. She tasted lightly of mint and smelled of fresh mown grass, she was squirming in his lap something fierce, and he suddenly realized that he wanted her just as much as he wanted the other two. 
 
    When her hands slid down, undid his pants, yanked down his zipper, and pulled out his hard length, he didn't even try to stop her as she lifted up a moment, fit the tip of his cock into her snug hole, then slid back down on him, taking him fully inside her. 
 
    He was shocked by how wet—and yes, tight—she was. Grabbing her hips, he immediately moved her up and down on his shaft as she crossed her ankles behind his neck, letting him maintain the delicious lip lock he had on her mouth. He could hear the moans he was trapping with his mouth, and his entire world focused solely on her as she danced on his shaft, pulling him closer with her hands as she twisted and bucked on his lap. Sliding a hand behind her, he ran it up along her back, grabbed her short hair, pulled her head back, breaking their kiss, grabbed her throat snugly between his jaws, and her whole body went rigid as her mouth opened in a silent scream, and she came, hard. He lost it himself as well then, driven over the edge by the way she quivered and spasmed around him, almost locked in paralysis as she quaked through what felt like multiple orgasms. Until suddenly, with a huge gasping breath, she collapsed against him, panting hard. 
 
    Wrapping his arms around her once more, he put his chin back on her shoulder again, pulling her body as tight as he could against his own. 
 
    "Told ya!" Aella said with a soft laugh. 
 
    "So, when do we swear this oath?" Fawn said weakly. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Hangtown 
 
      
 
      
 
    Marion dropped them off on the roof level of the parking garage. From the way she was fidgeting in her seat, Dan figured she'd gotten an earful of his and Fawn's performance. 
 
    Fawn hadn't protested at all when it came to the oath, and they swore it. 
 
    Then she dropped to her knees and gave him an amazing blowjob right out there under the stars, where anybody could have found them. 
 
    Except nobody was around at two in the morning in Placerville. 
 
    He could tell both Wrath and Aella wanted something, but their better judgment overruled them, and once Fawn was finished, they walked to their local hidey-hole. Wrath dug a pair of panties and a tank top out of the bag and tossed them to Fawn, who put them on while walking, doing it so smoothly that it was obvious she'd done it a hundred times before. 
 
    "Exotic dancer," she said, smiling at Dan. "I've stripped and dressed while dancing on stage so many times I can do it with my eyes closed." 
 
    "One of these days, when we have time, I'd really like it if you'd dance for me again," he replied. "Because what you were doing back at the hospital was wonderful." 
 
    Dan was amazed that she blushed. Fawn obviously had little to no shame. Sex in public or in front of others didn't seem to bother her at all. 
 
    "So where are we going?" Dan asked the others. 
 
    "Cary House," Wrath told him. 
 
    "The old hotel?" 
 
    "Yup. It's easier to hide things in the older buildings. Blueprints and stuff kinda get lost." 
 
    "Plus, I own it," Fawn spoke up. 
 
    "You mean owned it," Wrath said. "We've been gone almost a decade." 
 
    "Nope, still own it. I set up a shell corporation with a holding company and an automated system that moves my accounts around, so if I'm gone off visiting home or something, nothing kicks into the stale or abandoned account status." 
 
    Wrath and Aella stopped and looked at Fawn, who gulped. 
 
    "Um, would you like me to set that up for you in the future?" 
 
    "Why the hell didn't you offer us this before?" Wrath fumed. 
 
    Fawn looked down at the ground and fidgeted, pulling at her fingers and wringing her hands. "Ummm…" 
 
    "Seriously, do you know how much we lost?" Aella growled. 
 
    "Knock it off," Dan said, stepping in the middle of the three of them. "Obviously no one expected this to happen. Now stop picking on her. She's mine now, too, just like both of you, and you're all…" 
 
    Dan stopped, as Fawn had glued herself to him.  
 
    "She likes strong men," Wrath said with a smirk. 
 
    "Obviously," Dan said, then smiled, "but don't you all?" Putting an arm around Fawn, he motioned for the others to lead on. 
 
    "She has this whole submissive side," Aella said. "You should see her and Olivia." 
 
    "Oh? Why's that?" 
 
    "Olivia is a Cerberus." 
 
    "Does that mean she's got three heads?" Dan asked. 
 
    All three of the girls chuckled at that. 
 
    "No, she's a wolf demon," Wrath said. "And the big, bad wolf just loves to prey on the small, helpless sheep-girl." 
 
    Dan noticed the shy grin on Fawn's face as Wrath told him that. Suddenly it clicked. 
 
    "You're all lovers, aren't you?" 
 
    "Damn, I didn't think he'd figure it out until after we got Lofn!" Aella said with a laugh. 
 
    "That's the only reason we can work together," Wrath said with a nod as they circled around to the back of the building. "Demons are all a pretty contentious bunch; we fight, we fuck, we argue, we never help one another—it's very much every gal or guy for himself." 
 
    "Unless, of course," Aella said, picking it up, "we're lovers or family." She looked at Wrath. "Close family," she amended. "But yeah, we all sort of hooked up and got close." 
 
    "Lofn was the catalyst," Fawn said, still hugging him. "She's very loving." 
 
    "That's an understatement," Aella said, and both she and Wrath snickered. 
 
    When they got to the back, Fawn detached herself from his side, drew the figures for '1' and '2' on the door, and it opened, the lock turning all by itself.  
 
    Then they went up the stairway until they came to a wall panel that was different from the others, but looked similar to the ones he'd seen before, and she traced the numbers again, opening it. 
 
    "This is bigger than I remember," Wrath said. 
 
    Fawn nodded and blushed. "I decided to enlarge it after you complained about how it really could use a bigger bed." 
 
    "Oh, I remember that night!" Aella said, leering at Fawn. 
 
    "I'm sure you do," Fawn said with a giggle. "Plus, now we have a bathroom with a shower and a tub!" 
 
    "Sounds great," Wrath said, stripping off her clothes. "Time to get naked, Dan!" she said with a smile. 
 
    Dan didn't waste a moment, wrapping his arms around Wrath and kissing her as he walked her backward towards the bed. He couldn't believe how horny he suddenly was. Maybe he was picking it up from Wrath? Maybe this whole telepathy thing wasn't just one-way? All he knew was, he was going to screw her brains out.  
 
    "Don't forget me!" Aella growled. "I'm still lit up from you killing that rapist!" 
 
    Dan smiled as he kissed his way down Wrath's body. Oh, he wasn't going to be forgetting anybody. 
 
      
 
      
 
    "He's not human," Fawn said softly as Dan slept in the back of the van. The three of them had kept him up until well past sunrise, and he hadn't disappointed at all. 
 
    "I'm starting to believe that myself," Wrath admitted as she drove. Apparently Fawn's hotel had a couple of vans, and as the owner, she'd called up and borrowed one. 
 
    "No, I'm serious," Fawn said. "I've slept with a lot of men, and a lot of demons. He's not human. Oh, he's got a lot of human in him, but he's…not. Once we get our hands on Lofn, I bet she can tell us exactly what he is. When are we getting her?" 
 
    Wrath looked over at Aella, who looked back at her, then at Fawn. 
 
    "Dan wants to get whoever is at the Rice Co-op tonight, after we talk to Aurey," Wrath told her. "We think it's Olivia." 
 
    "Why's that?" 
 
    "Because there's one of us trapped somewhere near Weson's building, possibly even inside it." 
 
    "And if Weson was going to keep one of us near," Aella continued, "we figured it'd be either her or you." 
 
    "I don't think Weson is ever gonna fuck a demon," Fawn said with a sour look on her face. 
 
    "Then why keep one of us nearby?" 
 
    "Probably to let her fuck somebody else for him? Besides, we're cursed. We have to kill whoever releases us." 
 
    "Weson can dispel the curse," Wrath said. "He wrote it, and it's a simple one." 
 
    "So we could force him to dispel our new curse?" 
 
    Wrath shook her head. "I'm not so sure about that anymore. Dan's curse is pretty involved. Now that we're a part of it, he might not be able to." 
 
    "But if he did, it would break all the curses, wouldn't it?" 
 
    "Yup," Wrath said and nodded. "We'd all be free." 
 
    "Maybe I could hold a knife to his throat and convince him?" she said innocently. 
 
    Aella snorted. "Get in line. There's not a one of us who doesn't want him dead." 
 
    "What about the other people he's fighting for control of Sacramento? What do we know about them?" 
 
    "There are two of them, but I don't know their names. Another thing to ask Aurey about when we get there." 
 
    "We need to get some new cellphones, too, so we can keep in touch and all that." 
 
    "Why?" Aella asked. "Until the curse is broken, we can't go anywhere by ourselves." 
 
    "Okay, maybe just one then," Fawn said, pouting. "I mean, how are we gonna call Aureate to let her know we're coming?" 
 
    "We're not," Wrath admitted. "I thought about calling her when we got closer, but now I'm thinking we just show up." 
 
    "Why?" 
 
    "Because then she can say she didn't agree to meet us or know we were coming." 
 
    "You think she's afraid of Weson?" 
 
    "Possibly. Aurey always takes the long view. If she believes Weson is going to win, she's not going to want to provoke him. Also, it sounds like he's a lot more powerful now than when we saw him last." 
 
    "I wonder if the reason he took us out was because he thought we'd try to take over when Umber died?" 
 
    "Probably." 
 
    Fawn snorted. "He really doesn't understand demons, does he?" 
 
    "Well, duh!" Aella said with a laugh. "He should have realized why Umber ignored us as long as we stayed out of his way." 
 
    "You know, we could team up with one of his enemies to kill him." 
 
    "Not gonna happen," Wrath said. 
 
    "Why not?" Fawn asked. 
 
    Wrath jerked her thumb at Dan, who was still sound asleep in the back of the van. 
 
    Fawn turned and looked at Dan, then looked back at Wrath. 
 
    "You think he's going to go for it?" 
 
    "Call it a hunch, but after each of us he takes, he seems to get more aggressive. Stronger, too. I think once he's got all five of us and we've gotten rid of the curse, he's going to decide on two things, and one of those is going to be that Sacramento will be his." 
 
    "And the other?"  
 
    "So will we." 
 
    Fawn laughed. "Oh, I can't wait to see how he deals with Olivia." 
 
    "I'm more interested in how he'll deal with Lofn," Aella admitted. 
 
    Fawn nodded and then grinned. "Still, it won't be as funny." 
 
      
 
    # 
 
      
 
    Dan slept the entire trip to Aureate's, but his sleep wasn't a normal one. He was having a strange dream. The world he was in was—different somehow. But it was hard to tell. He was in the country, or he guessed it was the country, because there weren't any cars, or roads, or even houses. 
 
    The ground was soft beneath his bare feet, and there were trees and bushes everywhere. It reminded him of one of the fields he and his friends used to ride their bikes to back when he lived in Granite Bay. Only that hadn't been as lush, and of course it was a park, so there were roads and walkways and people.  
 
    There was none of that here, but he wasn't bothered by it. He felt safe here, welcome.  
 
    He walked a while. He was going somewhere, but while the dream seemed to know, he didn't have the slightest idea. As he walked, a sense of…foreboding permeated his being. Something important was going to happen, or perhaps already had happened? Being a dream, he'd thought at first that he was seeing future events, but the more he walked, the more he got the feeling he was in someone else's dream, or perhaps someone else's memories?  
 
    Because he couldn't change anything. He could hear it, feel it, almost smell it.  
 
    He became aware of beasts in the woods, powerful beasts that could easily kill a man, but again, he didn't fear them. They were of no concern to one such as him.  
 
    When he came within sight of the house, he stopped to admire its lines, the color, the shape. It stood out enough to proclaim its difference from the landscape, but not enough to be alien to it. He felt a brief moment of pride in its creation and what it represented, then he started forward again.  
 
    The house wasn't shelter, Dan realized—not for him—but perhaps for others?  
 
    He could tell the house served a purpose, even if that purpose was now rarely used. 
 
    There was that sense of…not quite foreboding again, but there was also a sense of…satisfaction? Joy? Anticipation? that was coming from the dream. Whatever was in the house, he was obviously looking forward to getting there as he drew closer. 
 
      
 
    # 
 
      
 
    "Dan!" 
 
    Dan opened his eyes and saw Fawn bending over him. 
 
    "Yes?" 
 
    "Time to wake up! We're here!" 
 
    Stretching, Dan sat up and put his feet on the floor of the van, then yawned. "Anybody got any food?" he asked, looking around. 
 
    Wrath passed a bag of hamburgers back from the front. 
 
    "We hit a drive through a little while ago." 
 
    "And I slept through that? Wow, you really did wear me out," he said. Grinning at Fawn, he gave her a kiss as he took the bag, dug out a burger, and started eating.  
 
    He followed Fawn out of the back and then went over to Wrath and Aella, who were scowling, and gave each of them a kiss as well.  
 
    "Love you both," he said and noticed they immediately stopped scowling. He was sure Fawn's attempts to monopolize him would lessen as she got used to him, but he'd still have to make sure he didn't neglect Wrath or Aella.  
 
    He finished the first burger and was already on the second as they walked inside. The same young man was there as last time. 
 
    "One minute, I'll let her know you're here," he said. 
 
    Dan was on the third burger as Aureate came out and gave each of the girls a hug, then gave him one too, surprisingly. 
 
    "My office, come," she said simply, and they followed her. 
 
    Once they were inside and Wrath was sitting in his lap, deftly outmaneuvering a pouting Fawn, Aureate looked them over again and smiled. 
 
    "I see you're well on your way to freeing all your friends, Wrath." 
 
    Wrath nodded. "What exactly is the situation in Sacramento, Aurey? We're probably going to end up confronting Weson here soon. So what can you tell us about his enemies, and how big has he gotten since we disappeared?" 
 
    Aureate frowned. "He has gotten bigger than I had realized, but I'm not surprised. He has a council of five currently. Normally it is six, but one of them was killed recently." 
 
    "Ah, yeah, Craig Klark. The one Boris got in my parents' house," Dan said as he started in on the last burger. "So he was working for Weson, then?" 
 
    Aureate nodded to Dan's question. 
 
    "What does this council of his do?" Aella asked. 
 
    "Only one of them is a magic user of any power these days. All of them have some power, but it's not their magical abilities he has recruited them for, in many cases. It's more their wealth, their connections, things in the mundane world they can do for him, as well as their ability to supply him with foot soldiers. 
 
    "But there is one more thing." 
 
    "And that is?" Wrath asked. 
 
    "He makes them wear a ring. A cursed ring. One that ties them to him, stops them from betraying him, guaranteeing their loyalty, and most importantly of all, takes some of their innate power and funnels it to him through the master ring he wears." 
 
    "Sounds like something out of Lord of the Rings," Dan joked. 
 
    "That is most likely where he got the idea from, yes," Aureate said with a smile. 
 
    "So he's got what, six rings and one master?" Wrath asked. 
 
    "No, he has seven plus a master." She pulled out one of the two small jewelry boxes Dan had given her to examine. "This is one of them." 
 
    "Wait, what?" Dan exclaimed, putting an arm around Wrath so she wouldn't fall out of his lap as he leaned forward. 
 
    "Your father had one of his rings." 
 
    "You're saying my father worked for Weson?" 
 
    "No, not at all." 
 
    "But he had one of Weson's rings!" 
 
    "Yes, but once you put it on, you cannot take it off. It is cursed, after all. My suspicion is that Weson tried to recruit your father, something went wrong, and your father left, but took the ring with him. Perhaps as a bargaining chip?" Aureate shook her head then. 
 
    "I do not know. I suspect this is why the one your Boris killed was searching your parents' home, to recover this ring. While he gets much power from six, I'm sure he would gain even more from seven." 
 
    Dan suddenly had a thought. 
 
    "Hey, if I put that on, would that mean they'd all become part of my curse?" 
 
    "I'm fairly certain the ring cannot be worn without Weson's approval. As for how the curses would work? These rings were not made by Weson. They are too far beyond his skill. I suspect you would just find yourself quickly drained and then killed, as Weson has that power over his ring-wearers." 
 
    "So scratch that idea, Dan," Wrath growled in his ear. 
 
    "Well, if my father refused Weson and stole one of his rings, I guess we know why Weson cursed us." 
 
    "It is a fair assumption, yes." Aureate agreed. 
 
    "What about the other ring?" 
 
    "Oh, it is a ring of anonymity." 
 
    "Ana-what?" Dan asked, confused. 
 
    "Anonymity. It makes it impossible for you to be scryed upon." 
 
    "Then why wasn't my father wearing it?" 
 
    "Because keeping yourself from being scryed upon is fairly simple, once you're experienced and powerful enough." 
 
    "Which I'm not." 
 
    "Which is why you should put it on," Aureate said, taking the other case out of her desk and passing it to Dan, and he immediately did just that. 
 
    "Now as to Weson's enemies, there are two: Dale Harriford, who came into play after several other contenders had been killed off. He's powerful, but he's cautious. He does not take risks, and I would suspect he's waiting for either Weson or his other enemy, Godfrey Wiles, to be killed. Then he'll come in and mop up while the survivor is still weak. 
 
    "Godfrey Wiles is probably as powerful as Weson, and much more experienced. However, he's not from here and lacks the support base Weson had already developed. Weson has continually been attacking him to keep him off balance and to keep him from developing any powerful ties locally.  
 
    "Godfrey has managed to kill several of Weson's supporters during these fights, but Weson so far has been able to quickly and easily recruit replacements." 
 
    She paused and took a drink. "Why do you wish to know? I would have assumed that once you have freed all your friends, you'd be more concerned with breaking the curse." 
 
    "We suspect that, like it or not, we're going to end up facing Weson before we've freed everyone," Wrath told her. 
 
    Aureate nodded. "I can tell you where he lives, but I suspect you already know that?" 
 
    "I do," Aella said. 
 
    "Me, too," Fawn said and nodded as well. 
 
    "What about the curse? Breaking it, I mean?" Dan asked. "Have you learned anything new that you can tell me?" 
 
    "We are still looking into that, Daniel. In fact, Mr. Wang should be here any moment. I would like for him to examine you again, if you don't mind?" 
 
    Dan shook his head. "I don't mind at all. Can you tell me anything?" 
 
    Aureate spread her hands and shrugged. "There are a great many conditions on the curse, but like all such spells, it is very logical in how it works. Break any one of those logical conditions, and the spell will disintegrate, or at least fall away from you, and you will be free of it." 
 
    "And how do I find those conditions?" 
 
    "Write down everything you know of the spell, and everything you surmise. Those are good places to start." 
 
    There was a knock on the door. 
 
    "Enter." 
 
    Mr. Wang stuck his head in. 
 
    "Ah, Mr. Wang, you are here. Daniel, if you would please accompany Mr. Wang?" 
 
    Getting up, Dan picked up Wrath as he stood, then turned and set her in the chair. 
 
    "Back in a while!" he said to the others as he followed Mr. Wang out of the room. 
 
    Wrath watched Dan leave, and once the door was closed, she turned back to Aureate. 
 
    "Okay, Aurey, what aren't you telling us?" 
 
    "Have you not noticed him changing?"  
 
    "Actually, I have." Wrath sighed. "He's becoming more aggressive, more dominating…" 
 
    "And his stamina in bed is constantly improving!" Aella added with a chuckle. 
 
    "…and a lot more attached to us. Though in Fawn's case, she was all over him before they even swore the blood oath." 
 
    "And have you completely missed that he has put on at least twenty pounds of muscle since you first came here?" Aureate asked. 
 
    "Umm," Wrath said, blushing. 
 
    "It's all the exercise! We keep him working!" Aella said with a huge smile. 
 
    "He's not human! I told them, and they don't believe me," Fawn said. 
 
    "Just because he's good in bed…" Wrath growled. 
 
    "Fawn is right," Aureate said, and Wrath stopped mid-sentence. 
 
    "What? How?" Wrath asked. 
 
    "The blood oath." 
 
    "But it's just a simple oath!" 
 
    "What's the worst thing that could happen from swearing a blood oath?" 
 
    Wrath shrugged and looked at Aella and Fawn, who both shrugged as well. 
 
    "The worse thing is, your demon blood could invade his body, thus bringing a piece of your essence into his being. Changing him, making him a little more demonic each time he swears another blood oath." 
 
    "That's not good for a human, is it?" Fawn asked in a soft voice. 
 
    Aureate shook her head. "Turning a human in to a demon is typically fatal. What I cannot figure out is why he is still alive. Why he is growing stronger and gaining in power." 
 
    "Well, his father was a wizard, or at least a mage," Wrath pointed out. 
 
    "And he is learning magic," Aella added. 
 
    "Maybe because we keep giving him more?" Fawn asked. "I mean, he got a shot of me last night, and how many days ago from Aella?" 
 
    "Two," Aella said.  
 
    Aureate shook her head. "I am not sure that this is the reason he is still alive. Mr. Wang is quite enthusiastic about examining him again. He was shocked to learn you had brought him here; he thought he would be dead by now." 
 
    "And you didn't think to warn me, Aurey?" Wrath growled. 
 
    "I was not certain, Wrath. If I had warned you, I would have obviously been wrong, which would have caused more damage than if I had remained mute." 
 
    Wrath sighed and conceded the point with a nod. 
 
    "Then there is your attachment to him, which I am detecting in the other two here, as well. He's human, Wrath, but you've already entered into a very serious relationship with him. 
 
    "How does that even happen?" 
 
    "She's got you there, you know," Fawn said. "Normal human boys don't hook us like Dan here has." 
 
    "I thought it was because we're linked to his mind," Aella said. "Whenever he looks at one of us, there's this little surge of affection and lust. It's almost like he's an obsessed with us. It's quite invigorating. Addicting, even." 
 
    "Maybe we really are turning him into a demon," Fawn said and shrugged. "And with each blood oath, he gains a piece of each of us. Basically he's binding us to him, and himself to us, because of the curse." 
 
    "I will have to discuss that with Mr. Wang after he has concluded his examination. I am not convinced such a thing is possible." 
 
    "Well if it's not, there's really only one other conclusion," Wrath said and suddenly smiled almost painfully wide. 
 
    "One that you apparently like," Fawn said with a chuckle. 
 
    "And that conclusion would be?" Aureate asked. 
 
    "That Dan's a demon." 
 
    "Then why does he feel so, so human?" Aella asked. 
 
    "I don't know, but I think he feels just a little bit less each day," Wrath said.  
 
    "So what do we do?" Aella said. 
 
    "Well, first, we don't tell him!" Fawn said, looking at the other two. "If our blood is what's keeping him alive, we need him to keep taking it." 
 
    "He's started marking during sex," Wrath admitted with a blush. "At least he's done it with me." 
 
    "Me, too," Aella admitted.  
 
    "Well, he didn't break the skin when he grabbed my neck last night," Fawn said and then shivered. "Which, considering how he had me, I don't think I'm gonna complain about." 
 
    "We need Lofn," Wrath said, sighing heavily. 
 
    "Do you know where she is?" Aureate asked. 
 
    "We think she's the one by Weson's office." 
 
    "That would make the most sense." 
 
    "We're going for Olivia tonight. I don't know when Dan wants to get Lofn. Though I'd guess soon." 
 
    "Why? What's the rush?" Fawn asked. 
 
    "Because he has to free all of us before he can break his own curse. Otherwise, freeing Lofn or Olivia would curse them to kill him, and while he may be a demon, he's as weak as a human to us." 
 
    "The combination of his curse and your oaths may be all that's keeping him alive," Aureate warned. "You may not wish to break it, just move far away." 
 
    Wrath shook her head. "He wants to be free of it. I think it chaffs him, and also," she raised her left hand, showing the manacle on it, "the sooner this is gone from me and the others, the better we'll all feel." 
 
    "Hey, do you have some better clothes around here?" Fawn asked. "I mean, I don't mind running around in my underwear, but I probably should put on a little more if I don't want to get us in trouble." 
 
    Aureate smiled. "Yes, I believe we do have some clothing in the warehouse. Wrath, I obtained a new copy of your license. Do you want me to get yours as well, Aella? Fawn?" 
 
    "Nah, I'll deal with it," Fawn said, and Aella agreed to let her. 
 
    "If you could find us some dark coveralls and a bunch of balaclavas or ski masks, that would help for later tonight, as well," Wrath said. 
 
    "Let me call my assistant." 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Executive Decisions 
 
      
 
      
 
    "So, Dave, you wanted to talk to me about something?" Weson said as Dave walked into his office. Weson could see that Dave was troubled about something, probably his friend's death. As Weson understood it, the two men had been in business together for many years before they came to work for him. 
 
    Honestly, he'd been impressed with them both. Things like ethics, morals, scruples never bothered the two of them. They were probably the most cold-blooded businessmen he'd ever met. Which was why they'd done so well together. 
 
    "Have a seat," Weson said, motioning to one of the chairs in his office as he sat down himself behind his desk. 
 
    "Thanks, Steve," Dave said, sitting down. He wondered briefly if there was anyone else who was allowed to address Mr. Weson by his first name in private. 
 
    "Now, what seems to be bothering you? This isn't about Craig, is it?" 
 
    Dave shook his head. "Craig got careless—it's sad, and his loss will hurt us, but I've told him time and time again he needed a couple of bodyguards. No, this is something else." 
 
    Weson nodded. "Go on." 
 
    "Something about Mika's report the other day bothered me." 
 
    "You don't think he lied to us, do you?" 
 
    Dave shook his head again. "No, Mika's too smart to lie. He knows his path to real power is here, with you. No, this had to do with his description of the two demons." 
 
    "What of it?" 
 
    Dave sighed and shook his head, "I'm hoping I'm wrong here—I'm really hoping—but if I didn't bring these things to you, I wouldn't be doing my job." 
 
    Weson nodded again, waiting. Obviously Dave was really worried. He'd learned that Dave always hesitated the most when the news was the worst. 
 
    "Yes, and that's why I've always relied on you, Dave." 
 
    Dave sighed heavily. "I recalled a story you used to tell Craig and me, back when we started working for you. After we killed that demon who was trying to ruin your contract business down at the unemployment office." 
 
    Weson nodded and remembered that little escapade. That asshole demon had thought he'd had Weson over a barrel, until he'd brought in Craig and Dave. With their help, he hadn't just cursed or imprisoned that asshole, he'd killed him.  
 
    Killing demons was hard; that ass had been his first. 
 
    "And which story was that?" Weson asked, thinking back. 
 
    "The one about those five demon girls you imprisoned. The ones you used to help weaken Umber. Weren't two of them cat-demons?" 
 
    Weson almost laughed; he'd wrapped those demonic bitches up tighter than Fort Knox, and then hidden them in places where no one would find them—unless of course, he needed them for something. But the look of concern on Dave's face stopped him. Dave had good instincts, that was why he was here. 
 
    Frowning, he thought about it for a few minutes, trying to recall exactly where he'd put each of them. Well, he knew about the one, Lofn, as he was doing some interesting experiments with her he hoped would pay off sooner or later. 
 
    "While I find it difficult to believe that Westridge bastard could have found them, must less freed them, it would be foolish for me to ignore your concerns, Dave. But if he freed even one of them, they would have killed him immediately. That's the term of their curse—they wouldn't be free until he was dead." 
 
    Dave frowned a moment, looking down, obviously deep in thought, then his head came up suddenly. "Remember how Mika said he looked scared? Afraid? As if he was trying to get away?" 
 
    Weson nodded. "Yes, what of it?" 
 
    "Maybe they're just keeping him alive until they find and free the others. Maybe they're just using him! They let him trip the traps, then when the last of them is freed, they kill him, and they're all free of your curse!" 
 
    Weson swore and leaned back in his chair, thinking. He'd written that curse almost a decade ago, and curses had never been his strong suit. That's why he'd let Richard Woller write this last one. He closed his eyes and focused, dredging the spell he'd used up out of the depths of his mind. It took him a few minutes, but when he finally found it, he saw the flaw immediately. They had to kill the person who summoned them to be free, but there was no further compulsion beyond that. 
 
    "Dammit," Weson swore again, opening his eyes and looking over at Dave. "I think you may be right." Weson paused a moment, then blew out a breath as all the possible ramifications ran through his mind. 
 
    "We need to stop them." 
 
    "Assuming I'm correct," Dave said, agreeing. 
 
    "We'd best assume it because we're in the middle of a war with Godfrey. I'd hate to see what happened if those girls weighed in on his side," Weson said as he ran down the places he'd hidden those little pieces of cursed paper. Until he came to the first one. 
 
    "Hold on, didn't Mika's people get killed down by that co-op the rice farmers have?" 
 
    Dave nodded. "Yes, they did. Why? Is that one of the places?" 
 
    Weson nodded and swore again. "They were probably on their way to free that wolf-bitch I hid there. Thank the all for small favors; if Mika's people hadn't been there, they'd have freed her." 
 
    "So what do we do?" 
 
    "Well, they obviously know she's in there, somewhere. We need to…" Weson stopped and swore again. "Shit! We're already set up to hit Godfrey again tonight!" 
 
    Dave puzzled that through a moment, then looked up again. 
 
    "How about we send a group of our low-level enforcers there? We arm 'em to the teeth and tell them to kill anyone who breaks in?" 
 
    Weson shook his head. "Mundanes with guns don't do enough damage to matter. They can hurt those two bitches, but I doubt they could kill them." 
 
    "What if we tell them to kill Westridge? Kill him, the curse is broken, and now they can't release their friend, or she'll be trying to kill them." 
 
    Weson laughed. "Dave, that's a wonderful idea! Kill that bastard, and it ruins their plans and gives us time to track them down and deal with them!" 
 
    "I'll get right on that then, Steve," Dave said, getting up and giving Weson a small bow. 
 
    "Thanks, Dave, I'll leave it in your capable hands. Tell them not to let anyone into the president's office. That's where I've hidden the wolf-bitch." 
 
    "I'll make sure they set up a good trap," Dave said with a smile, "so I can pay that bastard back for Craig." 
 
    Weson laughed again as Dave left the office. He'd have to check his notes on where he'd stuck the other three. Of course if the two cat-bitches were free, that left the little sheep-bitch. If he remembered correctly, he'd left her in a general manager's office at Mercy General. The other two were in warehouses. Losing them would suck if he ever figured out his little project with the demonic slut in his workshop.  
 
    But demons were everywhere; he could always capture more replacements. 
 
      
 
    # 
 
      
 
    When Dan was finished with Mr. Wang, he caught up with the girls in what was apparently the break room for Aureate's people. Just as in Placerville, Stockton was far enough away that the eighteen-foot limit was now over a hundred feet. Someone had laid out a large spread of food, and Dan had an eye on it while he greeted the girls. Fawn had apparently found some proper clothing, as she was now wearing a tank top that said 'I support single moms', with an image of a pole-dancer on it, and was obviously not wearing a bra under it. She was also wearing a pair of cargo pants that surprisingly showed off her ass and long legs.  
 
    Who knew you could make cargo pants look sexy? 
 
    "Thanks, babe!" she said and gave him a kiss.  
 
    "Go, eat," Wrath said and pointed at the food. "I need to talk to Aurey, then we're out of here." 
 
    "Yes, dear," he said with a smile and gave her a kiss. Then he gave Aella one, because he didn't want her to think he didn't love her, too. 
 
    Raiding the buffet at the table, he piled his plate high. The starvation diet he'd been on had definitely helped get all the fat off, and the workout the girls were putting him through most nights was obviously helping him keep it off. Taking it back to the table, he chowed down. 
 
    Wrath smiled at him as she left the room, then immediately tracked down Aureate, who was in her office. Mr. Wang was just sitting down. Aureate gave her a resigned look, but didn't say anything as Wrath grabbed one of the other chairs. 
 
    "So, Mr. Wang. What have you learned?" Aureate asked. 
 
    "It seems that Daniel has been infected by the blood of all three of his demon lovers. The Bovera's influence is the weakest, currently—but then I'm assuming that only happened recently?" he asked, looking over at Wrath, who nodded. 
 
    "Isn't that typically fatal for a human?" Aureate asked. 
 
    Mr. Wang nodded. "Yes. By all rights Daniel should be dead, or at the very least, dying. Yet he is as healthy as the proverbial horse and is showing no signs of decline. This state of affairs has led me to two possible scenarios." 
 
    "Which are?" 
 
    "That first would be that Daniel is not fully human." 
 
    "How could that be?" Wrath exclaimed.  "We know who his parents are! Hell, the curse passed to him from his dad!" 
 
    "That is most curious, I admit, and the reason it is not my sole conclusion," Mr. Wang conceded. "However, it is a consideration that you should investigate further. Perhaps one of his parents was part demon as well? Do we know what his siblings looked like? Or his parents, for that matter? If you have any pictures of them, that would certainly help determine if this is true." 
 
    "I can get their driver's license photos," Aureate said. "Daniel's father was prominent enough that finding pictures of him should not be an issue." 
 
    "If that's true, that he's part demon, would that mean we wouldn't have to worry about him dying on us?" Wrath asked. 
 
    "Oh, no! I would not take this to mean that Daniel is safe. It just explains why it is taking longer to kill him. His demonic inheritance is helping his body and his being to deal with your added influences. It may even be that the blood oaths are helping him." 
 
    "How so?" 
 
    "Each one he takes dilutes the effects of the previous ones, making it easier for his body to cope and his being to adjust." 
 
    "How many of us would it take for our blood to balance out in him, to keep him from dying?" 
 
    Mr. Wang shook his head. "I do not know if such a thing is possible. There are too many variables to consider. If he does have a demonic heritage, what race is it? How many blood bonds are enough? Could there be too many? And most importantly of all: How would you bring all of these things together, in harmony, in a human?" 
 
    "You said there was another possibility?" Aureate interjected. 
 
    Mr. Wang nodded. "That one is even less favorable to the survival of Daniel." 
 
    "Considering your first hypothesis, I do not see how it could be much worse," Aureate said with a sigh. 
 
    "The curse is helping to prolong his life in order to create more suffering." 
 
    Wrath and Aureate both looked at him in confusion. 
 
    "I don't follow," Wrath said. 
 
    "When the decline for Daniel begins, he will not be the only one to suffer, am I not correct? Those of you bonded to him will also suffer from his loss." 
 
    "But we're part of the curse! That shouldn't be possible," Wrath objected. 
 
    "Neither should the mixing of your blood with his, or that such mixing would have positive effects on him. Remember, a curse has no intelligence to drive it, just the principles of magic. You have all been brought into the curse, and the curses you were inflicted with did harm to you.  
 
    "I would not expect the joining of curses to be beneficial to any of you." 
 
    Wrath sighed and shook her head, then looked up at Aureate before continuing. 
 
    "So, how do we fix this?" 
 
    "Fix this?" Mr. Wang asked. 
 
    "Yeah, how do we keep him from dying on us?" 
 
    "Are you sure you want to?" Aureate asked her from behind her desk. 
 
    "You heard the others, Aurey. They want to keep him as much as I do. Maybe Fawn's right. Maybe we are turning him into a demon. Maybe if we keep feeding him our blood, he'll survive." 
 
    "Feeding him your blood?" Mr. Wang inquired. 
 
    "He's started marking us during sex, biting us, drawing blood. Not every day, but often enough, and we've been biting him back." 
 
    "If he is of demonic lineage, that could be that part of him becoming more prominent due to your blood and your bonds with him," Mr. Wang said, thoughtfully. "Of course it could equally as well be the curse at work, seeking to bind you all closer together to enhance the suffering that will occur when he dies." 
 
    "That brings me back to my question: How do we keep him from dying?" 
 
    "I do not know if such a thing is possible, in either case," Mr. Wang said. "It is beyond my knowledge." 
 
    Wrath frowned angrily and looked at Aureate, who shrugged. 
 
    "I will do what I can to help, Wrath. I do like Daniel, and I would like to see him rid us of Weson." 
 
    Wrath grumbled a little, then giving her head another shake, she sat up in her chair. 
 
    "Get me those pictures, Aurey. Make sure you get his brother's and sister's, too. Of those two possibilities, the first sounds like the only one where we may have a chance of saving him." 
 
    "I will have them tomorrow." 
 
    "Thanks, Aurey," Wrath said, standing up. "Well, I need to go get Dan and the others and head out of here. We have a busy night tonight, I'm sure." 
 
    Aureate watched as Wrath walked out of her office. 
 
    "Is there anything else you need of me, Ms. Aureate?" Mr. Wang asked. 
 
    "Just the results of whatever you discover, Mr. Wang." 
 
    "Then I will return to my studies. May I inquire as to what you will be doing?" 
 
    "Calling in some favors, Mr. Wang, to see if anyone has heard of this before. I owe Wrath that much at least." 
 
      
 
    "So, good news or bad news?" Aella and Fawn asked as Dan hit the men's room on the way out to the van. 
 
    "Mostly bad." Wrath sighed. "Mr. Wang thinks he may have some demon blood in his ancestry…” 
 
    "Told ya'!" Fawn said with a smile. 
 
    "But ours is messing with his, and it doesn't look good," she said shaking her head, "and that's the better of the two scenarios." 
 
    "What's the other scenario?" Aella asked. 
 
    "That it's all just his curse, and it's trying to make us suffer as well as him." 
 
    "Is that even possible?" 
 
    Wrath shrugged. "You can do a lot with a curse, but remember that the melding of curses can lead to some strange outcomes." 
 
    "So I noticed. Does that mean we should stop with the oaths?" 
 
    "Right now the oaths seem to be helping him, at least in the short term," she told them. "In the long term, we're going to have to figure something out, or we may lose him." 
 
    "We need Lofn," Aella sighed. 
 
    Wrath nodded. "She's our best bet of figuring out what's going on with him and how to deal with it." 
 
    "Maybe we need to do a twofer tonight then?" Fawn said. 
 
    Aella snorted. "I don't think Dan could survive freeing Olivia and Lofn that close together. If getting two doses of demon blood that close together didn't kill him…" 
 
    "…two very pent up demons who haven't gotten laid in a decade will?" Fawn finished with an impish grin. 
 
    "While it would be entertaining to watch, I'd rather not take the risk." Wrath chuckled. 
 
    "So, what's our next step?" Dan asked, still drying his hands as he came up to them. "It's not even one yet, and sunset is at what? Nine?" 
 
    "At the very least we should drive by the place while the sun's out and get a good look at it," Aella suggested. 
 
    "We should buy some food and restock my place in South Sac," Fawn said. "I'd really like to spend at least some time there." 
 
    "What's so important about it?" Dan asked. 
 
    "It's my backup computer and internet access, that's what. I haven't been online in almost a decade. I need to check on things, see what's changed." 
 
    "Well that explains the old computers you had sitting up there. Do you think they'll even still work?" 
 
    "That's what I need to find out! I had a couple of backdoors into the store's systems; hopefully at least one of them still works." 
 
    "Just remember, we can't get in through your bathroom entrance," Aella said. 
 
    Fawn snorted. "We put him in a muumuu and throw a wig and some makeup on him. No one will even notice." 
 
    "South Sac is still curse central, don't be too sure of that," Wrath warned as they walked outside to the van. 
 
    "Well, then, it'll be fun to watch!" 
 
    "If I get arrested, you all have to come with me, too," Dan reminded her. 
 
    "Oh, right. That might not be so much fun." 
 
    "Get in, let's get going," Wrath said. 
 
    "Can I drive?" Fawn asked. 
 
    "Do you have a valid license?" 
 
    "Umm, maybe you should drive. But that's another reason to go to my place. I can get mine and Aella's renewed and change the address to the hotel." 
 
    "Think you could change my address to the hotel's as well?" Dan asked. 
 
    "Easy-peasy." 
 
    "Thanks!" he said and gave Fawn a hug. 
 
    "Hmmm," Fawn said with a thoughtful face. "You know, the back of the van does sound like a lot more fun…" 
 
    Wrath looked at Aella as they got into the van, and she smiled. 
 
    "She does have a point, Wrath honey! Maybe we could just park some place and have a little fun?"  
 
    "Oh, great. Make me the responsible one," Wrath grumbled. 
 
    Aella winked at her and climbed into the back of the van, where Fawn had already shed her clothes and was helping Dan out of his. 
 
    "Don't worry, Wrath!" Dan called out as Fawn pushed him back onto the floor of the van and straddled his face. "I'll make it up to…" 
 
    "Ride 'em, cowgirl!" Fawn laughed, cutting off any further comments from Dan. 
 
    Grabbing her hips, Dan got to work, and it wasn't long before he felt Aella's tongue and lips going to work on him as well, as the van pulled out of the parking lot and onto the street. 
 
    Dan spent the next twenty minutes getting enjoyably used and abused by Fawn and Aella, the two paying almost as much attention to each other as they did to him. He was slowly figuring out the dynamic between the girls. While they had admitted to all being lovers, it seemed Aella and Wrath were more drawn to each other than they were to Fawn.  
 
    Which might explain why Aella had been so pissed at Wrath when she was first freed, thinking she'd been betrayed by her lover. From the comments that had been made last night, he suspected as well that Fawn and Olivia were more of a pair? He figured he'd know the answer to that one by morning, but it did increase his interest in Lofn. They'd said even less about her than they had Olivia. 
 
    "Shit!" Wrath said from the driver's seat, and Dan froze. Fawn and Aella had been snuggling with him while debating the possibilities of round three when the ride had gotten a whole lot bumpier and rougher as the van rocked from side to side. The only thing keeping him from being thrown around was Aella's tentacles, which had grabbed onto either side of the van while she grabbed onto him, and he held Fawn. 
 
    "What happened?" Aella called out. 
 
    "Both front tires blew out!" 
 
    "How'd that happen?" 
 
    "Box of screws all over the road! Better get dressed!" 
 
    Dan groaned. "Let me guess, we just crossed into Sacramento?" 
 
    "We just passed Florin Road," Wrath said. "Again," she added with a growl. 
 
    "Guess we're walking." Dan sighed, and Fawn passed him a box of wet naps as she and Aella were quickly cleaning up and putting their own clothes on. 
 
    "We could just change the tires," Fawn said. 
 
    "Two flats, one spare," Wrath reminded her. 
 
    "Well then, we call…oh right, no cellphone." 
 
    "Maybe the nice police officer who just pulled up behind us can help," Wrath said sarcastically. "Better get those clothes on faster!" 
 
    Dan was lacing up his sneakers when Wrath rolled down her window.  
 
    "You okay in there?" the police officer asked. 
 
    "We're fine, officer. Though I think the front tires are shot." 
 
    "Looks like you'll be needing a tow. License and registration, please?" 
 
    Wrath handed over her license, while Fawn crawled up front, opened the glove box, got out the registration, and passed it to Wrath to pass to him. 
 
    Dan noticed the officer's nostrils wrinkle a moment, then he peered into the back and noticed him and Aella. 
 
    "You all weren't driving distracted, now, were you?" 
 
    "They were well in the back," Wrath said. 
 
    "We were riding distracted!" Fawn said with a big smile. 
 
    "And you would be?" the officer asked, looking over at Fawn. 
 
    "Fae Rachel. I own the company that owns this van." 
 
    "Could I see your driver's license, Ms. Rachel?" 
 
    "Lost my purse. I can give you the number if you need to look it up." 
 
    "Why don't you do that. And IDs for the rest of you, please." 
 
    Dan dug out his wallet and passed his license up while Fawn spouted off a number that he wrote down. 
 
    "Forgot my purse, too, officer," Aella said with a shrug. 
 
    "Wait right there, all of you," he said, going back to his patrol car. 
 
    "Maybe we should roll down the windows?" Fawn giggled. 
 
    "Bit late for that," Aella said with a laugh. 
 
    "Ask him if we can get out and change the tires," Dan said. 
 
    "We only have the one spare," Wrath said. 
 
    "We put it on the front, swap one of the fronts with the back, and find a tire store." 
 
    "Umm, I've never changed a tire before," Wrath admitted. "Fawn? Aella?" 
 
    Both girls shook their heads, and Dan laughed. "I have." 
 
    "Ms. Rachel," the officer said, coming back up to the window, "it would seem your license expired eight years ago." 
 
    Fawn nodded and smiled. "Which is why I'm not driving, Officer. I just got back from an extended trip abroad and haven't had a chance to renew it." 
 
    "I see," he said and passed Dan and Wrath's licenses back to Wrath. "Ms. Lavi, Mr. Westridge, here are your licenses back. Do I need to call a tow truck?" 
 
    "Can I get out and change the tires?" Dan asked. "We could get off at Fruitridge and hit a tire store." 
 
    "A tow would be safer," the officer pointed out. 
 
    "Yeah, but she," Dan pointed at Fawn, "left her purse back at her place, and she's the one with the money and the credit cards." 
 
    The officer frowned at him and looked like he was about to say something when Wrath interrupted him. 
 
    "Oh, don't worry officer, he can change a tire; Miss Rachel keeps him around for more than just his good looks." 
 
    "If you're still here in half an hour, I'll be calling a tow truck," he warned and walked back to his car. 
 
    "Come on, we need to be quick about this," Dan said, opening the door. "With our luck, the back tires are probably going flat as we speak." 
 
      
 
    Dan sighed and shook his head as he got in the front passenger's seat as the rest climbed in the van. It was after five, nearing six when they finally got out of the tire store. All four tires needed to be replaced, as well as two of the rims, and of course they'd had none of it in stock and had to have it all sent over from their other stores. 
 
    "At least they let me use the phone so I could get the hotel manager to okay the payments," Fawn said with a shrug. 
 
    "And now you know why we don't have sex in the van," Wrath growled as she started the engine. 
 
    Dan was surprised to see Fawn actually blush while Aella just laughed.  
 
    "I think someone just got even with us for leaving her out!" Aella said when she'd stopped laughing. 
 
    Dan frowned and looked at Wrath, who, he remembered clearly, hadn't told them when they were approaching the county line, or even the city limits. 
 
    Wrath looked over at him and growled, "I don't like being left out, Daniel." 
 
    Dan sighed. He hadn't realized she was so upset. But maybe he should have. It had started out as just the two of them, and this was the first time she'd been left out since they'd been together. 
 
    "Okay, but next time, how about we find a way to make you happy that doesn't end up with us sitting in a tire store for four hours?" he said, feeling guilty. 
 
    "Oh, don't feel bad, lover boy," Aella said from the back. "Wrath's always been prone to these little fits of anger." 
 
    "Doesn't matter," Dan said, leaning over and putting his hand on Wrath's thigh as she drove. "I love her, and she deserves better from me." 
 
    Dan noticed Wrath gave him one of those 'dawww' looks again, which he realized he hadn't seen from her in a while. Oh, he was so making this up to her the first chance he got. Looking into the back of the van, he saw both Aella and Fawn grinning at him, though he had no idea why. 
 
    "Should we drive by the co-op?" he asked as he settled back into his seat. 
 
    "Might as well," Wrath said. "It's not far from here, and with everyone leaving work, we won't stand out." 
 
    "Then we can hit Walmart," Fawn said. 
 
    "Then we can hit Walmart," Wrath agreed. 
 
    Dan kept his hand on Wrath's leg the entire way there, and just watched the scenery go by. He wondered what his old friends in Granite Bay would say if they saw him now? The last time he'd seen them was at his father's funeral. His mother's had been incredibly small, and not many people had shown up for it. Then again, paying for that had bankrupted him of what little money he'd had left by then. He'd even had to sell his car at a loss to see that she was buried properly. 
 
    He'd loved his mother a lot more than he'd loved his father, but she'd grown colder to him as his sister had gotten older. Unlike his father, who'd never been warm to him in the first place. 
 
    He'd never forgotten, when his brother died and he'd tried to comfort his father, his father's only words had been, "It should've been you." 
 
    The van screeched to a halt in the middle of the street they'd been going down. He looked over at Wrath, who was staring at him with wide eyes. 
 
    "He said that?" she growled angrily. 
 
    Dan took a deep breath and nodded, sighing. 
 
    "Why, that bastard!" she growled.  
 
    "Yeah, that's pretty cold," Aella agreed. 
 
    "Cold? That's criminal!" Fawn said. 
 
    "If he wasn't already dead, I'd rip his fucking heart out!" Wrath snarled and accelerated again as the cars behind them laid on their horns. "How the hell his curse landed on your head is a question for the mystics," she continued, still growling. 
 
    "Because he was my father," he said. "He was my family. They were all my family, and they were all I had. That's why, after my brother died, I did everything I could to try to replace him. To try to live up to my father's expectations. Why I gave up all my friends and my hobbies, and did everything he asked me to." 
 
    "And never once lived up to his expectations, I'll wager," Aella said. 
 
    Dan didn't reply. Because he didn't have to; she was right. He'd been crammed into all sorts of extra classes at the private school that up to then he hadn't been worthy of going to. It was at that point his mother, who'd already grown distant, had also all but stopped talking to him. His sister had once told him she'd heard their parents talking about having another son, "to replace Kevin."  
 
    And he'd believed her. 
 
    "We're here," Aella said, her breath washing over his ear as she knelt behind him and looked out the front window. She had both her tentacles wrapped around him, hugging him, and Wrath had put her hand on top of his as Fawn patted his hip. None of them said anything, but he appreciated the gestures. 
 
    God, the fates, or whatever it was that ruled this world had truly smiled on him when these three had dropped into his life. 
 
    "Let's do a lap or two while there's all this traffic to hide in," Wrath said. 
 
    Everyone nodded, and Fawn moved over behind Wrath; he saw her give Wrath a hug and a kiss on the side of her neck, which made Wrath look a little happier, and suddenly he felt better. About everything. His life, his family, even the stupid curse. His friend George's father had always joked that it was the little things that made life worth living, and he was finally realizing George's father might be on to something. 
 
    That thought made him stop and think a moment; he hadn't seen George, or any of his old friends, since before his father had died. He wondered if he'd ever see any of them again? 
 
    "What's up with those three cars?" Fawn asked as they started their second circuit. 
 
    "Yeah, notice how they're getting gun-shaped bags out of the trunk?" Aella said. 
 
    "Three guesses what's in those bags, and the first two don't count!" Fawn grumbled. "How many of them are there?" 
 
    "Just six," Dan said, counting them twice to be sure. 
 
    "I guess those were Weson's goons in that car last night, after all," Aella said with a sigh. 
 
    "Maybe we should get the bag of guns we stashed," Dan said, looking over at Wrath. 
 
    "Why?" Fawn asked. "Sure, getting shot sucks, but I doubt they've got anything that can really hurt us before we kill them." 
 
    "Dan's human, remember?" Wrath said, tilting her head towards him. 
 
    "And we have to stay near him," Aella added. 
 
    "Umm, okay, I'll just shut up now," Fawn said in a soft voice. 
 
    "Come on, we've seen enough. Let's head over to Walmart." 
 
    "What about the guns?" 
 
    "With the traffic right now, it'll take a couple hours to get up to Folsom where we stashed them," Wrath said, leaving the co-op behind them. "We can get them later." 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Wally World 
 
      
 
      
 
    The trip to Walmart was a short one. Wrath parked the van to the side of the grate, which was partially obscured by one of the little islands of landscaping interspersed throughout the parking lot.  
 
    "Let's do a little shopping first," Fawn said, looking around. "Then I think we should be able to sneak in here." 
 
    "What, no muumuu?" Wrath asked. 
 
    "We'll save that for emergencies," Fawn said with a grin. 
 
    "Yeah, I wasn't looking forward to going around in drag," Dan said, feeling a little relieved.  
 
    "I wonder if they remember us here?" he asked as they went inside, grabbing a cart.  
 
    "Why would they do that?" Fawn asked. 
 
    "We were here two days ago and left via the women's room," he told her. "Wrath and Aella there didn't think there'd be a problem." 
 
    "I take it there was?" 
 
    "Oh, yeah," he said, nodding. "We weren't exactly thrown out, but we were encouraged to go." 
 
    "I guess that explains the guy following us and trying not to catch our attention," Fawn said. 
 
    "That or he just thinks Dan's a shoplifter because of the curse," Wrath said as they started down the aisle to the food area.  
 
    "How much money you got, Wrath?" 
 
    "I'm down to fifty-three dollars." 
 
    "Okay, let's see if I can keep this under forty." 
 
    Dan watched as she shopped. She grabbed a flat of bottled water, then a whole bunch of microwave dinners. She grabbed a few bags of snacks, and a bottle of spray cleaner. Then it was back to the checkout, where she noticed the self-checkout aisle, and apparently couldn't resist playing with the new tech. 
 
    "Can I ask you to step over here?" the man who had been following them asked Dan as Fawn was ringing things up. 
 
    "You are?" Wrath asked. 
 
    "Loss prevention, I believe I saw this young man take a few things." 
 
    Dan rolled his eyes; he hadn't so much as touched anything.  
 
    "If you could empty out your pockets please?" 
 
    He pulled out his wallet and handed it to Wrath, then pulled his pockets inside out, as there was nothing in any of them. He opened the flaps on his lower pockets and showed the guy that they were empty, as well. 
 
    "That good enough?" 
 
    "What's that inside your shirt?" 
 
    Unbuttoning his shirt, he held it open. 
 
    "See? Nothing." 
 
    "What about your pants?" 
 
    "You want me to drop my pants?" he growled at the guy. 
 
    "You're hiding something in them! So, yes!" 
 
    "Fine!" Dan said and, undoing his pants, he let them fall to the floor. 
 
    "Oh, my, he certainly is hiding something in them," a black woman checking out nearby said, looking him up and down. 
 
    "Why are you dropping your pants in our store!" a manger said, running over as Dan pulled up his pants. 
 
    "He," Wrath pointed at the loss prevention guy, "ordered him to after accusing him of stealing." 
 
    "Why aren't you wearing any underwear!" the loss prevention guy yelled, looking at Dan in shock as Dan bent over and pulled up his pants. 
 
    "Because I enjoy the freedom," Dan quipped at him. 
 
    "You're going to have to leave the store, young man," the manager said as Wrath handed him back his wallet. 
 
    "We will leave when we are done here," Fawn said, feeding several bills into the checkout machine as Aella quickly bagged everything. "It's not our fault your man is jealous of our boyfriend's equipment and his three girlfriends." 
 
    "Three? Sister, do you think he might want a fourth?" the black woman teased again, making Dan blush as he re-buttoned his pants. 
 
    Aella picked up the bags and passed two of them to Wrath, holding onto three of them.  
 
    "Dan, get the water please," Fawn said and walked past him, gently pushing the manager out of the way, who was still going on about Dan having to leave the store for exposing himself while the other guy just kept staring at Dan's crotch. 
 
    Grabbing the water, he followed Fawn back towards the door they'd come in by, then suddenly she stopped, turned a slow circle, and started to dance. 
 
    "Wrath, flush out the women's room," Aella said as he noticed they were just outside the door to it. Aella was scanning the area, and as he watched, everyone stopped. The manager was standing there, mouth open, having been stopped mid-sentence. People were walking in or coming forward from the back of the store, and the moment they saw Fawn dancing, they all stopped, as well.  
 
    It was positively eerie. 
 
    Turning to look at her himself, he was reminded just how beautiful she was as she flowed gracefully across the floor. He could feel the pull of it, the pull of her, to forget about all of life's problems and troubles, and just enjoy the beauty of what she represented, the joy of what she was giving to him, to all of them who were watching. 
 
    "Come on," Aella said, grabbing his arm, snapping him out of it. "The trick is not to watch her too long." 
 
    "Yeah, but I like watching her. Hell, I like watching all of you," Dan said as he went into the women's room. Wrath was holding the door, and as soon as he was inside, Fawn must have stopped dancing, because he suddenly heard everyone out in the store applaud. 
 
    "See?" Fawn said, panting lightly. "No muumuu. Now let's get upstairs before people come looking for me!" 
 
    Going into the back stall, he drew the numbers on the panel and it opened, then he stepped inside, moving out of the way, and the others went up the ladder, Aella closing the panel behind her as she came last. Climbing with the package of water under his arm was proving difficult until Aella reached back with one of her tentacles and grabbed it from him. 
 
    As soon as they were inside the room, Fawn ran over to her computers and turned on the monitors, dropping into a chair typing away like a madwoman. 
 
    "Well, we lost her. Don't expect to hear a word out of her for the next several hours," Wrath said with a chuckle as Fawn swore in Demonic. 
 
    "Well, other than that of course." 
 
    "Un-huh," he said and, setting down the water bottles, he took the two bags from Wrath, then started removing her clothing as he backed her towards the bed. 
 
    "What are you doing?" she growled, looking at him. 
 
    "I promised I'd take care of you, and a gentleman always keeps his promises to his ladies," he said, smiling up at her as he dropped to his knees, pulling her pants down. 
 
    "Dan, need I remind you of what happened in the van? At the movie theater?" 
 
    Dan grinned. "And how about I remind you of the last time we were here, or back in the shelter? This isn't about me, hon, this is all about you." 
 
    He gave her a light push, and she found herself sitting on the edge of the bed as he put her legs over his shoulders and blew gently over her now exposed sex. The scent of her, that mix of cinnamon and vanilla, quickly filled his nostrils as he brought his hands down her legs to spread her thighs, and leaning in close, he ran his tongue up her lips, from bottom to top, giving her clit a flick. 
 
    He took his time teasing her, enjoying the way her breathing sped up and her butt squirmed as he used his tongue on the outside of her sex, lapping and licking slowly, then he used his thumbs to spread her lips while he dove in deeper with his tongue. 
 
    He brought his fingers into play then as he moved from sliding his tongue in and out of her, then up to lick, nip, and otherwise tease her clit. It didn't take long for her to make a long soft moan, and he was rewarded with a flood of cinnamon and vanilla flavored juices he dutifully licked up. 
 
    "Thanks, love." Wrath sighed and relaxed onto the bed. 
 
    He smiled and started on round two. 
 
    "Wha…" she gasped, and her hands came down and grabbed his hair, and for a brief moment she tried to pull him away, but he wasn't having it as he went to work with gusto this time, going deeper with his fingers and his tongue, being a little rougher and harder with the nips, the pinches, and the other tricks she'd been teaching him over the last few days.  
 
    Her second orgasm was much more violent, and she wrapped her legs around his head and started to grind into his face. He managed to keep it up for several more orgasms, until finally his face, lips, and tongue were too tired and numb to continue.  
 
    She released him then and relaxed back onto the bed, purring loudly as he slowly climbed up onto the bed with her. Pulling her close, he kissed her. 
 
    "I love you, Wrath, and will for all my days on this Earth, and probably beyond," he whispered in her ear. "Don't ever doubt it." 
 
    Closing his eyes, he kissed her again and decided to take a nap. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dan woke up lying on the bed with Wrath, her wings wrapped around him, as he had his arms around her. Behind Wrath, Aella was snuggled up on her other side, arms and tentacles wrapped around Wrath. Looking over Wrath's head at Dan, Aella winked at him, and as he watched, she started to tease Wrath's body with all four limbs. 
 
    Looking over at Fawn as Wrath's wings slowly loosened, he could see she was still hard at work on her computers. A soft moan brought his attention back to Wrath, and as he watched, she furled one of her wings—not the one he was now lying on—and turned her head, her lips met Aella's, and they kissed.  
 
    The last time Wrath and Aella had made love, he'd been in a position where he really couldn't watch, as they'd been using and abusing him at the time. However much he'd enjoyed it. Moving off Wrath's wing, he laid there on his side and watched as the two of them kissed, Wrath's arms reaching out to Aella and pulling her closer so she could stroke and explore her body, as well. 
 
    He was impressed by how well they knew each other's bodies and how good they were at pleasing one another. There were a lot of expressions between the two of love and affection, and they started off slow and tender. But as he watched, they picked up the pace, each one working to drive the other to higher levels of ecstasy. 
 
    "It's because of you," Fawn whispered in his ear, pressing up against his back. 
 
    "Huh?" 
 
    "They're in your head, reading your mind, just like I am. They're getting off on how much their lovemaking is affecting you. Not that they don't do these things on their own." Fawn snickered. "We all do from time to time. But you're definitely helping them to reach new heights!" 
 
    Straddling him, she pushed his pants down and quickly drove him up inside her. 
 
    "Don't worry, this is about me!" She giggled. "Watching them and hearing your thoughts has me as randy as a goat." 
 
    Dan didn't think to argue with her. He grabbed her hips, but he kept his eyes focused on Wrath and Aella. Because damn if it wasn't sexy as hell watching two of his women loving and pleasing each other.  
 
    Fawn was using her hands on her own body as she used him, and he almost laughed. They were all using him right now, and he was fine with it. He'd used them more than enough himself, and he'd be having his way with them again, just as they'd be having theirs with him.  
 
    When they suddenly rolled closer, and Aella's tentacles lashed out and seized Fawn, who he gathered had been quickly hitting her own pinnacle, she came hard on him, triggering a response of his own, and then she was bodily pulled off of him as two sets of tongues went to work on her sex, cleaning his juices off and out of her. 
 
    When three sets of tongues set to work on him, he started to worry about possible meteor strikes and airplane crashes when suddenly they all stopped and sat up, smiling at him. 
 
    And leaving him as stiff as a board. 
 
    "Looks like somebody needs a cold shower!" Fawn teased. 
 
    Groaning, he slowly got up off the bed and headed off for just that. This time he doubted the curse had anything to do with it. They were demons, after all. 
 
      
 
    Each of the girls took their turn in the shower after he'd finished. He was surprised to find a small clothes washer up here, and someone had put all their stuff in it. He'd nuked half a dozen of the diners Fawn had bought and eaten them all. Wrath and Aella had eaten almost as many, though Fawn only had two. 
 
    "Okay," Fawn said, sitting down and drying the wool on her legs. "It took a while, and I had to float a few bribes, but I got myself back into most of the systems I'd hacked before I was so rudely taken out of circulation." 
 
    "Bribes? You have money?" he asked. 
 
    "Remember I said I had things set up in case I took any trips back home?" 
 
    "Oh, right." 
 
    "So, I got you a new driver's license, and changed your address. It'll show up at the hotel in a week. I also got both mine and Aella's licenses reinstated, and they'll show up there as well." 
 
    "Next is money." Fawn got up and went over to her desk, then came back with three white cards that looked like credit cards, but the only thing on them were some doodles done in permanent marker. One was a little cat demon with wings, the other had a little cat demon with tentacles, and the third one was of a fluffy sheep. 
 
    "Did you make those yourself?" he asked, surprised, as she gave one to Wrath and the other to Aella. 
 
    "Sure, it's easy once the accounts are set up. It doesn't matter what the card looks like, as long as all the numbers and codes are correct. Each of those cards has ten grand on it, and the pin is five, five, one, five." 
 
    "Don't I get one?" 
 
    Fawn smiled. "Sorry, Dan, but you're cursed; you'd probably lose it, and then I'd have to worry about somebody hacking into my accounts." 
 
    He could only nod, because she was right. 
 
    "What time is it, anyway?" he asked. 
 
    "One am," Wrath said. 
 
    "Hadn't we better go get the guns? I mean, aren't we going for Olivia tonight?" 
 
    "I've been thinking about that," Wrath said. "I'm all for getting the guns so we can clean 'em up and make sure they work, but once we hit that place, they're going to know you're gathering everyone back up." 
 
    "All the more reason to go after them now," he said. 
 
    "Which is what Weson is going to think," Aella said. 
 
    "If we don't go tonight or tomorrow," Wrath said, "they're going to think we're never going to go there." 
 
    "Exactly," Aella agreed. "Tonight they're gonna be all keyed up, first night on the job and all that. Tomorrow, they'll still be worried. But the day after that?" 
 
    "The day after that, they'll start thinking they're just wasting their time," Fawn finished with a nod of her head. "Humans don't have a lot of patience." 
 
    "So what are we going to do, then?" he asked. 
 
    "Well, tonight I think we've all earned a night of sleep, not worrying about anything," Wrath said. "As for tomorrow? Maybe it's time we find out how big and powerful Weson has become." 
 
    "And learn some more about the other two, Dale and Godfrey," Fawn agreed. "I checked on Weson's address just to be sure, and he's still living and working out of the same place. Dale looks like he's out in Fair Oaks, while Godfrey lives on top of one of the nicer apartment towers in downtown Sac." 
 
    "Got a list of politicians handy? Like to see if any of the ones I was blackmailing are still around." 
 
    "If they are, odds are Weson now has the goods on 'em," Aella said with a frown. "He most likely got info on each of us by raiding our apartments and going through all our things after putting us in those curses." 
 
    "I don't know," Wrath said. "I didn't keep the stuff in my apartment, I was too worried about someone breaking in and stealing it. So I had it hidden someplace else." 
 
    "Damn, wish I'd done that," Aella said. "Hopefully the booby-trap on it destroyed it before anyone got into it." 
 
    "So where'd you hide the stuff?" Fawn asked. 
 
    "In one of the older mausoleums in the graveyard off Broadway. One of the advantages of wings is I can pop into places like that in the middle of the night, and if anyone sees me, they run away screaming." She paused a moment. "Well, maybe not our Dan. He sure didn't run off screaming when he first saw me!" 
 
    They all snickered at that. 
 
    "Well, what about the other demons and mages in town? Has that changed any?" Aella asked. "Maybe we need to talk to some of those folks." 
 
    "We ran into Tobias down at his pawnshop. He's still there," Wrath said. 
 
    "If you didn't scare him off, that is!" Dan said with a laugh. 
 
    "I bet Adestrar is still down at the train museum," Fawn said. "He always kept his head down and stayed out of trouble." 
 
    "What's a demon doing at the train museum?" he asked, genuinely curious. 
 
    "He's from a race that delights in all things mechanical. Not everybody who comes here does it for power, sex, and violence, you know." 
 
    "Oh, so just the fun ones do that?" he teased. 
 
    "Yup!" she replied with a laugh. 
 
    "Firreiro is probably still at Sutter Fort," Aella said after they all thought a moment. "He makes pretty good weapons, so I'd think Weson would have left him alone." 
 
    "Why not ask Aureate?" he asked. 
 
    "Because there's a lot of small players she won't know, and this isn't her turf. Oh, she knows the movers and the shakers, and probably has an idea what they're up to, but she's gonna be way too involved in her own territory. If we want details, we gotta ask a local." 
 
     "Also we shouldn't become too dependent on her," Wrath said. "Aurey's my friend, unlike any of the others. I'd rather save that friendship for when I'm desperate." 
 
    He nodded; it made sense. 
 
    "So that's two places to start tomorrow," Fawn said. 
 
    "And we have to drive up to Folsom to get the guns," he reminded them. 
 
    "Right. So. Before we all turn in for the night, anybody got anything else?" 
 
    "Umm, there is one thing," Dan said, blushing as he remembered what he'd seen earlier. 
 
    Fawn turned and looked at him, wide-eyed. "You want me to dance for you?" 
 
    He nodded. "It was one of the most beautiful things I've ever watched. So yes, if you wouldn't mind, I'd like to see it again." 
 
    Fawn smiled and leapt off the bed to her feet. 
 
    "It's been a long time since I danced for someone just for fun," she said with a smile, then spun around in a circle on the tip of one of her hooves, stepped a little further away from the bed, and did it again on the other foot. 
 
    "I think I'm gonna enjoy this." 
 
    "Just don't zone him or the rest of us out too badly," Wrath said. 
 
    Fawn laughed. "I haven't been able to do that to you for years. Now, enjoy!" 
 
    Dan watched, and he really was amazed. He'd been to the ballet more than a few times growing up, with his parents. He'd been exposed to modern dance, traditional dance, pretty much all of it. 
 
    But Fawn was just so much better than all of that. He wondered if all Bovera could dance like her? Or if she was an exception? From the way she moved around the floor, he thought, even if they all could do it, she was undoubtedly in a class by herself. She flowed from the classical to the erotic, into ballet moves and mixed it all up with modern dance, and even did a few staccato tap sequences in there as well. She went from one style to the next and back again, all seamlessly. 
 
    It was a celebration of her art and her skill, and her freedom as well. He lost all track of time while she danced, and when she finally stopped, he got up and, walking over to her, he took her head in his hands and kissed her. 
 
    "Thank you. I will treasure this moment as long as I live." 
 
    She smiled up at him and hugged him. 
 
    "Now I need to take another shower and get some sleep; I haven't had a work out like that in ages!" 
 
    Looking up at the clock, he saw it was just after three am. She'd been dancing for almost two hours! 
 
    "She really is one of the best of all of them," Wrath told him. "I never get tired of watching it. Just because she can't entrance me with it anymore doesn't mean it's lost its impact." 
 
    Dan nodded slowly and yawned. "Well, I think I'm going to get some sleep." 
 
    Going over to the bed, he climbed up on it, Aella and Wrath both joining him. He quickly fell asleep as the three of them snuggled together on the large bed. He awoke briefly when Fawn joined them, putting an arm around her as she cuddled up against his chest, tucking her head under his chin. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Wednesday Morning 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dan awoke to the taste of mint and fresh grass, and it only took him a moment to realize that Fawn had decided to 'use' him this morning. From the tight heat squeezing his erection as someone moved up and down on it, he knew that either Aella or Wrath was 'using' him as well.  
 
    His efforts to please Fawn were obviously successful, and when he finally lost himself inside whoever was riding him, they collapsed against Fawn, and they both fell off to the side, still kissing. 
 
    "Your turn in the shower, sexpot," Wrath said with a chuckle as she came out.  
 
    Dan looked at her, and then the other two.  
 
    "I got mine yesterday, as I'm sure you'll recall." 
 
    He worked his jaw and nodded, surprised it wasn't sore. 
 
    Giving her a hug as he passed, he hit the shower, and was joined by the other two not long after, but they concentrated on cleaning up instead of fooling around. They had things to do, and tempting fate wasn't one of them. 
 
    Getting his clothes out of the dryer, he gave the others theirs, and they got dressed, drank some water, gathered up their gear, then headed out. This time they used the tunnel exit rather than risk the bathroom. Aella went out first, gave the all-clear, and they quickly got out and then got into the van. 
 
    "Let's hit the drive-thru and get some food, I'm famished," Fawn said. 
 
    "Sure, then I guess we'll head down to old town and see if Adestrar is still working at the museum. Anybody remember what name he was going by?" 
 
    "Hank, I think," Fawn answered. 
 
    "I wonder if there are any free mages left in this town," Aella pondered out loud. 
 
    "Why wouldn't there be?" he asked her. 
 
    "Well, it sounds like Weson has had a bit of a turnover in his little war of conquest. He tried to grab your father, and obviously wasn't happy with being turned down, and your father was worried enough to try to get some leverage to stop him. Two other players are also in town, and you know they've gotta be trying to grab whoever they can." 
 
    "So it would make sense to get out of town," he said with a nod. "How many mages were there in Sacramento before you got cursed?" 
 
    "No idea," Aella said with a shrug. "A lot of them weren't very powerful, and most of them really were into their own thing. Most mages tend to be eccentrics. It's not until you get into the wizards that you usually see any real magical power, and there's never a lot of them in any one area. Probably fewer than a dozen in Sacramento, and the ones who wanted power like Weson does are either dead or gone elsewhere until this all settles down." 
 
    "Don't they ever team up?" 
 
    "The smart ones do. Weson, however, is a prick, and I suspect what he did to us he either did to others, or tried to, and that would have gotten around to the other wizards." 
 
    "When Umber rose to power," Wrath said as she got in line at the drive-thru, "he told the other wizards that any who stood with him would be allowed to live as they wished, and as long as they didn't oppose his interests, he would lend them aid from time to time. Those who didn't stand with him but didn't oppose him would be left alone—but only as long as they didn't oppose him." 
 
    "And those who did oppose him?" 
 
    "Had forty-eight hours to get out of town." 
 
    "Huh." 
 
    "It worked out well for him. At first. Over time his, interests got broader and broader, and you either fell in line, or you got out of town. Weson wasn't the first to try to push him out, but he was the first I thought had a chance at it. I sided with him because I knew Umber was starting to move in on my territory, and that of the others. I just had no idea what a backstabbing bastard Weson really was. 
 
    "Looking back now, and knowing that Umber died of natural causes and wasn't killed by Weson, I suspect it was only Umber's age and poor health that allowed Weson to get as far as he did. But even with that, Weson never confronted him head-on." 
 
    "Maybe Umber never saw Weson as a threat?" 
 
    "If Weson was using people like us as intermediaries, it may well be that Umber never knew he existed," Fawn pointed out. 
 
    "Still, he obviously had a power structure set in place, seeing how fast he rose to prominence after Umber died," Dan said. 
 
    "True," Wrath agreed, and then stopped talking to order their food from the drive up.  
 
    Dan thought about the whole situation as they pulled up and paid, then got their food. They still had to free Olivia and Lofn, but it was obvious to him at least that Weson had to go, because he doubted Weson would let them go if he ever did come to power. One thing he'd learned in school was that petty little assholes turned into petty big assholes whenever they got power. 
 
    The question was, which of the other contenders, if any, should he support? 
 
    "None of the above," Aella said between bites of her breakfast, reading his mind. 
 
    "Either we leave town, or we take it over," Fawn said. 
 
    "And I'm not too fond about leaving town," Wrath growled. 
 
    The other two both nodded. 
 
    "I don't even know what we're up against, much less where to begin," he said, looking back at the three of them. 
 
    "Well, like you were thinking, we need to free Olivia and Lofn," Wrath said. "But once that's done, if we're all agreed on killing Weson, once he's dead, that's half the battle." 
 
    "Assuming the other two don't just swoop in and kill us after we've finished killing him," he replied. 
 
    "There's always that," Wrath agreed. "And that's why we're off to gather information. If Weson has managed to piss off all the demons and most of the mages and wizards in town, we have a lot of allies available." 
 
    "But what if he hasn't?" 
 
    Wrath looked back at him for a moment, and he really had to appreciate the truly evil smile she gave him. "Once the other demons hear how he betrayed us and hates demons, they'll all be out for blood." 
 
    "And the mages and wizards?" 
 
    "Oh, I think your story will be more than enough to sway them to our side." 
 
    "Paranoia runs deep in the magical and demonic communities," Fawn said. 
 
    "And it ain't paranoia when you've got proof they really are out to get you!" Aella added with a laugh. 
 
    "Finish up eating, we're here," Wrath said.  
 
    Everyone took their last bites and cleaned up their mess as Wrath parked the van. Dan grabbed two last sandwiches and stuck them in his pockets. He was sure Wrath was still hungry, as she was driving, so she could eat while they walked. 
 
    There was a moment of silence in the van, and looking up, he saw all three were looking at him with that 'daaaw' expression on their faces. He wondered then if he wasn't the only one here who hadn't gotten a lot of affection growing up. 
 
    "Why do you think we came to Earth, silly!" Fawn said, grinning as they opened the doors and got out of the van. Wrath sidled up to him immediately, he passed her one of the sandwiches, and she ate it happily as they crossed the street and made their way into the museum. 
 
    Paying and getting tickets, they then headed towards the back, where the engines were kept. Dan glanced around at the displays; they hadn't changed all that much. He hadn't been here in years. Old town had been one of Kevin's favorite places, and he'd spent a lot of time down here. He'd dragged his younger brother along fairly often. In fact, every time he'd been in here had been because his brother had wanted to look at the trains again.  
 
    Hell, Kevin had even gotten their sister Sharon to take the tour with them once.  
 
    "You really liked your older brother, didn't you?" Aella asked as Dan passed Wrath the other sandwich. 
 
    He nodded. "Yeah, Kevin always had time for me. When he wasn't doing school stuff at that private school, or work stuff with our father, we hung out together. He never tried to dump me when he was out with his friends. He even taught me to drive when our father couldn't be bothered to." 
 
    "Do you think he was murdered?" 
 
    He shrugged and threw up his arms. "No? Maybe? I mean it was just so fucking random. Who gets hit and killed by a runaway tire off a truck? The thing crossed three lanes of freeway traffic, cleared a fence, then went through an intersection and took him out at a table, injured one of his friends, and then buried itself in the side of a building. 
 
    "I thought when people wanted someone dead, they just staged a random 'mugging gone wrong' or something," he grumbled.  
 
    "Sounds random to me," Fawn said. "Wrath?" 
 
    "Why would Wrath know?" he asked, suddenly curious. 
 
    "Cause Wrath's father is like the dean of the school of curses back where she comes from," Fawn said with a grin. 
 
    Dan looked at her as she finished the sandwich. "Seriously?" 
 
    Wrath nodded. "More or less." 
 
    "They have a school? For curses?" 
 
    "It's nothing like schools are here," Wrath said. "The term 'school' has a different meaning back where I come from. But yeah, my dad's a big expert, and teaches it, which is why I know as much as I do. He made me go to some of his seminars while I was living with him." 
 
    "Oh? Why'd he do that?" 
 
    "Because he could," Wrath grumbled. "My dad is not someone you say no to. He told me that as one of his, I should at least have the basics down in case any of his students decided to test me." 
 
    "And what happened to those who did?" Aella asked in a teasing voice. 
 
    "Why, I bitch-slapped them into next week," Wrath purred. "Because Dad was also teaching me how to fight. Not just how to do curses." 
 
    Dan laughed. Wrath's father sounded pretty cool, unlike his own. 
 
    "Ah, here we are," Aella said as they got to the back. 
 
    "Excuse me, is Hank here today?" she asked one of the men doing something on one of the engines. 
 
    "Oh yeah, he's always here! Look in the back, he's working on the seventeen seventy-one." 
 
    "Thanks!" Aella said and led them through the doors into the workshop. A couple of old guys looked up at them as they headed towards the back, but they shrugged and went back to what they were working on. Dan figured they looked like they knew what they were doing, so they were ignored. 
 
    "Hank!" Aella said, coming up to a pair of feet hanging out of the cab of a large engine. 
 
    "Just a moment…" came a grumbled reply. Then out slid a demon who made Dan think of an armor-plated bear with four arms. One set of which was smaller and weaker looking than the other, with finer looking fingers. 
 
    "Aella!" Adestrar—or 'Hank'—said and gave her a hug. "Where've you been hiding?" He looked up, "Wrath! Fawn! Good to see you as well! Where's Olivia? Lofn? And who's the young man looking daggers at me for putting my arms around you?" he finished with a chuckle. 
 
    "That's Dan. He's our boyfriend," Aella said with a grin. "Dan, Adestrar. Adestrar, Dan." 
 
    "Call me Hank," Adestrar said, reaching out one of the stronger hands to shake. 
 
    Dan gave him a wary glance, but shook hands anyway. 
 
    "Oh-ho! He can see me, can't he?" Adestrar said in a soft voice. 
 
    "Yup, he knows exactly who and what we all are." 
 
    "So he's either in love, or got a death wish," Adestrar said with another chuckle. He turned back to Aella. "So, where have you been? All of you? You just kinda disappeared, and nobody knew where you went." 
 
    "Long story short, Weson came to each of us, one at a time, and asked for our help, told us the others were already working for him, then betrayed us and imprisoned us. Dan's been freeing us." 
 
    "Really, now?" Adestrar said, looking back at Dan. 
 
    "Weson hates demons," Dan said. "He also killed my father, a mage, when he wouldn't work for him with a really nasty curse that took my mother, too." 
 
    Adestrar frowned. "I'd heard rumors that he was something of a backstabber. You're not the only ones who disappeared, either," he said, looking back at Aella, Wrath, and Fawn. "Some of the other rumors circulating out there are even worse. I hadn't heard that he was killing off folks who wouldn't work for him, however." 
 
    "Yeah, he did, and it was pretty nasty," Wrath growled. "It's not a matter of 'for or against', like Umber was. It's more a matter of 'wear my leash or die'." 
 
    Adestrar nodded slowly. "Thanks for the warning. So what brings the three of you here, and where's the other two?" 
 
    "We haven't freed them yet," Aella told him. "There's only one of Dan, so we can't go running around like maniacs." 
 
    "Ah, so there's more to him than meets the eye!" Adestrar said, grinning and giving Dan the once over. 
 
    "Plus we've been out of circulation for a few years now. We don't know who's still here, who ran away, and who died." 
 
    Adestrar nodded. "About a dozen demons disappeared, of which you were half. Pluma, Cana, Peresoal, Pedra and the Quimico brothers are all missing. Vidro and Mandi were both found dead, about a week apart. 
 
    "As for mages and wizards, wizards May, Horatio, and Smith are all dead. They died in the fight to take over after Umber died. However a lot of people think Smith was flat out murdered by Weson or one of the others. No one ever saw him make a move to take over, but he'd been one of Umber's strongest supporters—so it may be someone didn't want to leave anything to chance. 
 
    "All the other wizards have cleared out until things settle down. Summer homes in the mountains or whatever. I've heard rumors more than a few of them are unhappy over how long this is taking. Weson just hasn't been able to bring enough to the table to shut down Godfrey, so jackals like that Dale guy are showing up." 
 
    "I thought Dale was supposed to be powerful?" Dan said. 
 
    Adestrar shrugged. "If he's so powerful, then why is he also so cautious? I think it's all just a bunch of bull. He's a jackal. He's waiting for the two big players to destroy one another, then he'll come in and feast on the bones." 
 
    "What about Godfrey?" 
 
    "He's a mean one, that Godfrey. He killed May, and may have killed Horatio. Nobody thinks Weson was up to that. Weson's had a lot of turnover in his helpers, too. I think he's run ten or twenty people through that little 'executive staff council', as he likes to call it. All I know is, he doesn't have any serious wizards helping him, and most of them aren't even mages, just enlightened mundanes." 
 
    Dan and the girls filed that away for future reference. 
 
    "So what are the four of you planning on doing?" 
 
    "Freeing Olivia and Lofn," Wrath said. 
 
    "And then we'll see," Aella added. 
 
    "Oh-ho! You aren't thinking about taking on Weson and Godfrey, are you? You'd need a wizard to even think about that!" 
 
    Dan noticed suddenly that Wrath, Aella, and Fawn were looking at him, and Adestrar followed their gaze to look at him as well. 
 
    "That's a pretty tall order you're taking on there, Dan." 
 
    "Yeah, well, Weson's gotta go for all the shit he's done to me and them. Once he's gone, we'll see if we want to run the town or not." 
 
    "Hmm. You may be onto something. Taking down Weson won't be easy, but again, all those wizards up in the hills, and probably more than a few mages, might be happy to help you help Weson off to an early grave. If for no other reason than to put an end to the war so they can come home." 
 
    "But they might not be willing to help in any fights against Godfrey or Dale," Aella said, reading between the lines. 
 
    Adestrar nodded. "So better watch your backs." 
 
    "So who else can we talk to?" Wrath asked. 
 
    "Estaca is still doing the club scene; Vondro I believe is working in the jails now. Rumor says Botell is still preying on the despair of the homeless, and Firreiro is still working as a blacksmith up at the fort, though he moved his home, so don't go looking for him there anymore." 
 
    Dan listened with half an ear as the girls continued to ask him questions about a whole bunch of things that really didn't make any sense to him, and a list of names of those he guessed were demons or people who did business with them, whom either Adestrar didn't know about or thought had moved on and left town. By the time they were done, he really wasn't paying any attention at all, he was just staring at the ceiling, running down what he knew about magic, and thinking he definitely needed to learn more and cast his first spell. 
 
    Though the incident at Walmart stood out in his mind. He didn't know if those things were coincidence, modern culture, or a brief changing of the rules. 
 
    What he really wanted to do was find some way to cheat the system. From everything he'd seen, the whole of the magic system was unwieldy and clunky, but that was necessary because of the capricious nature of magic. Power really was the name of the game in magic. If you didn't have enough power to cast a spell, it just didn't happen. If you had too much power, some amazing things could happen, because magic would use that power and take your spell to the next level.  
 
    What that level was depended a lot on what you were, as well as what the spell was you were casting.  
 
    So mages and wizards were always looking for ways to increase their power. Having a link to others who gave you some of theirs was a fairly tried and reliable method. But it still had limits.  
 
    He shook his head; he really needed to learn more about magic. 
 
    "Let's go, lover boy," Aella said, coming over and offering him a hand up with one of her tentacles. He didn't even think twice about accepting it as she pulled him to his feet. Then he gave it a playful tug and winked at her as she smiled back. 
 
    "Well, take care, 'Hank'," Dan said and shook hands with him again. "Nice meeting you." 
 
    "I'd tell you not to bite off more than you can chew, but it looks like it's far too late for that," Adestrar said with his usual chuckle. 
 
    "Oh, I can chew a lot," he said, looking at Wrath and grinning. "Trust me on that." 
 
    Aella and Fawn laughed as Wrath, instead of blushing, preened. 
 
    "Let's go before his ego won't fit through the door," Fawn said, still laughing as she grabbed his arm, and they headed back to the van. 
 
    "So, Firreiro's next?" Fawn asked. 
 
    "I say we wait on him," Aella said. "Adestrar is going to spread the word that we're back fast enough; let's see who shakes out." 
 
    "How reliable was his information?" Dan asked. 
 
    "About as reliable as most gossip and rumors," Wrath said with a sigh. "He's not a real player in any of the factions or scenes. He's here for his love of things mechanical." 
 
    "Just as Firreiro's here for his love of making old weapons," Aella agreed. 
 
    "Well he didn't know about Stew—I mean, Tobias," Dan said. 
 
    "Exactly," Wrath agreed. "Oh, the people who are missing or dead, I think we can rely on that. Probably on the folks who've left town, too. But until we tap into the scene, I don't know what we're going to find." 
 
    "Demons have a 'scene'?" he asked, surprised. 
 
    "Course we do! How else are we all gonna brag about how great we are and how much power we've got?" Fawn said, giggling. 
 
    "Ugh, sounds like high school." 
 
    "Yeah, but with lots more sex, drugs, and violence." 
 
    "I don't think Dan's ready to experience that just yet," Aella said. 
 
    "Agreed," Wrath said, nodding as she pulled onto the freeway. "Now, let's hit a sporting goods store, get some gun cleaning stuff, and then go dig up our little stash." 
 
    "Want to pass that book to me so I can read some more?" 
 
    "Just as long as you remember you're gonna be the one doing the digging!" Wrath said, passing the book back and laughing. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Preparation 
 
      
 
      
 
    "I'm glad we took the time to wrap everything in plastic," Dan said as he dug the bag back up. A storm had come through at some point, and it was definitely wet and muddy, the ground still soft from when they'd buried everything. 
 
    They took the three rifles and the three pistols out of the backpack they'd buried them in and put them in the back with the two shotguns and two pistols that had been stashed back at the Walmart hideout, but which were now in the back as well.  
 
    "Okay, now what?" he asked. 
 
    "It's still early enough, let's go get some target shooting done," Aella said. "I know a good spot up in the hills near Placerville." 
 
    "Ummm." 
 
    "You've never shot a gun before, have you?" 
 
    Dan laughed. "Until we got those out of my father's hidden closet, I'd never so much as touched a gun before." 
 
    "Damn. Even I know how to shoot!" Fawn said with a laugh. "I think I know the place Aella's talking about, so how about you sit in the back this time, Wrath, and let me drive?" 
 
    Wrath looked him over hungrily. "Oh, yeah, I like that idea!" 
 
    "Just wait until we're up in the hills a few miles; I don't feel like changing anymore tires!" he replied climbing into the back as Wrath smacked him on the ass. 
 
    The moment they passed El Dorado hills, she pulled his pants down and went down on him. For his part, he grabbed her horns, dragging his nails over them, and pumped in and out of her muzzle for all he was worth, 'using' her for a change. After she'd drank down all he had to offer, he rolled her over on her back and slid down her body, taking the time to worship those wonderful tits of hers, before sliding between her legs and returning the favor while enjoying the wonderful tastes of her as she danced on his tongue. 
 
    Once he'd gotten her going, he moved up and entered her again, 'using her' as hard as he could while grabbing her horns again and using his nails on them. All the while using his tongue and teeth on her ear as she wrapped her arms and legs around him and bucked like a bronco the entire time. 
 
    It was some of the roughest sex they'd had so far. It wasn't loving so much as just raw physical lust on both their parts, but he still couldn't help but love her for giving into this raw need of his to be in control. To bend her to his will. To take her and slake his lusts, which in the last week had grown considerably. 
 
    Then again, from the way she was bucking, growling, purring, and moaning, he didn't think her lusts weren't being well taken care of by his rough use of her. 
 
    When he finally climaxed into her and she joined him, they clung together for a little while, ignoring the other two applauding from the front of the van. 
 
    "Shouldn't you be driving?" Wrath said, still panting. 
 
    "Oh, we got here twenty minutes ago!" Fawn said with a giggle. 
 
    "But there was no way we were going to interrupt that!" Aella added with a laugh. 
 
    "Thanks for the consideration," Dan said, still breathing heavily himself. "I'll be sure to pencil both of you in for later tonight." 
 
    "Oh, I was hoping for something more than a 'pencil'," Fawn said, still giggling. 
 
    Dan just smiled and gave Wrath a hug and another kiss. "I guess we need to clean up." 
 
    Wrath sighed, but smiled. "I guess, and yes, you weren't the only one who needed that." 
 
    It took them a few minutes to untangle themselves, and a few more to clean up and put their clothes back on. By the time they got out, Aella and Fawn had all the guns laid out in the back of the van, with the doors open. 
 
    "Okay, these three rifles are just your run of the mill AR-15s," Aella told him. 
 
    "You mean assault rifles?" Dan asked. 
 
    Aella shrugged. "Not exactly. Technically, M-16s would qualify as 'assault rifles', and these look like 'em, so people call them that. I wish we had something a bit more powerful; these tend to take a couple of shots to put a human down and keep them there." 
 
    "And demons can all but ignore them," Wrath added. 
 
    Aella nodded. "Yup." 
 
    "I thought these things were supposed to be incredibly deadly?" Dan asked. 
 
    "Yeah, Hollywood does that to ya. It's like the guys who shoot a hundred rounds and never reload their pistol. So if you have to shoot someone, shoot 'em lots. At least if you want them dead. But the nice things about these are they're light, easy to use, and dependable." 
 
    "What about those two?" 
 
    "Well that shorter one is a Browning A-5 semi-automatic shotgun, and the ammo the guy had for it is pretty vicious. I don't think you need to learn how to use that one; it's gonna have a lot more recoil than the ARs will have. Wrath or I will carry that one if we decide to take it. 
 
    "The other one is just a standard Mossberg pump with slugs. We'll leave that back at the room." 
 
    "And the pistols?" 
 
    "Well, these three are all 9mm Glocks. Actually a very simple and easy gun to use; we'll teach you those. The other two are .40 caliber Springfields. Kinda odd choice, I would have expected 10mm, but hey, they're free." 
 
    Dan nodded as he looked them over and reached for one, and got his hand slapped. 
 
    "Not yet!" Aella said. "First we're going to show you what you need to do whenever you pick up a gun to see if it's loaded or not. Then we're going to take them apart, show you the basics of how they work, and put them back together." 
 
    "And then you'll teach me to shoot?" 
 
    "No, and then we'll teach you how to take 'em apart and put 'em back together. These aren't toys, lover boy, and while one of us getting shot just pisses us off and ruins our clothing, if you get shot, you could die on us." 
 
    "So you get to learn a little gun safety first," Wrath told him. "Then we'll each take a few shots to make sure we can still hit what we aim at. Then we'll let you do it." 
 
    He nodded and watched as they taught him about the rifles, breaking them down and putting them back together. They then had him do it a few times until he got it right, and after that they taught him all about the Glocks, which were a lot simpler, really. All he had to learn was the 'Tap, Rack, Ready' drill in case the gun jammed. 
 
    Then he watched as they each took a couple of shots with the rifles, then the pistols. Wrath and Aella grabbed the two larger ones, while Fawn used the 9mm.  
 
    Dan was impressed; obviously Wrath and Aella knew how to shoot and were no strangers to guns and while Fawn didn't do as well with the rifle, with the pistol she was deadly.  
 
    "I really can't carry a rifle around," she said with a shrug, "but a pistol? As a dancer, I could go half naked and still hide one." 
 
    "Why were you even carrying a gun?" Dan asked, confused. "You're a demon, it's not like a human guy could hurt you." 
 
    "Because a small gal like me beating up a big guy isn't going to look good. But pulling out a gun and pointing it in his face? Oh, yeah, everyone will believe that, and they'll back off every time. Because they know the gun will kill them, and they believe I'll use it. They don't think I can do it bare-handed, so any threat I make, they just can't believe." 
 
    "Because they can't see that you're a demon, they just think you're some easily overpowered girl," Dan said as it finally sank in. 
 
    "Exactly. If you don't want people to look at you funny, as a demon, especially a female one, you're usually better off with a pistol." 
 
    "What about Aella there? Or even Wrath?" he asked. 
 
    "Aella can easily pull the martial artist line," Fawn said. "Wrath has been known, however, to pick up a stick or something and beat people with it." 
 
    "They see her sword as a stick?" Dan asked, surprised. 
 
    All three girls laughed.  
 
    "No," Wrath said, "I pick up whatever I can grab and use it on 'em. I've been carrying this sword a long time, so I know how to use pretty much any kind of weapon that's long and you grab at one end." 
 
    "She once beat a guy half to death with a bar stool," Aella said with a big ass grin. "It was epic. He even picked up a broom and tried to counter with it." 
 
    "Yeah, I stuck it up his ass after I knocked him out," Wrath said, laughing. "He walked bowlegged for like a month!" 
 
    "Now, remember everything we told you," Aella said, bringing him over to the firing line they'd set up. "And squeeze, like you're grabbing a tit. Don't yank, got it? Don't be afraid of the recoil. On these rifles, it's really nothing to worry about." 
 
    Nodding, he took the rifle, loaded it, charged it, then carefully aimed, and took a shot. 
 
    "Not bad! Now do it again." 
 
    He took another and was embarrassed as it barely hit the target. 
 
    Aella laughed. "That's cause you jerked the trigger and didn't squeeze it. You anticipated the noise and the recoil. Try it again." 
 
    He did, and this time nothing happened, but he realized he'd still jumped. He cycled the rifle like he'd been shown, and a spent cartridge fell on the ground. He looked up at Aella. 
 
    "Wrath put a blank in so you'd notice the jerk when you pulled the trigger." 
 
    "How'd you know I'd jerk?" 
 
    Aella shrugged. "It's common when you're first learning. Now take a few more, relax, and don't worry about it. We don't expect you to be perfect. If you have to shoot someone, just keep pulling the trigger until they stop." 
 
    "Yeah, that's what the cops do!" Wrath said with a laugh. 
 
    "Whatever works," Aella agreed. 
 
    He nodded and took five more shots. They didn't have a lot of ammunition, so they couldn't afford to spend too much training him.  
 
    After he'd finished, they showed him how to clean the rifles, then they put everything away and got back in the van. 
 
    "Wrath, you can ride up front," Aella said with a big smile. "Now I want to congratulate my star student, personally!" 
 
    "He's your only student!" Fawn laughed as she got behind the wheel. 
 
    "That still doesn't take away from his needing to be rewarded for doing so well." 
 
    "Fawn's just jealous because he shot that rifle better than she did," Wrath quipped as they got in the van. 
 
    For his part, he didn't mind at all. He wanted a little one-on-one time with Aella. She'd been more than patient with him, and he really did love her every bit much as he did the other two. 
 
    He heard three satisfied sighs as he finished that thought.  
 
    Then of course he had an armful of Aella, whose tentacles were already busy going to town as she divested him of this clothing. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Thursday morning found him with Fawn's legs over his shoulders as he let her have it like he had with Wrath and Aella yesterday afternoon. He'd made it clear that he wanted to give her what the others had gotten, and they'd both agreed.  
 
    Aella and Wrath were already getting busy with each other—he'd had his suspicion that they were all lovers before this confirmed and had learned that Aella and Wrath were particularly close. He also suspected that Fawn and Olivia had been equally close as well, from some of the things Fawn had said. How Lofn fit in he'd discover after they'd freed her, but he really wasn't worried. 
 
    The only thing he was currently focused on was the cute little sheep demon he was trying to nail to the floor, and who was very much appreciating his efforts. Fawn was limber enough and light enough that he could move her around into all sorts of enjoyable positions, so he did just that. By the time they were done, he was positively exhausted and covered in sweat; she'd really put him through a workout. 
 
    "So what are we doing today?" he asked as he rolled onto his back, still panting. 
 
    "Stacking drills," Wrath said from where she and Aella were still cuddling. 
 
    "What are those?" 
 
    "Where we practice going around together in a line with a hand on the shoulder of the person in front of you. Then once we can do that, we'll work on a few other things, like line abreast and advancing while firing." 
 
    "Why?" he asked, curious. 
 
    "We have to stay close to you because of the curse," Aella replied. "Normally we'd split in two groups so we could clear the place faster, one to either side of the warehouse. With all four of us together, the odds of one of us shooting another or getting tripped by each other are pretty good." 
 
    "So we practice," Wrath finished. 
 
    Dan nodded. "So where are we practicing?" 
 
    "Here." 
 
    "Here?" he asked, looking at Fawn, who nodded. 
 
    "I had them clear out the third floor when I got here," she told him. "I didn't want to take the chance of us being overheard." 
 
    "So we're gonna use the hallways and the rooms," Wrath said. "Also," she looked at Aella, "Aella and I think we'd be better off waiting until Friday." 
 
    "Why's that?" he asked. 
 
    "They've been there since Tuesday, and we're hoping that come Friday, they'll think they're wasting their time. That we're not going bother, so if they're even still there, they'll have let their guard down." 
 
    "Also," Aella said, "it's Friday night. The police are gonna all be busy downtown with stuff, like dealing with drunks, fights, you name it. So once the shooting starts, it'll buy us some more time to get done and get out of there." 
 
    He nodded as he thought about it. It made sense, and in all honesty, he really wasn't looking forward to being in a firefight. So anything they thought would give them an advantage was fine with him. 
 
      
 
    By the time they'd finished for the day, he was feeling pretty tired. It wasn't just the drills Wrath had run them through, and there'd been a lot of those. No, it was Fawn's idea, every time he completed one of the exercises successfully, to give him a blowjob. 
 
    Rather than complain, Wrath and Aella decided that was a great training aide and decided they'd all take turns rewarding him for his performance.  
 
    Needless to say, he'd gotten a lot of blowjobs. Apparently not having sex for eight or nine years had left the three of them with a lot of pent-up frustrations that weren't about to be cleared up anytime soon. 
 
    Not like he was complaining. 
 
    Fawn had ordered a whole bunch of food delivered, and they'd all dug in with a will. He'd felt a lot better after that, and the girls gave him a bit of time to recuperate. They watched a movie while he grabbed the book on magic and learned another spell, as well as some more about it. 
 
    It turned out the book had little lessons between each spell. This next spell was also about light, but it showed how you could get the same effect with less effort by putting qualifiers or constraints on the spell. There was a tradeoff, however; more qualifiers meant it took more words, and therefore more time, to cast the spell.  
 
    He thought about what Mr. Wang had said about the curse back in Aureate's office, where he'd made the same observations. Apparently this was a well-known principle, and was commonly used. He hoped the book had a section on curses, and that he came to it soon. There was no index, nor was there a table of contents; the book was obviously intended to be read in a specific order, and he was loath to try skipping ahead. The last thing he wanted to do was to give his curse any free shots at him, even when he was this far out of town. 
 
    He also hoped there'd be some more on how to increase one's power, or better yet, something that would let him discover how much he had. He'd yet to cast his first spell; he really didn't see the need. That and he really didn't want to mess with magic until the curse was gone. He just didn't understand it enough yet to take that risk. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 What's Going On 
 
      
 
      
 
    Weson looked over the creature locked in the small cage. She was definitely attractive in ways no human woman was, or could be. But it was all guile and lies. The sweat she was covered in now wasn't the sweat of exertion or love. It was the sweat of pain and fear. 
 
    He'd learned to be more careful with his experiments. The first few he'd tried hadn't lasted very long in his laboratory, though the howls of pain still lived on in his memories at times. It didn't bother him; they weren't human after all. Just perversions of the human race or the base animals that lived on the planet.  
 
    As he'd experimented, he'd learned more—a lot more. Some of these beasts had lots of power, and some did not. Some gained their power by their interactions with humans, and those were the majority of the ones that came here to Earth, to steal power and pollute the world with their influence. It didn't matter if their intentions were evil or good. They didn't belong here, and they diminished the Earth with their very presence. 
 
    Of the ones who gained power, some had the ability to pass that power on to others. Or so he'd been led to believe by the words some of his previous subjects had used while begging for their freedom. But the only freedom he ever offered was death. They were nothing more than creatures to be used, after all. 
 
    He looked down at his indicators. One measured electrical current, which he used to stimulate the test subject. He'd tried a number of physical techniques prior to this, surprised to find out that mundane methods had often worked the best. He'd been experimenting with current for a while now, because it seemed to have the same effect on demons as it did on humans. 
 
    The other instruments measured magical flow. He really should have asked the wizard who'd made his rings for copies of the spells imbued in them before he'd killed the man. Armed with that, he might have been able to rewrite it so it drained a higher percentage than the ten percent he received from his people currently. 
 
    Because his goal wasn't to kill his subject, he didn't want to drain it dry. He wanted to tap into as much as possible without killing it, so he'd have a ready battery when he needed one. A ready, self-recharging battery he could use as he saw fit without fear of damaging or destroying it.  
 
    But the problems with tapping that energy had become profound. It was definitely a lot easier with humans. 
 
    He ran the power up again and watched as the body arched from the electrical current. None of his many indicators turned, spun, changed color, or lightened. He debated increasing the power to the edge of the creature's limit, and decided why not? True, it looked like he might have lost the others he'd been storing, but then again, this one was supposed to be the best subject for these experiments, as he'd been told this type of demon both took and gave power regularly. 
 
    The creature opened its mouth and screamed loudly, its body now a taut arch between the restraints that bound it. 
 
    "Give me your power, your energy. That's all you need to do, and the pain will stop!" he yelled, loud enough to be heard over the yowls and screams of pain.  
 
    There was no response but the screams, until the creature suddenly sagged, and the screams cut off as it passed out again. 
 
    Turning off the power, he chewed on his lip as he looked at his data. Maybe he needed to get rid of this one and start over? Take a different tack?  
 
    It bore thinking about. 
 
    Checking his indicators one last time, he hit the release on the cables on the demon's bonds, letting it slide down to the floor. He checked all his locks then, and made sure the power couldn't be tripped by accident. That had been a terrible waste the last time it had happened, and the smell had lingered for weeks. No, he didn't want to smell that again! 
 
    Leaving his lab, he locked the door and headed up to his office. 
 
    Dave was waiting for him when he got there. 
 
    "What have we learned, Dave?" 
 
    "That maybe they don't want her? That's three nights with nothing happening. I talked to some people at Fry's about a little incident almost a week ago, and the description of the guy there matched the Westridge kid's. So that would have given him the two Mika saw him with." 
 
    "The one at the rice warehouse is the wolf bitch," Weson said, thinking about it. "Uppity thing, always pushing and stepping out of line. Even the two fighters were better behaved." 
 
    "Maybe they don't want her, then?" Dave said, hazarding a guess. 
 
    "What about the one at the hospital?" 
 
    "The cleaner I bribed couldn't find the statue of the lamb you told me about. I may just send someone in there tonight to case the place, and if that doesn't turn it up, we may need to talk to the woman whose office it is." 
 
    "Sounds like a good idea," Weson said with a nod. 
 
    "There was also something new I found out this morning when I was talking to the cleaning lady." 
 
    "And that was?" 
 
    "They found a dead guy on the top floor of the building early Tuesday morning. Stabbed through the heart. 
 
    "And that didn't make the news?" Weson said, shocked. 
 
    "He wasn't an employee. He was dressed as an orderly, but his ID was stolen. Guy had a history of drug crimes and other violence. The cops figured he was robbing the place, got into a fight with his accomplice, and lost. The hospital got them to sit on the whole thing because they don't want to create a panic." 
 
    Weson nodded and thought about that. After a minute he said, "Continue with what you have planned for tonight. But if it's not there, I think we can assume they got the dancer girl. She was pretty pliable and cooperative, maybe they're planning to use her after the little bastard's died on them." 
 
    "So you figure they went past the wolf, figured out who it was, and moved on to the next one?" 
 
    "It's a possibility. Let's give it a few more days, and if they haven't come after the bitch by then, I think we can have the guys stop watching it." 
 
    Dave nodded. 
 
    "Oh, how's Mika doing?" 
 
    "He's doing well. I talked to him this morning. He'll be on crutches until the cast comes off, but he told me if you needed him, he'd be there no matter what." 
 
    Weson chuckled. "I don't doubt it, either. I'm just glad he didn't get killed. I'm a bit worried about Yvette. Do you think she had anything to do with it? I know she didn't want him moving up into your old spot." 
 
    "Oh, I'm sure she had something to do with it," Dave said. "I'm just a little annoyed that she did it while we were attacking Godfrey. If we didn't need her, I'd suggest cutting her loose." 
 
    Weson laughed. "Cutting her loose, ah, I love your way with words, Dave. No, I like Yvette. Her pure animal cunning keeps the rest of them on their toes. I think I'll push Miles up into the number two spot. He'll appreciate it, and he definitely has the skills I need." 
 
    "What about Yvette?" 
 
    "I think she'll get the message that playing those games when she should be focusing on our enemy is a poor choice if she wants advancement. Move Mika up to Miles' old spot as well. I think he's going to be of great help to us in the future. He's quite the quick thinker." 
 
    Dave nodded. "I have some recruiting ideas I want to discuss at tonight's meeting, if that's okay with you, Steve." 
 
    Weson nodded. "By all means. I'm going to see if I can find out where that little bastard is myself." 
 
    "Just don't overtax yourself," Dave said with a smile. "We'll need you to lead us at tonight's meeting after I announce the promotions." 
 
    Weson laughed again. "Oh, I'm sure Yvette is going to be very displeased, and it wouldn't be fair to leave that to you to deal with." 
 
    "Thanks, Steve." 
 
    "No, thank you, Dave. I'm very impressed with how you've stepped up and taken over things. Have you learned anything about the missing ring?" 
 
    Dave shook his head. "Sorry, no. We searched the entire house, and even found a hidden closet, but there was nothing in there but an empty file cabinet. I'm going to have Mr. Westridge's grave dug up, and we'll go through his coffin, as well as his wife's, to make sure it didn't end up in one of them.  
 
    "But if that doesn't work, I'd like to suggest we try magical methods." 
 
    Weson nodded. "I know a spell that should work, but I like the idea of searching the coffins first." 
 
    "Do you think the kid has it?" 
 
    "If he did, he would've put it on by now, and I'd have known it," Weson said, and killed him, he added in his head. He'd actually tried looking for him this morning with the tracing spell he'd used through his link to the curse before. But the response he'd gotten back had been…different. He wasn't able to locate him. But it didn't feel like he was within the bounds of the city, either.  
 
    He'd almost wondered if those two bitches had taken him into the demon realms. If they'd gone back there, those problems were as good as solved, and the kid would be dead in no time. 
 
    "I'll see you at the meeting, then," Dave said, standing up. 
 
    Weson smiled at him. "Yes, until then, Dave!" 
 
    Getting up himself after Dave left the room, he went over to his wet bar and poured himself a Scotch. He'd look for the kid again in a few minutes, and if he got the same result, he'd stop worrying about it. 
 
      
 
    # 
 
      
 
    Dan leaned back against the wall as he sat on the floor, reading more of the magic book—or rather he was trying to. For some reason, he was having a lot of trouble concentrating today. He'd woken up a bit grumpy this morning. He didn't know why, maybe it was because he had an incredibly nasty headache?  
 
    Sex with the girls had helped, of course, but it had come back just after they'd finished breakfast. He just hoped it didn't get any worse as the day wore on. Maybe he should take a nap? He picked up the bottle of water and took another drink before he started the next spell.  
 
    Maybe he'd ask Fawn to call down and get some aspirin when she got back. Right now they were outside doing something in the van; what it was, he didn't know and didn't care. He'd just made sure to sit where they'd told him to so they could work unhindered. 
 
      
 
    Wrath looked at Aella and Fawn. They weren't actually in the van, they'd just told Dan that so they could leave the room, go someplace within range, and talk without causing him any worries. 
 
    "You hear that?" she asked. 
 
    "I'll definitely get him some aspirin," Fawn said. 
 
    "I don't think he's sick. I think he's weakening on us." 
 
    "But it's only been four days!" Fawn complained. 
 
    "Since he traded blood with you. It's been almost two weeks since I did it with him," Wrath said. "So the process has been going on at least that long." 
 
    "Didn't you say he perked up after Aella? He sure did after we took our oath!" 
 
    "Could be that with each new exchange, it cuts down the amount of time before he needs another one," Wrath said with a shrug. "A diminishing returns kinda thing, as our blood and essence cause him more and more issues." 
 
    "Maybe we need to get him to bite us and take some of our blood," Aella said. "He didn't do it last night." 
 
    "Or the night before," Fawn said, nodding. 
 
    Wrath pondered that and nodded as well. "Yeah, I think you're right. We'll each have a go with him when we get back upstairs, we'll have him bite us and drink some of our blood, and see if that perks him up." 
 
    "What if it doesn't?" Fawn said worriedly. 
 
    "Then we go for Olivia as soon as it gets dark and make her do the blood oath right there in the warehouse." 
 
    "She won't like that, I bet," Aella said with a sardonic laugh. 
 
    "Yeah, well, she'll like it even less when all three of us put our feet up her ass at the same time," Wrath growled. 
 
    "So we did the oath Monday night, and it's Friday. That means if Olivia regenerates him, we'll have to go after Lofn by Monday." 
 
    Wrath nodded. 
 
    "What if Olivia's blood doesn't rejuvenate him?" Fawn asked, still worried. 
 
    "Then we go after Lofn tonight before he dies," Wrath said with a heavy sigh. "I know him well enough now to know that's what he'd want, because he loves us, and he knows we love her." 
 
    It was Aella's turn to nod now. "And who knows, maybe Lofn will have an idea of what we should do." 
 
    Wrath got up. "Well, I'm gonna go take care of our boy." 
 
    "I'll get some aspirin from the office," Fawn said. 
 
      
 
    Wrath came in and slipped out of her shorts as she walked over to where he was sitting. 
 
    "Hey, sexy," she purred and, dropping down into his lap, she took the book away. 
 
    "Umm, I'm not sure I'm up to this," he said as the headache made him wince. 
 
    "Fawn's off getting some aspirin, and hey, it helped this morning, right?" she said, reaching down and teasing him with her fingers. 
 
    He would have laughed at how quick she got a response out of him if his head hadn't been hurting so much.  
 
    "You're just horny," he replied with a weak smile 
 
    "Oh, I don't know, you feel pretty horny as well," she teased as she rose up a little and fitted the head of his shaft inside her. 
 
    Smiling, he grabbed her hips and helped her ease down onto him. She had a point, he was feeling a little horny, and it had helped this morning. Leaning back against the wall, he let her do all the work as he held on and relaxed. 
 
    "Bite me," she moaned as he approached his peak. 
 
    He blinked and looked at her. 
 
    "Bite me, make me bleed," she growled, and he remembered how much she'd gotten off on it the times he'd done it before…and how much he'd enjoyed it, as well. 
 
    Moving his hands up her back, he pulled her close as he lowered his head to the base of her neck and bit down, hard. He was immediately rewarded with the taste of her blood in his mouth as she cried out and arched up, pushing up against his teeth as she clamped down hard on him and came. 
 
    Then she bent her head down and nipped him, same as before, the slight electric-like shock of it pushing him over the edge as well. He swallowed the small amount of blood and sucked at the wound a moment, then licked his tongue over it until the bleeding had stopped.  
 
    Leaning back against the wall as he caught his breath, he saw Fawn and Aella both looking at him. 
 
    "Here, take these," Fawn said, handing him some aspirin.  
 
    Letting go of Wrath as she sat in his lap, panting, he took the aspirin, and washed them down with some water from the bottle Fawn was holding. 
 
    "Gee, that looked like fun," Aella said, smiling down at them. "Mind if I have a go?" 
 
    He laughed and smiled. Wrath had been right; it had helped with his headache. 
 
    "Sure, it'll help until the aspirin kick in." 
 
    Wrath smiled and kissed him, then got up and got out of the way as Aella took her place. 
 
    "Save some for me!" Fawn teased. 
 
    "I'll do my best!" 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Down by the River 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dan looked at the girls. In the coveralls with their balaclavas on the tops of their heads, Wrath and Aella really didn't strike him as being any different from a human woman. He almost laughed at the thought that once pulled down, no one would recognize them as demons at all, and the only thing that stood out would be their busts. At least people would know they were women and not men. 
 
    "They don't see demons, they see humans, remember," Aella muttered as she checked her rifle. Seeing them with their rifles, pistols, and pockets full of magazines just seemed to fit in with how he thought of them. Wrath and Aella were fighters, warriors. Part of him couldn't wait to see them fight tonight, because fighting was their dance. The thing they excelled at, and which he had no doubt gave them joy. They still had their ever-present sword or axe, which just made it that much more of a perfect image. 
 
    Fawn, however, Fawn didn't seem to fit. The image of her with a rifle was completely incongruous. She just looked too harmless. She was currently armed with one of the Glocks, and while she didn't look at all uncomfortable with it, the idea of Fawn being a fighter was one his mind was still having issues coming to terms with. 
 
    Even after a day and a half's of practice and training. 
 
    Of course she looked up at him with a smile so innocent looking that he knew she was reading his mind and trying to figure out the best way to embarrass him for thinking she was even remotely harmless. 
 
    He was armed with one of the rifles, doing his best to remember the lessons they'd taught him about keeping his finger off the trigger and not pointing it at anything he wasn't willing to kill. Now that they were here and ready to go, he was having a lot fewer problems with the idea of having a gun and probably engaging in a firefight.  
 
    They were a team, he was a part of that team, and he needed to do his part and protect his women. Even if they don't really need my protection, he thought with a smile as they turned and looked at him at the same time. 
 
    They got out of the van, lined up, then moved off single file, not unlike in one of those computer games where you had a SWAT team moving into a building. He'd played enough of those games that he knew the general idea, but all the training they'd done yesterday had helped him to be able to do it without thinking about it. Of course yesterday's little rewards had been a big incentive to be careful, stay out of the line of anyone else's fire, and most importantly, not shoot one of his girls. 
 
    "Just remember to stay low and hit the ground once the shooting starts," Wrath whispered as they snuck through the alleyway leading up to the co-op. "We're not easily hurt by bullets. Unlike you." 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    "Masks," she added, and everyone pulled their balaclavas down and adjusted them so they could see. 
 
    They came to a corner then, and peeking around it, Wrath could see an armed guard outside the entrance they wanted to use. 
 
    "I wish we had suppressors," Wrath grumbled. 
 
    Aella peeked around the corner next. "I got it," she said, pulling out her axe. Taking a couple of practice swings, she stepped out around the edge of the building, wound up, and threw.  
 
    Dan was impressed when the axe buried itself in the man's chest with enough force to drive him back against the wall. Which he was now sliding down, quite dead. 
 
    "And that's another reason I use an axe," Aella said in a voice that made him suspect she was smiling. 
 
    The four of them quickly trotted over to the door, where Aella recovered her axe and gave the body a quick once over. 
 
    "He's got a radio," she said, looking up. 
 
    "Give it to Dan," Wrath said. 
 
    Aella frowned. "Why him?" 
 
    "Because we can read his mind and know what they're talking about?" 
 
    "Oh, right," Aella said in an embarrassed voice. 
 
    Dan took the radio, put the ear plug in after cleaning it off, then they lined up in a crouch, and Wrath put her hand on the door.  
 
    "Let's go," she said and, opening it, they quickly slipped inside, guns at the ready. 
 
    Fawn pulled out the seeker as soon as they'd moved into cover in the darkened warehouse. There'd been some discussion about giving it to him, but he'd vetoed the idea. It would be just his current luck for the curse to mess with it, and the others had quickly agreed. 
 
    "It's in the front of the building," Fawn whispered, putting it away. 
 
    "So that's where the guards will be. Keep your eyes open, and Dan, if we spread out, move into the middle so we don't bunch up." 
 
    He nodded and tried not to stare at Fawn's ass too much. He'd gotten a good look at her human guise earlier, and it really wasn't all that different from her demon one. She lost the horns, the ears, the hooves, and the wool. He actually liked the wool, it was incredibly soft… 
 
    "Not now, Dan," Wrath grumbled, and both Aella and Fawn snickered a little. 
 
    The radio came to life as they quickly moved up through the stacks of bagged rice. 
 
    "You sure they're coming, Ted?" a voice asked. "It's one in the fuckin' morning. We've been doing this all week, and nutin's happened. I could be home in bed with the girlfriend!" 
 
    "Oh? Is that so? Maybe I should call up the boss and see if he'll let you go home because yer tired!" a voice, probably Ted, responded. "Me? I like the idea of sitting on my ass in a warehouse waiting for a kid and a couple of girls who won't show up. It beats the hell outta what the rest of them are off doin' most nights!" 
 
    "Still…" the first voice said, "that's exciting, at least. This is boring." 
 
    "Yeah, exciting," a third voice chimed in. "And how many of us do you think 'exciting' is going to kill tonight? That Godfrey guy ain't no clown, and he ain't no kid. Tuesday they took him on, it wasn't just his people that died. I can't believe they're going back again already! So yeah, don't bitch, we got life on easy street here." 
 
    "Hey, Frank, all quiet out back?" Ted said. 
 
    After a minute, he spoke again.  
 
    "Frank? Shit, somebody go check on Frank. If that bastard is sleeping, I'll kill him myself."  
 
    "I got it," the first voice answered and just as they were almost to the door that lead from the back and into the front offices, it opened, and a man was standing there with what was obviously the same type rifle Dan was holding. 
 
    "Shi…" he started before the loud report of Wrath's gun cut him off as his head snapped back and his body dropped to the ground. 
 
    "Johnny! What was that? Johnny?" Ted called on the radio as Wrath led the way into the back of the main room that was as dark as the warehouse had been. 
 
    "They're here!" the unidentified third voice said as gunfire erupted from the other side of the room. 
 
    Dan dropped to the floor, pushing his gun out in front of him as Wrath and Aella traded shots with the other man in the room, who didn't last long. 
 
    "To the left," Fawn said.  
 
    Looking up, he saw that she had the seeker out and was on her knees, head down. Reaching back with her free hand, she grabbed his shoulder and helped him back up as they moved to the left through the large room. She might be small, but he realized once again, she was definitely not weak. 
 
    "Close it up, Dan!" Aella hissed as both she and Wrath hit the distance limit. He could hear the mayhem on the radio. The others were converging on the office, and as Wrath and Aella entered the hallway, the bursts of gunfire that erupted made it clear they were running into those 'others'. 
 
    Watching them pick off their attackers as they came into the hallway was an impressive sight. They weren't rushing, they were taking time and calling their targets to each other so they didn't waste any bullets as a lot more than the six men they'd thought would be here joined the attack. Surprisingly they weren't getting hit much, if at all, either.  
 
    "I'm behind them!" Someone called and spinning around, he saw a man, with a gun, that was pointing at him. He didn't even hesitate; he just pulled the trigger before he even had his gun aimed. He felt something sting his left shoulder; it was almost like being punched, as his own bullets found the other guy. He watched as the little impacts marched up and across the man's body, as he stopped, staggered, and then fell to the floor. 
 
    "Stop pulling the trigger! He's dead!" Fawn yelled in his ear. 
 
    Dan blinked. The trigger wasn't moving anymore, because the bolt was locked open, and the rifle was empty. He fumbled with the magazine release and tried to put the empty in his pocket, but it was too slippery, and he dropped it. 
 
    "Dan's shot!" Fawn called out. 
 
    "I am?" Dan said and noticed that his left arm was covered in something wet, but it was too dark to make out exactly what. 
 
    "Drag him up here! We need more space!" Wrath called back, and Fawn grabbed him by the collar and did just that, dragging him off his feet. 
 
    "Don't move," Fawn called back to him. "Drop the gun and put your hand over the hole!" 
 
    Fawn's voice shook him out of his indecision, and he let go of the rifle, which fell to its strap, reached across himself, and clamped the wound as best he could with his free hand. 
 
    The sound of gunfire erupted again, and Fawn dropped him to the floor, ripped the sling off his rifle, and quickly wrapped it around his arm, sticking a wad of something over the wound as she did so. She put her pistol in his free hand, then took his rifle and a couple of magazines as she propped him up against the wall.  
 
    "Don't go away!" she said with a grin and ran in through the door to join the firefight. 
 
    "Where's Dan?" Wrath asked Fawn as soon as she entered. 
 
    "Other side of the wall," she said in demonic, so no one else would understand. 
 
    "Stay here, we're going to flank," Wrath replied, and she circled left, while Aella moved right. There were at least four of them inside, and they were hiding to either side of the doorway of the room, taking shots at Wrath and Aella as well as Fawn now. Wrath had been hit twice so far, and while it was more of an annoyance that anything else, it still hurt. 
 
    "On three!" she called out in Demonic. 
 
    "One. Two. Three!" She stood up and fired through the wall around the left side of the door as Aella did the same on the right. The walls might offer concealment, but there was no way they'd stop bullets. 
 
    While they were doing that, Fawn fired through the open doorway, hitting the wounded as they fell down, or anyone else who was trying to escape the withering crossfire. 
 
    "I don't see any movement," Fawn called after a minute. 
 
    "Go get Dan, we'll check it out!" Wrath yelled back as she and Aella cautiously approached the doorway. She could hear Dan's thoughts, he was watching the hallway, nervously, and trying not to think about the burning feeling in his arm where the bullet had gone through it. 
 
    "And that's why I wish we could have left him back in the van," Aella growled as they checked the dead bodies. 
 
    "You and me both." Wrath sighed. "Let's find Olivia and get the hell out of here before the police show up." 
 
    They moved into the room as Fawn helped a bloody but upright Dan into the outer office. It didn't take long to find it. 
 
    "A statue of a wolf?" Aella asked passing it over to Wrath. "Do I detect a theme?" 
 
    "I guess he just liked us more!" Fawn said with a giggle as she let go of Dan, who was now much steadier on his feet. 
 
    "Let me see it." Dan sighed, holding out his good hand, Fawn's pistol stuck in one of his pockets. 
 
    The moment he touched it, he could tell there was a piece of paper in here, so throwing it down on the floor, he watched as it shattered, then carefully bent down to look through the pieces until he found the piece of paper, which he stuck in one of his coverall pockets and then zipped closed. 
 
    "Let's do this someplace else," he said as Wrath hauled him back upright. 
 
    "Maybe we should wait until you've healed," Fawn said. "Olivia can be a little tough." 
 
    "Tougher than them?" he asked, nodding his head towards Wrath and Aella, who both suddenly grinned. 
 
    "Umm…" 
 
    "The sooner she's out, the sooner she can join the party," he said with a lot more bravado than he was feeling. 
 
    "Big words!" Fawn chuckled as they moved back the way they'd come in. 
 
    "Yup! And they go well with my very big…" he paused a moment as she turned to look blatantly at his crotch. "Ego!" he finished with a laugh, which quickly turned into a grimace as Wrath grabbed his right arm by the shoulder, and Aella did the same on his left, trying to avoid the wound. Then both women literally ran through the warehouse, dragging him between them as Fawn sprinted ahead and got the door. 
 
    When they got him outside, he could hear the sirens off in the distance. 
 
    "Make sure we're not leaving a blood trail!" Aella growled. 
 
    "On it!" Fawn said as they quickly whisked him back to the van. 
 
    "Next time, we're bringing a first aid kit!" Wrath said as they jumped into the back of the van, and then peeling out of her coverall, she got behind the wheel and slowly drove them away from the area. 
 
    "Next time I think I'll pass on getting shot!" he said, grimacing as Fawn and Aella cut him out of the coverall he'd been wearing. "Make sure you grab Olivia's paper out of the pocket before you wad those up!" he reminded them. 
 
    "Take us to…ah, shit, that won't work, will it?" Fawn grumbled. 
 
    "Best bet is to go back to our hotel room and you order some room service," He told them as Fawn made an improvised bandage out of their balaclavas. At least it wasn't bleeding as badly now. 
 
    "They're going to be looking for anyone buying anything dealing with gunshot wounds after this, babe," Aella said. "But we can use some towels and stuff back there. Just be happy it didn't hit a bone, or we'd be in real trouble." 
 
    "I'm gonna hit the drive through at the twenty-four hour Jack's," Wrath told them. "Clean up the mess and make sure they can't see any blood when we stop at the window." 
 
    "I'm not sure I'm all that hungry right now," Dan said. 
 
    "You will be. Thirsty, too. You lost a fair bit of blood." 
 
    "And of course, there's all those other activities we have in mind for you tonight!" Fawn said and giggled. 
 
    "I've just been shot, woman!" he protested weakly, but his heart wasn't in it. For all that his arm hurt like a bitch, her suggestion was already giving him ideas. 
 
    "The two of you can wait until we clean the wound and get a proper bandage on it," Aella growled. 
 
    "Spoilsport," Fawn said, giggling. 
 
    "How do you know about treating wounds, anyway?" he asked, taking his mind off of…other things. 
 
    "Why would you ask that?" Aella said, looking at him. 
 
    "Well, I thought you couldn't be injured." 
 
    "Oh, no, we can be injured. Just mundane bullets don't really tend to do any lasting damage." 
 
    "They do hurt, though," Wrath said from the driver's seat. 
 
    "Yes, they do," Aella agreed. "Just not as much as something that can injure us." 
 
    Yawning, he nodded. Stretching out, he put his head in Fawn's lap as they sat on the floor, while grabbing Aella with his good arm. 
 
    "I'm gonna take a nap," he said, and yawning again, all but passed out as the adrenaline high he'd been on ended, and he crashed, hard. 
 
    "Damn, he came down fast," Aella said. 
 
    "We definitely need to uncork Olivia tonight so she can swear the oath and get her blood into him," Wrath said with a sigh as she pulled onto the freeway. 
 
    "I guess our blood from this afternoon didn't last long." 
 
    "Still, it did work. If he hadn't gotten shot, I think he would have been fine until at least the morning." 
 
    "But it's only an arm wound!" Fawn protested. 
 
    "Yeah, but he's cursed, remember? And he's human! They're way weaker than we are." 
 
    "I still think he's part demon," Fawn maintained. 
 
    "We don't know that," Wrath pointed out. 
 
    "Well, if he isn't, he's dead, and we can't do anything about it," Fawn replied. "So we might was well believe he is, and start trying to figure out what we're going to do." 
 
    "She's got a point," Aella said. 
 
    "I know, I know," Wrath conceded. "She always does." 
 
      
 
    # 
 
      
 
    Dan looked around. He was back in that place again, looking at the house as he continued to walk towards it. He somehow knew that it had been a long time since anyone had called for him to come here, which was why he was looking forward to it. He wasn't the first of his people to do this, but he was one of the very few who still did. 
 
    That thought gave him pause to wonder, as he continued to walk down the path to the house. 'His people'? What did that mean? Suddenly he wondered whose dream, or memory, he was experiencing. Because it was becoming clear to him now that the events that were about to transpire were ones that had already happened, years ago. 
 
    He looked over the house; it was actually made from adobe, something he was familiar with from his life in California. But it had been painted brightly with a number of colors, primarily blues and greens, which made it fit in well with the countryside around here, and which gave it a comforting appeal.  
 
    There was a tower of sorts set on top of it, which appeared to be open on all sides, but he couldn't make out any more of it from on the ground. The house wasn't a large one, probably just a few rooms and not much else.  
 
    The door looked to be made of large planks of oak, and there were no images on it, nor any kind of a lock. Grabbing the handle, he opened it and walked inside, surprised that it wasn't dark inside even though the walls lacked any windows to speak of. Some sort of soft, comfortable glow came from the ceiling and illuminated everything.  
 
    This was a place of comfort, a place to relax, a place of…Dan wasn't quite sure, just that there was nothing frightening or bad that could ever happen here. It was safe. 
 
    He immediately set to cleaning up the house. The interior was as simple as he'd thought. There was a bedroom, of sorts, though there wasn't a bed in it. But there were pillows and blankets, as well as a mattress on the floor. A small living room, which was adjoined by what he could only guess was an area for eating due to the large table, and what looked like an area to prepare food. 
 
    But the biggest room by far was what he would have considered the bathroom. There was an incredibly large pool in the room, across from the usual sink, and what he guessed was a toilet.  
 
    And after spending an hour making sure the house was clean and in order, he stripped out of his simple garment and slipped into the pool to soak a while and just enjoy the feeling of the water on his skin. 
 
    He was woken up from his slumber when he heard a voice calling his name. A familiar voice, one he'd heard before… 
 
      
 
    # 
 
      
 
    "Dan, wake up." 
 
    "Huh?" Dan said, yawning and starting to stretch, then winced painfully as he lifted his left arm. "Damn, that smarts." 
 
    "Well, you did get shot," Wrath said and smiled down at him. "Fawn's getting the door. Can you walk, or do you want me to carry you?" 
 
    "You just want to get your hands on my body, don't you, you hussy?" Dan said, grinning. 
 
    "Well, at least they didn't kill your sense of humor," Wrath said, helping him up and out the back of the van. He noticed they were parked near the back entrance. Up here in Placerville, the rules were as relaxed as they had been in Stockton, which made all their lives a lot easier. 
 
    He felt a little dizzy as he got to his feet, but that was about it. 
 
    "Lead on, lover," he said, leaning over to give Wrath a kiss that immediately turned into a serious make-out session as she wrapped her arms and wings around him and held onto him tightly. 
 
    "Don't scare me like that again," she whispered into his ear. "You belong to me now, and I have zero intentions of losing you." 
 
    "Oh I do, do I?" Dan said, looking into her eyes. Damn, he wanted her so badly right now. Once again he was actually glad he'd been cursed, because it had brought him to her, as well as the others.  
 
    Letting go of him, after another long and enjoyable kiss, they went inside and made their way up to their current hideout. 
 
    "Now the fun part," Fawn said, leading him over to the bathroom. 
 
    "Sex?" he asked, grinning. 
 
    "Nope." 
 
    He frowned. "Food?" 
 
    "Sorry, I don't want you throwing up; we need to wait until after." 
 
    "After what?" 
 
    "I peel that bandage off and clean that wound," Aella said, coming up on the other side of him. He noticed she had a bottle of vodka, so when they stopped, he took it from her and took a long pull off of it. 
 
    "What're you doing!" Aella said. 
 
    "Painkiller," he said as he handed her back the bottle, then coughed a few times as the burn hit his throat. 
 
    "Idiot." She sighed, then laughed. "Though you're probably right. Now, let's get this mess off and see what we're dealing with." 
 
    He nodded and helped them undress him, then he got in the tub while they removed the bandage. It hurt a little. A lot of the blood had clotted, and Aella used the vodka to soften and dissolve things so it wasn't too painful. 
 
    But when she started cleaning the wound, that hurt more than getting shot! So Fawn climbed onto his lap and, putting her hands to either side of his head, did her best to distract him from the pain. 
 
    Having your shaft ridden in a tub by a sexy sheep-demon who was very skilled in the art of sex while engaging in massive amounts of lip lock was surprisingly completely distracting. Wrath was next, and by the time she was done and Aella was taking her place, he realized Aella hadn't been working on his arm for some time now. 
 
    If he hadn't been dizzy before, he was now. They hosed him down with the shower head next, dried him off, then helped him over to the table and fed him. 
 
    The bandage on his arm had been made out of a towel that had obviously been cut into strips. There was a small red blood mark on it, so his wound was still leaking, but then again, what he'd been doing in the tub probably hadn't helped much. 
 
    Not that he was complaining, mind you. 
 
    "Alright, where's Olivia's piece of paper?" he grumbled as his arm reminded him there was a hole poked clean through it, and his earlier headache returned with a vengeance. 
 
    "Maybe you should take a nap first?" Fawn suggested in a hopeful sounding voice. 
 
    "Oh, right, and after the three of you have another round at me, it'll be morning, and I'll be out like a light!" he said and laughed, then pointed at her. "Paper, now." 
 
    Fawn nodded and handed it over to him. Getting up and checking his balance, he smiled at Wrath and Aella, who were both watching him like a hawk. He was tired, a little dizzy, and the pain in his arm and in his head was really starting to make him feel grumpy. At least he wasn't hungry.  
 
    Looking down at the piece of paper, he read it off, and once again watched and waited while the words of the spell spiraled around him. 
 
    When the spell had stopped, standing before him was a hot little naked wolf girl. Her hair was grayish white, flowing down well past her shoulders, with two grayish-furred ears poking up out of it on her head. Her skin was white, like Fawn's, and like Fawn she wasn't covered in fur at all. She did have a generous bust, nice hips, and a slender, slightly athletic build, a little heavier than Fawn's, but not as strong looking as Wrath or Aella. And of course she was wearing a set of manacles like the others.  
 
    Her eyes had red irises, which actually looked good on her, and she had prominent canines as well as nicely red lips. Those were both apparent, as she was growling at him. She was wearing what looked like a dog's collar, had a lot of tattoos on her arms that he recognized as the type the more hardcore headbanger's got. She also had a nice tail that reminded him of a husky's, though it wasn't wagging at the moment, and her public hair was the same grayish fur that covered her ears. 
 
    She took two steps, closing the distance between them, drawing his eyes back to those nice breasts of hers with the nice rosy, red nipples, and she hauled off and smacked him across the face. 
 
    Turning back to look down at her as he raised his right hand to rub his face, he scowled. 
 
    "What in the hell! I just released you from a spell, and you hit me?" 
 
    "You haven't released me! I'm still cursed! I need to kill, you but I can't!" 
 
    She wound up to hit him again, only this time he raised his left arm to block it—and then almost cried out in pain as she hit the bandage and the wound. 
 
    "Why you little bitch!" he growled and, stepping forward, he grabbed her by the shoulder with his right hand and bodily drove her back until she was up against the wall, pressing his body into hers. 
 
    She growled and hit him on the arm again, realizing she'd found what she thought was a weak spot. So slipping his right arm around and under hers, he gathered up a fistful of her hair, grabbing it tight, and yanked it down, forcing her head up like he'd done to Fawn. Then lowering his, he opened his jaws and grabbed her throat. If she didn't stop beating on his arm, so help him, he was going to end this damn curse right here and now! 
 
    She froze suddenly as the thought went through his mind. 
 
    "But you're just a human, you can't hurt me!" she gasped. 
 
    "Yeah, we thought the same thing, Olivia," Fawn said. 
 
    "Fawn! What are you doing here? What's going on?" 
 
    "Daniel freed me, Wrath, and Aella. Lofn is going to be next." 
 
    "Now if your failed dominance display is over," Wrath growled, "how about you apologize to our man, there." 
 
    "'Your man'," Olivia said, noticing the other two in the room, her eyes going wide as she realized the man pressing her into the wall was just as nude as she was, and he had the other three's scents all over him. 
 
    Very blatantly sexual scents. 
 
    "You've been…" she gasped, putting her hand lightly on his chest and pushing softly. 
 
    Dan let go of her neck and took a step back now that he didn't think she was going to hit him again. Looking her over once more, he sighed. Damn, he wanted her. He already had three very sexy women, and now he wanted a fourth. 
 
    Olivia gave him a wild look, and he snorted, "You're an incredibly sexy woman! Why wouldn't I want you?" 
 
    "But I'm not a woman, I'm a demon." 
 
    Dan rolled his eyes. "Like that matters?" 
 
    "Where did you find this guy?" Olivia asked, looking at the others. 
 
    "Welcome to my curse," Dan said with a slight bow of his head, which was starting to throb again, in time with his arm. "I'm Dan. I know you already know the others. I found Wrath, and I've been helping her free the rest. No, I don't work for Weson, and yes, I think I'd very much like to see him dead." 
 
    "Oh, like you're going to kill him?" 
 
    "Is she always bitchy like this?" Dan asked, looking over at Fawn. 
 
    "Oh, she's just horny as hell and wants you because you won that little contest of dominance," Fawn said, laughing. 
 
    He noticed that Olivia turned a very bright red at that, almost matching the color of her eyes. 
 
    "Before anybody does anything, there's the simple matter of a blood oath," Wrath pointed out. 
 
    "Blood oath?" Olivia asked. 
 
    "We're all part of Dan's curse. If one of us dies, the rest are free. To stop anyone from doing anything stupid, I came up with an oath, and we've all sworn it. Now it's your turn." 
 
    "But I can't kill him," Olivia said. 
 
    "No, but you can get him killed, and there's nothing stopping him from killing you," Aella pointed out. 
 
    "But he's human!" 
 
    "Yeah, and what a human!" Aella said with a laugh. "Now let's get this out of the way." 
 
    "Umm…" 
 
    "Stop being a little bitch, Olivia," Dan growled, "or we'll chain you to the wall, and you can watch while they all get some and you don't." 
 
    She bit her lip at that. This Dan of theirs might be human, but he was a pretty attractive one, and if he'd been scratching their itch, he could sure as hell scratch hers!  
 
    Then there was that bit where he'd all but bullied her into submission. That had most definitely lit her fuse. 
 
    "Fine, let's get this done," Olivia agreed.  
 
    "Great, stand over here and let me get started," Wrath said, and drawing out her sword, she began to sketch the circle as Dan walked over and stood in the middle.  
 
    "What happened to your arm?" Olivia asked as she stepped into the circle with him, trying not to look down. It was obvious to her that he really did find her attractive and wanted her, and in all honesty… 
 
    "I got shot when we got your paper from where Weson had hidden it." 
 
    Olivia blinked and looked away from the bandage and up into his eyes. "You got shot?" 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    "While saving me?" 
 
    "Yup." 
 
    "And you're still on your feet?" 
 
    Dan just sighed and held up his palm. "Could someone please hand me a knife?" 
 
    Wrath almost laughed when Olivia saw the words she was drawing on the floor, her eyes widening when she got to the word 'partner'. Olivia looked up at Fawn, who winked, and then went back to looking at the rest of it. 
 
    Dan cut his own palm, then passed the knife to Olivia, who did the same, then pressing their hands together and making sure their blood mingled, they read the oath.  
 
    The first thing that happened when they finished was Olivia jumped up and wrapped her arms and legs around him. 
 
    The second was, she was guiding his hard shaft past her lips and into her sex. While he liked the idea of having sex standing up, he wasn't sure he could manage it without toppling over, after everything else that had happened tonight, but fortunately there was a wall only a few steps away. So in short order, he had her pressed up against it and was happily banging away, the faint scent of frankincense filling his nose. 
 
    It was then he discovered that Olivia had quite a set of lungs on her, and was loudly expressing her pleasure, as well as her desires. He was quite impressed with her vocal skills, and had never heard 'Closer' sang quite like this before. 
 
    When he eventually settled to his knees, he ran both hands up her back and suddenly grabbed her hair again, pulling down on it, trying to force her head up in submission once more. He didn't know why he wanted to make her submit again, but dammit if he wasn't going to make this puppy his. 
 
    Olivia growled as she read his mind. "I'm nobody's puppy!" she gasped, not quite able to growl. She'd already come twice; her raw need coupled with his obvious abilities had been scratching her itch nicely. 
 
    Dan growled deep in his chest; he was going to win this sexy little bitch just like he'd won the others, and she was most certainly going to be his hot little puppy! Grabbing her hair tighter, he pulled down hard with both hands, ignoring the pain from his left arm. His pain, his suffering, none of that mattered, all that mattered was claiming this new lover, this fantastic woman, proving to her that he was damn well worthy of being her man! 
 
    Olivia's eyes went wide in shock as her head was pulled back—how the hell was he doing that! She could feel his pain and his desire to claim her, and couldn't help but voice her pleasure, loudly, as a wave of lust swept over her and she pressed her neck into his lips in sudden submission, triggering a truly enjoyable climax. 
 
    Dan sucked in his breath and closed his eyes as she went off on him, joining her in bliss as his own orgasm washed over him, her back arched, her neck exposed in now willing submission as he kissed her. She had made getting shot to save her even more worth it than it had already been.  
 
    Trailing his kisses down her neck and between her breasts, he laid her back on the floor and proceeded to show her the depths of his love and affection. He noticed the hungry eyes of the others now watching, and he'd do his best to remind them how much he loved them as well. Even if it killed him.  
 
    Because there was nothing better in this world than the love of a good woman, even if that woman just happened to be a demon. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 And Then There Were Four 
 
      
 
      
 
    "If I couldn't feel his mind, I'd swear he was dead," Olivia said looking over at Dan passed out on the bed. "I mean, damn, where the hell has he been hiding!" 
 
    "He was like ten when we got caught," Wrath grumbled. "So it's not like we would have run across him." 
 
    "So when are we going after Lofn?" 
 
    "Not until he's healed and recovered." 
 
    "Why? Why can't we go now?" 
 
    "Well first of all, because if any of us trip her trap, she'll be forced to try to kill us," Wrath explained. "Second, because he's been pretty good at calling the shots, and we all like having him around. But most importantly of all?" 
 
    "Yes?" 
 
    "You can't get more than eighteen feet, ten inches away from him within the city limits. And you don't drag him, he drags you." 
 
    "But how come Fawn can go down to the front desk and the office?" 
 
    "It has to do with the way our curses intermingled. We're far enough away that it's six times the limit out here, or basically a little over a hundred feet. That's why we moved the bed over to the other wall—so she has enough range to get there." 
 
    "Also the curse being weaker up here means we can get laid," Aella all but purred from where she was cleaning guns. 
 
    "How does the curse stop that?" 
 
    "It's a curse of ill-fortune, on steroids. This far out, it's got less of an effect, but it still has an effect. But that's why we don't trust him with doing any task unless we have to. Fewer chances for the curse to screw it up." 
 
    "Does that explain why he doesn't feel quite human?" 
 
    "Partially. When you swear the blood oath because of the curse, your blood mixes with his, and it has an effect on him." 
 
    "I thought mixing demon's blood with a human's killed them?" 
 
    "Yeah, eventually it's probably going to kill him as well, but…" 
 
    "But what?" 
 
    "I don't want it to," Wrath said in a soft voice. "We think he's actually part demon, which is why he's not dying from the mixing, but seems to gain from it. But," Wrath shook her head, "the 'experts' we talked to think that's only delaying the inevitable. That eventually he will die from it, and after what happened yesterday…" 
 
    "What happened yesterday?" 
 
    "Yesterday he was weakening and feeling ill. It'd been four days since he'd done the blood oath, so it does look like there's a limit." 
 
    "Then how come he was fine last night?" 
 
    "We each had sex with him and made him bite us and take some of our blood." 
 
    "But it looks like the effect was only temporary," Aella said. "He was starting to crash when we got back here, but you taking the blood oath brought him back." 
 
    Olivia looked over at Dan's sleeping body. 
 
    "I'm guessing none of you want him to die, right?" 
 
    Wrath and Aella both nodded. 
 
    "I think I'd like to get to know him better myself as well. Yeah, he seriously rocked my world last night, and hearing those thoughts of his…" She shook her head. "You know, I've heard stories about things like this." 
 
    Wrath and Aella both perked up. 
 
    "You have?" Wrath asked. 
 
    "Oh yeah, a couple of times. There's songs about it, you know, the human who takes a demon lover and how they form a bond so tight even death can't stand in their way." 
 
    "Are we talking human songs?" Aella asked. "'Cause I'm not about to base my hopes on heavy metal or death metal ballads." 
 
    Olivia snorted. "Like I'd lead you on with something like that. No, I'm talking about songs I heard when I was younger, back before I came here and was roaming some of the demon realms." 
 
    "Well if any of them explains how to deal with this, I'm all ears," Wrath said and wiggled hers. 
 
    Olivia paused a moment and thought about it. "Best I can recall," she said after a few minutes had gone by, "is that it was the binding together that did it. But they never say how the lovers became bound." She shrugged and continued, "So how do we get rid of this curse once we've rescued Lofn?" 
 
    "We're not sure," Wrath said. "And to be brutally honest, if we can't save him, it doesn't matter anyway, as it all goes away if he dies." 
 
    "We really need to rescue Lofn, then, don't we?" 
 
    "Looks like," Wrath agreed. 
 
    "Do you know where she is?" 
 
    "We're pretty sure she's at Weson's place." 
 
    "Maybe we should take a drive by and see what it looks like? See what's changed. I mean, we got what, three or four days before he needs to do a blood oath again? And then after that?" 
 
    "The problem is, we killed people to get you. Weson's people." 
 
    "So?" 
 
    "So they know we're coming. It's going to be one massive trap. So it doesn't matter whether we go today, Monday, or even Tuesday. It's not going to change anything." 
 
    "Still, it can't hurt to take a look." 
 
    "Hey, everybody! Look what I got!" Fawn said, coming into the room. 
 
    "Looks like a box to me!" Aella said. 
 
    "What's 'Amazon'? Aren't they a bookstore or something?" Olivia asked, looking at the words printed on the box. 
 
    "Used to be. Apparently they're now like the biggest online retailer in the world, and best of all, you can get overnight delivery on damn near anything!" 
 
    "Okay, so you ordered a box yesterday and got it today. What's in the box?" 
 
    "A drone!" Fawn said, and hugging it to her body, she did a pirouette in the center of the room.  
 
    "A what?" 
 
    "A drone! They're all the rage now! I bought the best one I could get my hands on, it's got like a half mile range, and it's supposed to be pretty quiet to boot." 
 
    "What do we need a drone for?" Wrath asked. 
 
    "It has a camera in it," Fawn said with a grin. "We can send it out to take all sorts of pictures of Weson's place, and he won't even know it's us!" 
 
    "What if he shoots it down?" 
 
    "It backs up to my cellphone, so we'll see it anyway!" 
 
    "Cellphone?" 
 
    "Ummm, remember how I said they deliver anywhere overnight?" Fawn said with a blush. "Well, they're not the only ones these days." 
 
    "Well at least we know why she's down in the office so much," Aella said with a laugh. 
 
    "So let's carry Dan down to the van, get some food for when he wakes up, and see about taking some pictures!" 
 
    "Maybe you should practice with it a bit first?" 
 
    "We still need to get Dan out of that bed for me to do that," Fawn pointed out. 
 
    "Fine, I'll see if I can't get him up and get him going," Wrath said. 
 
    "So, Olivia, what do you think?"  
 
    "About what?" 
 
    "Him!" Fawn said exasperatedly with a nod towards Dan as she sat down and started opening up her box. 
 
    "Oh! I like him, that boy has some serious talents!" she replied with a smile. 
 
    "Not that! Is he human? I mean pure human! I think he's part demon." 
 
    "Oh, yeah, that." Olivia nodded. "I think he's part demon. I don't see how he'd be alive if he wasn't at this point. Plus, well, he doesn't feel like any human I've ever known before, and I've known a few." 
 
    "Told ya!" Fawn announced to the room. 
 
    "Still, Lofn would know better than I would." 
 
    Fawn nodded. "I can't wait to get her back. Then all we gotta do is free Dan, which frees the rest of us, and life's all good again." 
 
    "Free Dan and save him from what we did to him, you mean," Aella said in a soft voice. 
 
    "Oh, don't be a downer, Aella," Fawn said, sticking out her tongue. "I'm sure between the five of us, we'll figure it out. Who knows? Maybe Dan'll even figure it out. He's pretty quick most of the time." 
 
    "When isn't he quick?" Olivia asked. 
 
    "In bed!" Fawn said and almost fell over as she laughed hysterically. 
 
    "I can't believe I walked right into that," Olivia sighed, shaking her head. "Still, if Miss Brainiac over there isn't too worried, I'm gonna try not to be as well." 
 
    A massive yawn came from the bed then, and they watched as Wrath helped Dan towards the shower in the bathroom. 
 
    "Think they need any help?" Olivia said, licking her lips. 
 
    "Not if we want to get out of here before lunchtime, much less sunset," Aella warned. 
 
    "Party pooper." 
 
    "Oh, don't worry. I'm sure the party after we free Lofn will be epic." 
 
    Olivia and Fawn grinned widely as they both thought of that. 
 
      
 
    # 
 
      
 
    "Would somebody tell me what the hell happened last night?" Weson thundered at the table. "We had eighteen people, eighteen! Shot dead by a couple of gals and a bastard spoiled brat, and you didn't kill any of them? Not even that little bastard?" 
 
    Dave sighed. "Apparently none of our people had magical weapons, and the protections they did have were for magical weapons." 
 
    "What!" 
 
    "It's my fault," Richard said. "I didn't think they were going to come at this point, and we needed everything I had to go after Godfrey's boys and pay them back for what happened Tuesday night." 
 
    Richard shrugged. "Honestly, where the hell did they even get the weapons from? I thought demons used magic, and swords and shit. From the security videos, they moved through there like a bunch of highly-trained professionals." 
 
    Weson looked like he was going to burst for a moment, but then let out an explosive sigh. Richard was right. When he'd dealt with those bitches, they'd all used swords and axes and shit. He'd never, ever heard of a demon using a gun.  
 
    "Dammit!" he said and slapped the table hard. "Did we at least wound the bastard?" 
 
    Richard nodded. "One of them got shot and had to be helped out. But it didn't look serious." 
 
    "Had to have been that bastard kid," Weson growled. "If we didn't have any magical weapons there, I don't see how we could have hurt one of those demon bitches, and if there were four of them, that means they got that idiot dancing whore from the hospital as well." 
 
    "How many of these demons are there?" Yvette asked. 
 
    "Five from this group," Dave said while Weson glowered a bit trying to decide who to punish. But he'd thought the same damn thing. Plus he needed everyone. The time for punishments would be after Godfrey and Dale were gone. Not before. 
 
    "So where's the fifth one, if this was the fourth?" 
 
    "In one of my labs," Weson said, "which is in this building." 
 
    "What's it doing in your lab?" 
 
    "I'm trying to figure out how to tap a demon's natural magical abilities and drain it from them for our own use." 
 
    The others around the table looked at him, then each other, then back at him. 
 
    "That would be amazing!" Miles said. "If you could do that, no one would ever stand against us!" 
 
    "How long have you been working on this?" Yvette asked. 
 
    "Several years now. I've gone through a number of demons, and I decided to pop her out of her curse and into the test cage. She's a different type than the others, so I was hoping for better results." 
 
    "So kill her." 
 
    Weson shook his head. "If I kill her, they won't come here trying to free her. Somehow this bastard kid has been thwarting my curse, so I want him dead, and I want to be there when he dies.  
 
    "Then there are the other four demon whores. I want them either recaptured or dead as well. If they want their friend, they're going to have to come here to get her. Come to here to us. 
 
    "But we've got magic, and we've all got our own sources of power. So we're going to be waiting for them, and we're going to be ready for whatever they bring." 
 
    "When do we need to get ready?" Mika asked. 
 
    "We need to get ready now," Weson said. "Dave and Richard, I want you to get a couple of dozen men in here armed with magical weapons. Miles, I want your help, I want to go over the wards and see if we can't set some magical traps." 
 
    "What do you want us to do?" Yvette asked, motioning to Mika and herself. 
 
    "I want you to step up the watch on our own interests. Dave, send Yvette a list of the places you have to pull people off of. Last thing we want is for those other two pretenders to take advantage of us while we're dealing with this." 
 
      
 
    # 
 
      
 
    "You're sure this is true?" Godfrey Wiles asked Alice, who was his inside man—or rather inside woman—in Yvette Sisson's organization. 
 
    "Yes, Goff, she was laughing about it, she was so happy. Weson's number three man was supposed to handle it, and he completely screwed it up. She's hoping he either gets pushed down or killed so she can advance." 
 
    "So Weson imprisoned a bunch of demons who are now being freed by a kid? A kid Weson hates?" 
 
    Alice nodded. 
 
    "Does anyone know why he's freeing them?" 
 
    "I don't know. Yvette never mentioned it." 
 
    "What about the demons?" 
 
    "She didn't say why they were imprisoned, but I gather he captured them somehow." 
 
    Godfrey laughed. "Weson? Imprison demons? That'd be quite the trick for that treacherous little slime ball. More likely he tricked them, and now he's about to get paid back in spades!" 
 
    "I did hear her mention another thing, Goff." 
 
    "And that was?" 
 
    "Apparently Weson put the young man under a curse of some kind, but he thinks the kid beat it somehow." 
 
    "Hmm, interesting. Any idea what kind of spell?" 
 
    Alice shook her head. 
 
    "Well if you hear anything else, let me know immediately, okay, Alice?" Godfrey said with a smile and put his hand on her head. 
 
    "Of course, Goff. You know I'd do anything for you!" 
 
    Alice got up from where she'd been kneeling before him on the floor and left the room. Godfrey liked Alice; she really would do whatever he asked her to, and he hadn't even had to ensorcell her. All it had taken was saving her daughters from Yvette's clutches without Yvette even realizing what he'd done. 
 
    After the door closed behind her, his two aides came out from behind the curtain where they'd been listening to Alice talk, out of sight.  
 
    "It's that Westridge boy, isn't it?" Godfrey asked. "The youngest son of Shannon Westridge?" 
 
    Carmine nodded. "Weson tried to recruit Westridge, and he failed. Somehow Shannon got the idea Weson was behind his eldest son's death." 
 
    "Oh? How'd that happen?" 
 
    Carmine smiled. "It wasn't easy, but we saw all the money and power such an alliance would have put at Weson's fingertips. So I had a few friends help me stage a few 'coincidences.' Shannon was already losing it after his eldest died and was seeing enemies everywhere.  
 
    "Anyway, best I've been able to figure is, he did something that pissed Weson off when he turned him down, and Weson laid a serious curse on him and his whole family. The younger son is the only one left, and he's been homeless on the streets for months now." 
 
    Godfrey shook his head. "What a fool. He could have gone with something lighter, then offered to save the mother after the father died, been the hero, and gotten everything he wanted. Weson is just such a heavy-handed klutz." 
 
    "You won't get any arguments from us, Goff!" Terry, his other aide, said with a chuckle. 
 
    Godfrey nodded. "We need to watch this. Get some observers out to Weson's place and let's see what's going on. There may be an opportunity here to cut him down to size." 
 
    "And then swoop in for the kill?" Carmine asked. 
 
    "Perhaps, or perhaps we let the Westridge kid and his demon friends do the job for us?" 
 
    "Then we wouldn't have to worry about Harriford sneaking up behind us with a shiv in hand," Terry agreed. 
 
    "Or we can deal with Harriford while Weson's busy with that little problem," Carmine said with a smile, "and not have to worry about him attacking us while we do." 
 
    Godfrey nodded. "Exactly. Let's get our people ready. I suspect whatever happens, there'll be opportunities there for us to exploit, and we'd be remiss if we didn't exploit them." 
 
    Carmine and Terry both nodded. 
 
    "Then we'll be about it," Carmine said and turned to Terry. "You want to watch Weson or Harriford?" 
 
    "I had Weson last time, why don't you give it a try?" He smiled. "I think you play much better to chaos than I do, and if ever a situation sounded like it's turned into complete chaos, Weson's is definitely it." 
 
    Godfrey smiled as they walked out the door, discussing tactics. His niece and nephew really had turned out rather well, he thought. 
 
      
 
    # 
 
      
 
    Dan was tired. After they'd gotten him in the van, he'd all but passed out until the smell of food woke him up, and he'd damn near growled at everyone until they'd just given him the bag of food and let him devour it. 
 
    Last night had been wonderful, and Olivia was yet another treasure. But perhaps having something of an orgy wasn't the best idea when you'd been shot and lost a lot of blood. All he knew was, he was tired, and he was hungry. At least he didn't hurt, which was a nice change of pace after yesterday. The headache was gone, and his arm didn't hurt at all.  
 
    "Are we going through the drive-thru again?" he asked as someone passed him a soda, and he sucked it dry a lot faster than he'd thought possible. 
 
    "Well, you've eaten most of our food," Wrath said with a laugh.  
 
    "You've got one hell of an appetite, Dan! What gives?" Fawn asked, smiling at him. "I mean, we didn't put you through that big a workout last night! We only kept you up for a few hours." 
 
    "Yeah, we were all worried about your arm. It's not hurting you this morning?" Aella asked. 
 
    "I'm sorry I ate so much!" he blurted out, embarrassed. "I don't know why I'm so hungry, I just am."  
 
    "We could feel it," Wrath said with a laugh. "Which is why we forked it over before you really did growl at us!" 
 
    He could feel his face burning as he blushed. He might have felt like growling, but would never have done it. They were his women, after all, and he should have just waited until they were done. 
 
    "Your women?" Olivia huffed a little indignantly from the front passenger's seat. 
 
    He looked up at her and smiled. "Mine. All mine." 
 
    Olivia frowned, and he remembered all the words that had come spilling out of those luscious red lips of hers, and it wasn't long until her face almost matched her lips in color. 
 
    Fawn giggled, while Aella moved to sit next to him. 
 
    "Let me check your arm," she told him. 
 
    Dan shrugged and unbuttoned his shirt, pulling it off while Wrath ordered another round of food. Aella got it off him, then cut through the medical tape with a claw and carefully peeled off the makeshift bandage. 
 
    "Dear Maker," Aella whispered, looking up at him. 
 
    "What's wrong?" Wrath growled. 
 
    "He's healed." 
 
    "What! How can that be?" she said, trying to turn her head around to look. 
 
    "Well at least now we know why he's so hungry!" Fawn said with a laugh. 
 
    "Do you think my blood did that?" Olivia asked, looking startled. 
 
    "Why would your blood heal me?" Dan asked, then noticed the embarrassed look on Olivia's face as she covered her mouth with her hand, and the other three shot her a look that let him know somebody had just spilled some beans they weren't supposed to. At least not in front of him. 
 
    "I expect both an explanation and an apology." He sighed, leaning back in his seat and looking at the other three. Wrath was frowning, Aella looked guilty, and Fawn was just grinning, as always.  
 
    "But not until after I've had a few more burgers." 
 
    Wrath sighed and shook her head as they waited at the window for their food. 
 
    "I didn't tell you because I didn't want to worry you. I wanted Lofn to sleep with you first before I said anything." 
 
    "Why? What's the story with her? You all mention her, but never go into details." 
 
    "She's a succubus," Fawn said. 
 
    "And that means?" 
 
    "She drains men, and women, too." 
 
    "I thought that's what succubi were supposed to do," he said, not understanding. 
 
    "Until they die," Wrath said with a growl. 
 
    He frowned. "Now, I know you weren't planning on killing me off, so I'm really at a loss here." 
 
    "A succubus lives by draining energy, life energy, from people. She can also give that energy to others, as well, though that's not common. Taking a little isn't a big deal; it comes back. Taking a lot can kill you, and Lofn has killed dozens, maybe more." 
 
    "And she's your friend?" he asked, even more confused. His girls were tough, but they didn't seem like they were actually evil. 
 
    "It's a long story. She used to be bad, but something changed her. Changed her for the better. She doesn't sleep with humans anymore because she doesn't want to risk hurting them. See, draining demons doesn't really do anything but make us tired." 
 
    "Lofn's a lot older than any of us," Fawn said, taking his hand. "She's much more experienced, and can even do magic. She didn't always kill people, and she definitely doesn't do it anymore," Fawn ended with a little huff. 
 
    "You know the blood oaths you've been swearing with us?" Aella said, as Wrath was now busy with the food at the window. 
 
    Dan nodded; he actually liked swearing those, because after each one, he seemed to gain a better understanding of his women. 
 
    "That's because some of our essence and our blood is entering your body."  
 
    "What's wrong with that?" 
 
    "The curse did it. Normally that doesn't happen when you swear a blood oath." 
 
    "So…" He stopped as the realization hit him. The curse only did bad things. 
 
    "Exactly," Wrath said as she pulled away from the window. 
 
    "How bad is it?" he asked softly, leaning forward in his seat. 
 
    "Well, you should be dead, but you're not. That headache the other night? We think that was like withdrawal or something, 'cause Olivia here perked you right back up." 
 
    "Is that why you all wanted me to bite you yesterday?" 
 
    "That was half the reason," Wrath said with a heavy purr. 
 
    "What's the other half?" he asked, curious, but he suspected he already knew the answer to that one from the way they all behaved when he did it. 
 
    "It's what mates do. They take each other's blood to help with their bonds." 
 
    "So I'm what, turning into some kind of vampire?" 
 
    "No, you see, if the experts are right, eventually our blood is going to kill you, lover boy," Aella said with a heavy sigh. "Which is why we want to get Lofn, so we can try to find a way to save you." 
 
    "Can you? Save me, that is?" 
 
    "If you're purely human, probably not," she admitted. 
 
    "If?" 
 
    Fawn grinned at him. "We're pretty sure you're part demon." 
 
    "What?" he said, shocked. 
 
    "You don't feel human to me," Olivia said. "Mostly human, yeah, but not fully. I'm a bit sensitive to it, but Lofn? Her whole being and her life is centered around people's auras and their energy. She'll probably be able to tell." 
 
    "What about the rest of you?" he asked. 
 
    "I'm positive," Fawn said. 
 
    "I'm siding with Fawn," Aella said. 
 
    "Wrath?" he asked. 
 
    "If you're not, I will kill you for leading me on," Wrath growled. 
 
    He smiled and leaned back in his seat again. "I love you too, Wrath. Actually, I love all of you. Now if someone could pass some burgers and fries back here? I guess we can talk about this later after we've gotten Lofn." 
 
    "That's it? Wait until later?" Wrath asked, still growling and sounding angry now. "You're dying, Daniel! And we don't know how to stop it! We have no idea how long you've got left!" 
 
    He sighed. "Wrath, hon, love, I've been dying since you met me. I've kind of gotten used to the idea, though having all of you with me has made it a lot harder to feel sorry for myself." 
 
    She fumbled with the seat belt, so he got up off the seat, came up behind her, and put his arms around her.  
 
    "Watch your driving," he whispered in her ear, then kissed her on the side of the neck. "What's got you so upset all of a sudden?" 
 
    "I finally find a guy I not only can tolerate, but I actually like, and he doesn't seem to care that he's dying on me! Daniel! You should be…I mean…" She growled again, and he gave her another hug and a kiss. 
 
    "I promised I'd help you free the others because I love you. I have to keep that promise. Would I be the man you can tolerate if I didn't?" he teased. "I mean, I wouldn't want you to stop tolerating me now, I don't think my heart could stand the stress!" 
 
    Wrath grumbled and grumped a little, but she settled down and paid attention to her driving again. 
 
    "Eat your burgers," she grumbled. 
 
    "You first." 
 
    "Daniel, I know you're hungry!" 
 
    "I'll even hold it for you," he said and tried not to drool as he got a burger out and unwrapped it for her. Yeah, he was hungry, but he wasn't starving, and he could wait.  
 
    Wrath let him hold the burger as she took the first few bites out of it. She could feel his hunger, yet he was obviously planning to wait until she'd eaten. 
 
    "Dork," she said, but took another bite. 
 
    He just smiled and fed her, that one and two more, before going back to his seat and polishing off three more burgers and an order of fries himself. Aella gave him a hug and a kiss on the side of his head as he was eating. 
 
    "How close are you planning on getting?" Fawn asked Wrath when she turned off I-5 onto Garden Highway. 
 
    "I was thinking of parking in the lots down by restaurant row. Is that close enough? I don't even want to chance driving by the place; we left all the guns back at the hotel." 
 
    "That'll be fine!" Fawn said and crawled around the seat and into the back where her drone was sitting. 
 
    "I don't know about this," Olivia mumbled. 
 
    "I wouldn't worry about it," he told her. "Drones have gotten so easy to fly in the last five years that lots of people have them. Even the state agencies use them to survey stuff now. People tend to just ignore them, as long as they don't get too close." 
 
    Wrath pulled into the parking lot slowly and found a spot away from the few other cars that were already there. They got out of the van, then watched as Fawn set the whole thing up, attached her phone to the controller, then carefully took off and did a few laps around them until she got the hang of it. 
 
    Then she turned it to the northeast and flew off. 
 
    "Aren't you worried about hitting anything?" Olivia asked as Fawn watched the screen. 
 
    "Nope, it's got built in collision avoidance. I don't even need to fly it myself. I put in the GPS coordinates of the building, and even programmed a route for it to follow. But," she grinned, "this is just so much more fun!" 
 
    "Nerd." Olivia sighed. 
 
    "No, Techno-geek!" Fawn giggled, and they stood back and let her fly it, though Wrath was looking over her shoulder and watching the display on the phone. 
 
    "Shit, they're moving people in," Wrath complained. 
 
    "Guess they know we're coming," Aella grumbled. 
 
    "Maybe we should consider sneaking in?" Fawn mumbled as she flew her toy. "You know, instead of going in guns blazing?" 
 
    "I don't think that's going to work with all five of us, honey," Aella said. 
 
    "Oh! There's Weson," Fawn said suddenly. 
 
    "Are you sure?" 
 
    "Yup, he's still wearing those stupid grey robes of his. I think I'd better keep going north and circle around to the west. He's looked up at the drone twice now." 
 
    "Well, keep moving and bring it back, and we'll head back to the hotel to look at what you've got," Wrath said, looking around. "Everyone else, back in the van. I don't want to draw any attention if they decide to go looking for who's flying that thing." 
 
    "Good point," Olivia agreed, and they got back inside, the Wrath started up the van while they waited for Fawn's drone to return. 
 
    "This isn't going to be easy," Wrath said, shaking her head. 
 
    "Nothing ever is," Dan replied. "But honestly? We've got nothing to lose here. They have everything to lose. All we have to do is enough damage for one of the others, Dale or that Godfrey guy, to come in and finish them off. Then we can come back and pick through the wreckage until we find her." 
 
    "I like that idea," Olivia said. 
 
    "It does have merit," Aella agreed. 
 
    "Still, I think we need to plan on getting in there, getting Lofn's piece of paper, and getting out," Wrath said. "If it all goes to shit, then we do like Dan says, do as much damage as we can and come back the next day or two and do it all again." 
 
    "Okay! I'm done!" Fawn said, climbing in the back and closing the rear doors behind her. "Let's go!" 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 The Best Laid Plans… 
 
      
 
      
 
    They were all sitting back in the hotel. They'd cruised through one of the local Best Buy's on the way back and bought a big screen TV, as well as a laptop. It'd taken Fawn twenty minutes to get it all hooked up while Olivia and Aella had hung the TV on the wall. They were now watching the video Fawn had shot with the drone and getting a good look at Weson's building. 
 
    "I wonder if he owns it or rents it?" Fawn mused. 
 
    "Doesn't really matter to us now, does it?" Aella said. 
 
    "Well if he owns it, he may have changed the floor plans. If he rents it, probably not." 
 
    "And that matters how?" 
 
    Fawn grinned. "I'm downloading them now from the city planner's office." 
 
    "Nice to see someone's thinking ahead," Aella said a chuckle. "I'd have never thought of that." 
 
    "She does have her uses," Olivia said and stopped to give Fawn a hug as she walked by on her way to the small fridge in the room to grab a bottle of water. 
 
    "Think it has a basement?" Wrath asked. 
 
    "That close to the river?" Dan shook his head. "I doubt it; it'd always be full of water." 
 
    "Then all we really need to do is figure out which floor she's on. We go through the windows and avoid the doorways." 
 
    "He knows we're coming, so I'd expect him to put her in the center of the building, regardless of what floor he's keeping her on." 
 
    "I'd put her on the top floor," Olivia said as she came back and sat down by Fawn. "It's the hardest to get to, and only one of us can fly." 
 
    "Maybe we should see about hooking the seeker up to the drone and going back there with it tonight to see if we can get a better idea of where she is," he pondered, watching as the video played through again. 
 
    "I'm not so sure that'd be wise," Wrath said. "He's probably looking for anything magical that comes anywhere near the building. Probably has wards all over the place." 
 
    "I can get us by the wards," Fawn said with a dismissive gesture as she typed away on her laptop. 
 
    "Why don't we just sneak around tonight and look?" Olivia suggested. "It's not like we'll be tipping our hand if we kill any of them, right?" 
 
    "Good point," Wrath muttered. 
 
    "Okay, here's the floor plans," she said, and a set of blueprints came up on the display. "Three floors, no basement. Two hydraulic style elevators, main stairway by the front entrance, two fire stairs on either side of the building. Bathrooms and break room or kitchen in the center on each floor. Air conditioning and all that stuff is on the roof." 
 
    "Looks like the second and third floors were split into offices," Wrath said, looking at it. "Five on the second floor, three on the top. And what, five more rooms on the bottom?" 
 
    "Assuming it's still set up that way," Aella agreed with a nod. 
 
    "We're going to need more coveralls and balaclavas, which means shopping," Wrath said, pondering. "We should see if we can get our hands on some more ammunition while we're at it, too." 
 
    "That's not going to be easy," he told them. "There's been a lot of changes while you were gone. Buying guns or ammo here involves a lot of paperwork." 
 
    "I guess we'll just have to take theirs, then." 
 
    "We got lots of stuff for the two pistols and shotguns we got from those two goobers the other night," Aella said. "It's mostly the 5.56 we're running out of." 
 
    "Guess we should have looted the bodies the other night," Wrath grumbled. 
 
    "Sorry I got shot," he apologized. 
 
    "Eh, the cops were on the way. Don't blame yourself," Wrath said, and leaned over and gave him a kiss for a change. 
 
    He smiled. "Thanks, hon." 
 
    "So, I say we probe their defenses, see if we can figure out where in the building she is, then come back here and let Dan do a little probing of his own!" Fawn said with a leer. 
 
    "And this time let's make sure we have a first aid kit," Aella said. 
 
    "I'm not planning on getting shot again," he protested. 
 
    "I didn't think you were the last time, either." 
 
    He sighed; she had a point. 
 
    "They're more likely going to be using spells instead of guns—they know most bullets aren't going to hurt us," Aella reminded them. 
 
    "True, but they're still human," Wrath said. "So unless they've got really good magical shields, they're not going to last that long against heavy fire like the slugs in that A-5." 
 
    "We should see about paying Vondro a visit," Fawn said. "If he's working the jails, he's probably got access to some stuff we could use." 
 
    "That would depend on whether he's a deputy or a janitor," Olivia said. 
 
    "Oh, that demon could never keep his hands to himself. I'm sure he's stolen all sorts of shit," Wrath said. 
 
    "So how do we find this Vondro, anyway?" he asked. 
 
    "We could make a trip to the Zoo," Olivia suggested. 
 
    "I don't know if Dan's ready for that," Wrath said, chuckling. 
 
    "I've been to the Zoo," Dan said shaking his head. "I didn't see any demons there the last time, either." 
 
    "The 'Zoo' is the name of the nightclub the demons like to party at," Fawn told him. "It's not anything you'd have heard of." 
 
    He nodded and remembered they'd mentioned something of a 'scene' before. 
 
    "So, shopping and then the Zoo?" he suggested. 
 
    The girls looked at each other and shrugged.  
 
    "Might as well," Aella said. "If nothing else, it'll show everyone that we're back and we mean business." 
 
      
 
    Dan looked around as they walked up to the door that led into the Zoo. It was a pretty nondescript looking fire door, but he could see a hazy set of letters that almost seemed to float on the surface of the door in Skarvat.  
 
    They said, 'Don't Start None'. 
 
    "What's that mean," he asked, motioning towards the letters. 
 
    "This place is supposed to be neutral ground, and Estaca, who's been running it for ages, takes a pretty aggressive view on people who misbehave," Olivia said. 
 
    "Define 'misbehave'?" 
 
     "Anything that destroys property or other guests…mostly." 
 
    "It's the 'mostly' ya gotta watch out for," Wrath said. 
 
    He nodded and fell in line behind Olivia. Wrath was leading and opened the door, Fawn was behind him, with Aella bringing up the rear. 
 
    The stairs they descended were stone and had obviously seen a lot of wear. When they got to the bottom, there was a decent sized landing with a couple demons standing around, and a heavy archway that led into what he guessed was the bar. 
 
    The interesting thing was, the two demons just stared at the five of them as they walked inside. He wondered if it was him or the girls they were staring at. 
 
    "I'm sure we'll find out soon enough," Fawn said in a soft voice. 
 
    Stepping through the arch, they entered the club; it wasn't exactly what he'd expected. It was all done up in wood, nice, old, light-colored and well-finished wood. The light, while indirect, wasn't exactly dim, but it was bright enough to reveal a small stage on the far side of the room and a small bar about halfway down the wall on the left. 
 
    There were booths lining most of the walls, except near the small stage, and tables scattered around the floor. The only surprising thing was just how big the place was. As for the decor, there were what he could only call 'demon masks' on the walls, as well as a lot of strange odds-and-ends. 
 
    "What do you think?" Olivia asked as they formed into more of a group, still following Wrath as she made a beeline for some particular objective. 
 
    "Actually, I like it," he said, looking around. There were probably a couple dozen customers, and while some were obviously demons, he wasn't quite sure they all were. "Seems a little empty, considering how big it is." 
 
    "It's early on a Saturday. Then again, with what's going on, a lot of folks have probably decided to get out of town until it all blows over." 
 
    Wrath's goal quickly became apparently; there was a large round table on the far end of the bar that no one was sitting at, and she stopped when they got to it, motioning for him to sit next to her as the others sat around the table. 
 
    They took up about half the seats, and he couldn't help but notice they were all sitting with their backs more or less to the wall behind them. 
 
    As soon as they were settled, a female demon came over to them. She was quite striking, with a large set of feathered wings instead of the bat-like ones Wrath was endowed with. However her feet were birdlike, and it seemed she walked on talons. Her hands had a passing resemblance to the feet of a hawk as well, mainly because of the skin color and the sharp pointed nails at the tips of her fingers. 
 
    "Wrath? Aella, Fawn, Olivia? Where in the Twenty-Nine have you all been? Where's Lofn? And who's your pet human, there?" 
 
    "Estaca, Dan. Dan, Estaca. She's the owner of this fine establishment," Wrath said and motioned between the two of them, making introductions. "As for where we've been? Long story. Weson came to each of us looking to set up a deal, then betrayed us." 
 
    "So the rumor I heard was true," she said, mulling over something a moment. "Everyone here has been hearing stuff about Weson for a while now. More than a few of them thought if he could take the five of you out, maybe they'd best stay away, or even go elsewhere." 
 
    "Yeah, well, Weson's not as strong as he likes to pretend," Dan said. 
 
    Estaca's eyes focused on his as she faced him. He got the impression she was angry with him for speaking up. 
 
    "Oh? And you would know that how, human?" 
 
    He smiled at her. "Because these four lovely ladies are supposed to be my curse. I mean, come on, this is like every guy's fantasy! And it's Dan; whether or not I'm human is still very much up for debate." 
 
    "Weson cursed you with him?" Estaca said, looking back at Wrath, who grinned evilly. 
 
    "It's complicated, but trust me when I say, he sure hasn't been a curse to me." 
 
    "Or me!" Fawn giggled and the other two just smiled and nodded. 
 
    "So what brings you here?" she asked, letting the matter pass. 
 
    "We wanted to talk to Vondro. Rumor has it he's working for the cops now, and we could use a few mundane things that might have come into his possession," Olivia said. 
 
    "Hang out long enough and he'll show up, I'm sure." 
 
    "How many are still in town, Esta?" Aella asked. "Adestrar made it sound like there's been a mass exodus." 
 
    Estaca gave a heavy sigh. "For a while, there was. If I had ten people in here, that was a lot. But folks are beginning to think this three-way is gonna settle down, so they're slowly coming back. Miss Delight herself came back just last month and is setting up shop again." 
 
    "Miss Delight?" he asked. 
 
    "She runs a whorehouse," Fawn said, "and staffs it with demons who feed off sex, pain, humiliation, you name it." 
 
    "Pain?" he asked, confused.  
 
    Fawn smiled, and he thought he heard a couple of them giggle or something. "You know, bondage? Discipline? Sado-masochism?" 
 
    "Oh! Kinky shit! Like you're all into," he retorted with a wink, and suddenly there were four very embarrassed demons at the table, while Estaca laughed loudly. 
 
    "I like you, Dan. If you can make these gals blush, you're okay with me! Now, what're ya' drinking?" 
 
    They each ordered, and when it came to him, Wrath put her hand on his thigh and ordered for him, which, considering he'd never heard of any of the drinks they were asking for, was a good thing. 
 
    "What is this?" he asked Wrath as Estaca came back, personally delivered their drinks, and then sat down to join them. 
 
    "Oh, don't worry, I wouldn't poison you!" she said in a melodic voice, smiling at him. 
 
    "Don't waste your time with the voice," Fawn said, "I've already danced for him more than once. It doesn't snare him like a regular man." 
 
    Estaca raised an eyebrow, but didn't respond to that. 
 
    "I just don't want to get too messed up," he said. "We've got some business later." 
 
    "It's the equivalent of soda," Wrath told him. 
 
    "But I could slip some performance enhancers into it," Estaca said with a wink. "Or even some aphrodisiacs?" 
 
    "You do that and we won't be getting any sleep at all," Aella said and then laughed. "Young Dan here is a genuine lovin' machine!" 
 
    He blushed at that as the four of them raised their glasses and all took a drink. 
 
    "Hmm, really?" Estaca said, looking him over a bit more seriously now. "Think maybe I could borrow him for a couple of hours? Never had a human before who could please me!" 
 
    Dan noticed the other four frowning a little, and he though he heard a faint growl from Wrath, Aella, and even Olivia. 
 
    "Okay, okay! Just asking! I know a 'no' when I hear it!" she said, holding her hands up. 
 
    "You need to ask when they're all lying in bed exhausted, and I'm looking to go another round," he teased, taking a sip of his drink as Fawn, of all people, did a spit take and fell into a giggling fit. 
 
    "Waste of good alcohol there." Olivia sighed, while Estaca looked at Dan, then the others who were all grinning, while Fawn continued giggling. 
 
    "Maybe I should leave my number, just in case…" 
 
    "That's why we need to get Lofn back," Aella replied with a thoughtful look. "We're hoping five will be enough to keep him satisfied." 
 
    Fawn erupted into another fit of giggling as Wrath and Olivia shook their heads. 
 
    "I take it Weson has her in some sort of trap?" Estaca asked, doing her best to ignore Fawn's antics. 
 
    Wrath nodded. "He had all of us in one, but Dan's been freeing us. Unfortunately, Weson's figured it out, and he's preparing for a fight." 
 
    "Well, I wish you luck, I liked Lofn. But I sure hope you didn't come here looking for any help. I don't think anyone in here will be willing to get involved." 
 
    "Don't worry, we're not asking. Like I said before, we just want to talk to Vondro about a few things." 
 
    "Now that we got that all out of the way," Fawn said, having recovered from her fit of giggling. "Who's doing what to whom these days? Come on, dish, girl! I haven't heard any juicy gossip in years!" 
 
    "Oh! Well, remember Encaixar?" Estaca started off. 
 
    He watched as their heads nodded and Estaca started to dish some pretty funny dirt. Apparently demons were just as susceptible to drama as humans were. 
 
    Perhaps even more so. 
 
      
 
    "Vondro just came in," Wrath said. 
 
    "Oh?" Estaca said and, standing up, she whistled in a way that reminded Dan of a bird. 
 
    "She's a harpy," Wrath whispered in his ear. Looking at her a second time, it all made sense, and he now understood why the others had talked her out of singing. 
 
    "Vondro! Come on over and have a drink!" Estaca called. 
 
    He checked out the demon who walked over, and he reminded him of nothing so much as a turtle. He had segmented armor on his body, but it was his feet and hands that really gave him that impression. 
 
    When he drew closer, he looked at the girls warily. 
 
    "Peace, Vondro," Wrath said. "We're just wondering if you might have some things we'd like to buy." 
 
    "Why would I have something you'd want?" he asked cautiously.  
 
    "Because we heard you're working for the sheriff down at the jail or something?" 
 
    "I'm not a thief," he said and slowly turned away. 
 
    "And no one said you are," Fawn piped up. "But let's face it, Von, humans are lazy and often stupid. They lose things all the time, and throw away stuff that's still good. So we were wondering if you might have some rescued goods we could use." 
 
    He watched as Vondro slowly turned back towards them. 
 
    "Just as long as you understand I didn't steal any of it." 
 
    They all nodded. 
 
    "What about him," Vondro asked and pointed at Dan. 
 
    "That's Dan; he's our boyfriend," Wrath said and Dan didn't miss the look Estaca shot him, so he winked back at her and grinned. 
 
    "In that case, I do have a great many wares you might like to purchase or trade for." 
 
    "Great! When can we look at 'em?" Fawn asked, bouncing on her seat. 
 
    "I just got here," Vondro said slowly. 
 
    "Eh, you know how she is," Wrath said, giving an exaggerated sigh. "She just loves her toys." 
 
    "Oh, that's right. I remember. I have some police scanners you might like; they're broken, but I know you enjoy fixing that kind of stuff," he said, nodding. 
 
    Fawn smiled. "See! That's exactly what I'm talking about! So, can we go now?" 
 
    Vondro paused a moment, then nodded. "Okay. So how come I haven't seen you lately? Did you all go someplace?" 
 
    "Yup! But now we're back!" Fawn said and got, up, going around to grab his hand to drag him out of the club. Dan got up, as did the others. 
 
    "See you later, Estaca," he said and was surprised when she stepped over and gave him a hug. 
 
    "Seriously," she whispered in his ear, "if they ever need a break, look me up!" 
 
    He smiled and noticed both Wrath and Aella were rolling their eyes. 
 
    "I'll keep that in mind," he said, and then letting go of her, he hurried after Fawn before she hit the eighteen-foot limit. But Vondro wasn't a fast walker, so he tagged behind a few feet with Wrath and Aella as Olivia walked with Fawn. 
 
    "What kind of demon is he?" Dan asked. 
 
    "It's a name so long nobody can ever remember it," Aella said. "We call 'em Tunees for short." 
 
    "Ah, are they always so laid back and slow?" 
 
    "Right up until you piss 'em off," Wrath said with a laugh. "But they're not violent. They just like collecting stuff and admiring it." 
 
    "Like a crow? Or an otter?" 
 
    "Kinda. Only they'll trade and sell their stuff because they're always looking for something new and different, and they're not really hoarders." 
 
    "So what brought him to Earth? Searching for new stuff?" 
 
    "Who knows? Maybe?" 
 
    "They're everywhere," Aella said. "I don't think anyone, including them, remembers where they originally came from. They come to a place, stay a few decades, and then usually move on to somewhere else." 
 
    He nodded, and they followed Vondro back outside to an old pickup truck. Getting into their van, they followed him to his house, which was a lot farther out of town than Dan had expected.  
 
    "For a guy who doesn't hoard, he's got a lot of stuff," he remarked to the girls as they went inside the large barn on Vondro's property. 
 
    "Well, let's see what he's got in the way of ammunition," Wrath said and went over to talk to him. 
 
    "Hey, are those grenades?" he asked, pointing at a stack of funny looking cans. 
 
    "Oh, no, those are gas," Vondro told him as Dan walked over to them. 
 
    "Gas?"  
 
    "You know, like smoke and other things." 
 
    "We could use those," Wrath said.  
 
    "Got any body armor?" Dan asked. 
 
    Vondro nodded. "This way." 
 
      
 
    Two hours later, they were sitting in the Walmart hideaway, going over stuff. 
 
    "You know, I don't think all of these are smoke," Aella said looking at the grenades. "I think some of them are teargas." 
 
    "We should have gotten some gas masks," Dan said with a grin. "Then we could have just gassed the place and driven them all out." 
 
    "Wind spells aren't terribly hard," Wrath told him. "So it wouldn't last long. How's that body armor?" 
 
    "Well, except for the spot where somebody shot it on the right side, not bad. At least there's no blood on it. How's that ammo you got looking?" 
 
    "He must have been scrounging this stuff off the floor for years. I suspect some of it probably won't fire, and all of it has to be wiped clean, but it's better than nothing." 
 
    "If we're just going to scout out the area, I don't think we should be taking anything more than pistols," Olivia said. "Otherwise we might stand out." 
 
    "How close do you want to get?" Aella asked. 
 
    "Close enough we can use the seeker to get an idea of where in the building that piece of paper is," Wrath replied. 
 
    "Let's try to get a measurement from either side of the building," Fawn said. "It'll make it easier to get a lock on where she is in the building." 
 
    "Well, let's get this all cleaned up and organized," he said looking at them. "Then after that, you know what I'd really like to do?" he asked with a big smile. 
 
    "Have sex?" Olivia asked smiling and looking over at the bed. 
 
    "No. Eat!" he said, and laughed at the way all four of them pouted. 
 
    "We are still in curse central, remember!" 
 
    "He's right," Wrath told the others. "Let's go eat; his body is probably still recovering, even if the wound looks closed. We can check out Weson's building from a safe distance once we're done." 
 
    "Can we go someplace a little better than the golden arches?" Olivia asked. 
 
    "There's a sandwich shop I noticed last time, let's check that out!" Fawn said, looking happy. He noticed that she already had the two police scanners neatly laid out in pieces on her workbench. 
 
    "Sounds good to me," he said, standing. "Shall we?" 
 
    Everyone nodded, and they spent the next few minutes packing up their gear. He grabbed a couple of the smoke grenades, and one of the tear gas. If nothing else, he figured a big cloud of smoke would distract people if they needed it. 
 
    As usual, Wrath ordered for him when they got to the shop. While he appreciated her doing it, he hoped one of these days he'd be able to order his own food again without fear of what might end up in it. 
 
    "We need to visit Aureate again sometime soon," he told the others as they sat around an outside table, eating. 
 
    "You've been visiting her? She's still there?" Olivia asked. 
 
    "Yes," Wrath answered her, then turned to him. "Why?" 
 
    "Once we've got Lofn, before we can do anything to help me, I gotta get rid of this damn curse." 
 
    "Umm, you sure about that?" 
 
    He nodded. "Think about it, if there's anything the curse will screw up, it's going to mess with a major magical spell that's meant to save my life. It's the complete opposite of what the curse is for."  
 
    He looked around the table, and they nodded in agreement as they thought about it. 
 
    "So, we see her and see what her guy, Mr. Wang, has come up with." 
 
    "Didn't she say to make a list of what you know about it?" 
 
    "Yeah, she did. But I don't think I've learned all that much. Anything that benefits me gets screwed up. Anything I enjoy usually doesn't work out." 
 
    "What about our 'using' you?" Fawn asked with a grin. 
 
    "I think we get away with that because we're part of the curse," Aella said. 
 
    "Hmm, maybe I should call Estaca and see what happens?" he teased. "You know, in the name of research!" 
 
    He got kicked in the shin several times as he laughed. 
 
    "We know the farther away I get, the weaker it is." 
 
    "We also know we can't kill you, though we were supposed to," Wrath pointed out. 
 
    "But you could do bad things to me," he replied. 
 
    "It allowed us to swear the oath and didn't mess it up," Fawn said. 
 
    "Umm, it made each of us incredibly horny; I'm not so sure I'd say it didn't mess us up," Aella said, looking a little thoughtful. 
 
    "Which did lead to problems in Sacramento, but not so much when we got well out of town," Wrath said. 
 
    "Remember what happened when we came out of the bathroom in Walmart," Dan said. 
 
    "What about it?" 
 
    "When I did that whole 'I'm a woman' thing as a joke, the guard totally slacked off. But when I said I was a man a couple of minutes later, she jumped on me." 
 
    "As I understand this whole 'identity' thing, that's about what I would have expected," Aella said. "She realized you were abusing it." 
 
    "But that's the point," he said leaning forward a little. "She didn't hear me say it." 
 
    "Didn't Aureate say they don't think the curse would affect women? Maybe you should try that again." 
 
    "And we can put you in a muumuu!" Fawn said with a giggle. 
 
    He shook his head. "If that was the case, the curse would have dropped back when I did that." 
 
    "Maybe if we really turned you into a…" Fawn's voice was suddenly muffled as Wrath grabbed her by the neck and Olivia stuck her hand in Fawn's mouth. 
 
    "Not funny," Wrath growled. 
 
    "Don't even think of it!" Aella added. 
 
    "I like being a man; I'm not changing, understand?" he said, looking Fawn in the eyes. 
 
    "It was just a joke, guys!" she grumbled when she could speak again. 
 
    "Maybe we should think about how to break the curse on one of us," Olivia said after a moment's thought. "I mean, our curses should be weaker because they were changed so much when they were added into his." 
 
    "True," Wrath agreed. "But ours are a lot simpler than his, so I don't know how we'd go about it. Our curse was just to kill whoever freed us." 
 
    "Well, what about the part where we can read his mind? Maybe if we severed that somehow, our curse would fall apart?" 
 
    "Hmm, that's an idea. We should bring it up with Aureate." 
 
    Fawn pulled out her phone and started to text. 
 
    "What are you doing?" 
 
    "I'm sending that idea to Aureate so she can work on it," Fawn said, thumbs flying over the screen's keyboard on her phone. She looked up suddenly. "You know, if we broke the distance barrier, I bet that'd do it, too!" 
 
    "I don't see how we can do that without one of us getting hurt in the process," Wrath said.  
 
    "Still, it's an idea, and I'll text that one to her, too." 
 
    "Un-oh, I see the asshole brigade. We better split," Aella said as her head came up. 
 
    "Yeah, I don't feel like stabbing anyone today," Dan agreed, and getting up, they all trotted for the van and got in. 
 
    "What was that all about?" Olivia asked as Wrath drove off. 
 
    "We've had guys come over, try to pick us up, and get in Dan's face," Wrath said. "He doesn't appreciate it much." 
 
    "Last time he stabbed one, according to Wrath," Fawn said. 
 
    "Really?" Olivia asked, looking at Dan. 
 
    Dan sighed and nodded. 
 
    "Can we go back? I think I'd like to see him do that again!" Olivia said with a grin, and he wasn't sure she was just teasing him from the way her tail was wagging. 
 
    "Quiet, you," he grumbled back at her. 
 
    "Get in your jumpsuits," Aella said. "We'll be there soon enough, and it's getting dark." 
 
    "Spoilsport." 
 
    "I already got to see our Daniel kill a man for me," Aella purred, looking back at Olivia, who frowned. "So I don't need to see it again." 
 
    "And when did that happen?" Olivia grumbled, getting into her coveralls. 
 
    "Apparently while they were getting me," Fawn told her. 
 
    "Well then, dammit, I want to see him kill somebody for me!" 
 
    Dan turned and stared at Olivia. If she didn't stop acting like a little bitch, she was about to get her ass warmed. 
 
    "Oh, please! I'm still stronger than…urp!" 
 
    Grabbing the back collar of her jumpsuit, he dragged Olivia over his knee and smacked her on the ass as she struggled. He'd grabbed her as she'd stuck her arms in the sleeves, and suddenly she was all tangled up. 
 
    "Woo-hoo! Go, Dan!" Fawn shrieked, laughing loudly. 
 
    "What do you think…" Olivia said and then stopped as he slapped her on the ass a lot harder this time. 
 
    "Don't you dare rip that jumpsuit!" Wrath warned from the driver's seat, glancing up in the mirror. 
 
    "He's spanking me!" Olivia yelped. 
 
    Dan paddled her ass a third time, then let her get up. 
 
    "I warned you!" he hissed at her. While they might enjoy killing people, he certainly did not. 
 
    "I was only teasing," she grumbled, sliding her hands through the sleeves and rubbing her ass as she sat back down. 
 
    "Sure you were!" Aella laughed and zipped up her own suit.  
 
    "Everyone, behave. We're here," Wrath said, then she parked the van, slipped into the back, and got dressed as well. 
 
    "Leave the rifles out of sight, put your pistols in your pocket, and let's go. If any police show up, Fawn, you can distract them while the rest of us deal with the situation without killing anybody. Okay?" 
 
    "Yes, Wrath," the others said. 
 
    "Dan? That wasn't just for their benefit," she growled. 
 
    He sighed. "I'll behave." 
 
    "Damn, he really is a demon," Olivia grumbled as she rubbed her ass again. 
 
    "Oh, stop being such a baby," Fawn whispered back as they got out of the van and snuck through the trees towards Weson's place. 
 
    They'd gone several hundred yards, by his figuring, when Fawn waved them all to a stop. 
 
    "Ward," she said in a whisper. 
 
    "We're still almost two hundred yards away," Aella whispered back. 
 
    "It's a weak one, but it's still there. I can get us past it if you want?" she asked, looking at Wrath. 
 
    Wrath shook her head. "Try the seeker." 
 
    "Sure, just a minute," she said getting out her phone. 
 
    "What are you doing?" 
 
    "I'm gonna enter the direction into the mapping software on my phone. Then we'll see where it points." 
 
    Wrath didn't reply to that, and a minute later Fawn had the seeker out and was carefully sighting down it. 
 
    "Okay, let's move around to the left here and get another point. Anybody see anyone?" Wrath asked. 
 
    "I see a couple of them on the top of the building and patrolling the grounds," Aella said. 
 
    "I meant out here, outside the ward." 
 
    Dan put his hand on her shoulder, then pointed at the apartment building off to their right a few hundred yards. 
 
    "It's an apartment building, there's gonna be people there," Wrath said with a sigh. 
 
    "Just look," Dan said, still pointing. "Second floor, out on the deck." 
 
    Wrath looked and saw a young woman sitting outside with a telescope and a note pad. And she wasn't looking at the stars. 
 
    "Good eyes," she said as the others looked. 
 
    "I wonder if she works for Godfrey, or Dale?" he asked. 
 
    "No idea. Let's hope whoever it is, if they see us, they don't think we're working for the other side." 
 
    "Why not?" 
 
    "Because I don't want them to attack us." 
 
    Dan nodded, and Fawn led them around the building, keeping them outside the perimeter of that first ward. 
 
    "Okay, let me take another reading," Fawn said and they all looked around carefully, trying to spot any other watchers, but didn't see any this time. 
 
    "Okay, I'm good, let's try to get around to the other side of the place," Fawn whispered. 
 
    They were moving carefully through the darkness when suddenly there was a bright flash, and they felt the ground vibrate. They immediately hit the ground. 
 
    "What was that?" Dan exclaimed. 
 
    "Someone's attacking the building," Wrath said, getting up into a crouch and looking around the tree she was now using for cover. 
 
    "Then why can't I hear anything?" 
 
    "It's one of the wards," Fawn said. "Weson doesn't want to attract the police, so he's got the sound blocked.  
 
    "Then why isn't he blocking the light?" 
 
    "'Cause people would notice." 
 
    "Oh," he said, looking embarrassed. 
 
    "Let's move while they're distracted," Wrath said and quickly led them a lot farther around the building.  
 
    "Get your fix and let's get out of here before the attackers show up," Wrath said. 
 
    "Hey, the attack's stopped," he observed while Fawn got her fix. 
 
    "I don't think there's gonna be any attackers," Aella said, looking around. 
 
    "Think Weson repelled them?" 
 
    "No, I think this was just somebody harassing him." 
 
    "Which means they've noticed he's worried about something and is bracing for an attack," Wrath observed. 
 
    "If we're lucky, they'll keep it up until we do strike." 
 
    "That would be nice," Wrath agreed. 
 
    "I'm good, let's go," Fawn said, putting her phone away. 
 
    "Great, let's get back to the hotel and see what we've learned," he said. "Now, which way is it?" 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 …Of Demons and Men 
 
      
 
      
 
    Olivia dragged him over to the bed the moment they stepped inside the hotel room, naked and on that bed before her clothing even hit the floor. Dan almost laughed as he quickly peeled out of his own shirt and pants. She was on her hands and knees, tail up and looking back over her shoulder at him while she slowly ground her hips at him.  
 
    He didn't even hesitate; he covered her back and, spreading her knees a little wider with his own, he sank into her to the hilt as he dropped his weight onto her back. Wrapping his arms around her, he grabbed her nice, firm breasts, pulling, squeezing, and even pinching at her nipples as he plowed into her hard and fast. 
 
    "Somebody likes getting spanked, don't they?" he whispered in her ear, then he grabbed it with his teeth and tugged on it. If Olivia had been hot when he mounted her, she got even more now as he did his best to put it to his little puppy as hard as he could.  
 
    It wasn't long before she was moaning loudly, almost as if she was singing, as he panted in time to his thrusts. It wasn't until he felt a tongue licking at the underside of his shaft and a set of fingers lightly teasing at his balls that he realized Fawn had slid under them and was using her tongue on both of their sexes as they coupled. 
 
    This of course put Fawn's sex directly below Olivia's mouth, and she quickly dropped to her elbows, using her own tongue on Fawn, who wrapped her legs around Olivia's head and ground up against her face. The crossed legs in front of his face quickly became a soft woolen chin rest as he lowered his head, and closing his eyes, he concentrated on nothing more than the feeling of his hands on Olivia's body, the tongue and fingers teasing and licking him, and the tight heat that was Olivia's sex, which he was pounding into. 
 
    Twice her body went taut beneath him, back arching and sex clamping down on his as she hit her peak, Fawn's tongue going into overdrive to torture Olivia through it each time. The third time she came, he groaned and hilted his shaft as deep inside her as he could while he orgasmed as well.  
 
    When he finally pulled out, he felt Fawns lips kissing the head of his shaft, so he pushed into her mouth and let her lick him clean before pulling back and dismounting. He smiled as she went to work on Olivia's sex. Turning, he saw a cat tail, and he grabbed it, reeling in Wrath, who had been studiously not paying attention. 
 
    "Your turn, sexy kitty," he whispered in her ear as he hugged her from behind, arms reaching around to cup her breasts as he enjoyed the scent of cinnamon and vanilla once more.  
 
    She slowly turned in his arms until they were kissing, then, spreading her wings for balance, she climbed up his body until her sex was in his face. He started in slowly on her sex with his tongue, a little worried about his balance, until Aella pressed up behind him, put her arms around him, brought her head next to his, and they both took their time teasing and licking at Wrath's sex while turning to kiss each other from time to time. 
 
    Eventually Wrath slid down his body and onto his almost painfully erect cock, taking him into her heat and slowly riding up and down on him as the three of them now engaged in a very interesting three way lip lock.  
 
    After Wrath had her first orgasm, she slid off of him and helped Aella turn him around. Aella climbed up and then lowered herself onto his shaft. This lasted until she came, and then they switched positions again, and then again. He lost track of how many times they switched on him, but when he finally did come, he was deep inside Aella and had his teeth buried in her neck as Wrath wrapped her wings around the two of them and lightly sank her teeth into him. 
 
    It was Fawn's turn next, and after that he lost all track of time, and simply enjoyed the pleasures of his women, making sure they heard that thought as he made sure they also knew they had his undying love, come hell or high water. 
 
      
 
    "Morning!" Fawn said, sounding very chipper as he stretched and yawned, and feeling pleasantly sore all over. He'd made sure to bite all of them last night, because if their blood would help, he'd be an idiot not to take it. 
 
    That, and he liked the idea that it was 'something mates did', according to Wrath. Since they'd each done the same to him, they apparently liked the idea as much as he did. 
 
    "Food!" he said with a smile, and was surprised when she handed him some sort of microwaved breakfast sandwich. He started in on it immediately, and noticed that Olivia was already up and showered, and Aella was also just waking up. 
 
    "Wrath's in the shower," Fawn said. 
 
    "Ah. So," he said looking over at her laptop. "Where in the building is she?" 
 
    "She isn't!" Fawn said with a big ass grin. 
 
    "She isn't? And why is that a good thing?" 
 
    "She's in the dumpster! Someone must have thrown the piece of paper out by accident or something!" 
 
    "It can't be that easy." He sighed, shaking his head and reaching for another of the sandwiches on the plate near her laptop. 
 
    "Maybe one of the Twenty-Nine Aspects of Fortune has decided to smile on us!" she replied, obviously very happy. 
 
    "So how do we get into the dumpster?" 
 
    "The trash company picks it up tomorrow and hauls it off to the dump! We don't even have to go in there." 
 
    "You really think they're going to let the trash company come and take their garbage away? Now?" 
 
    "Yup. It's sort of an unwritten rule not to mess with the mundanes. Well, not in public, anyway. Plus the dumpster isn't attached to the building; it's in a little corral halfway across the parking lot." 
 
    "Okay, so tomorrow the trash company picks up the trash. Then what?" 
 
    Wrath's voice called out from the shower in the bathroom, "We hijack the garbage truck, dump everything out, and go through the trash until we find her!" 
 
    Daniel stopped a moment and took a deep breath, then sighed. On the one hand, he felt a little annoyed that they wouldn't be going in there, killing everybody and saving Lofn. 
 
    On the other hand, he felt incredibly relieved for the exact same reasons. 
 
    "So what're our plans for today? Visit Aureate?" 
 
    "Oh, I was thinking we could spend a nice quiet day relaxing and not doing anything," Fawn said as he started in on the third sandwich. 
 
    "Or?" 
 
    "Spend a very noisy day in bed!" Fawn laughed as Aella's two tentacles wrapped themselves around him and pulled him back towards her. 
 
    "Oh, twist my arm why don't you!" He laughed and quickly finished the third sandwich. 
 
      
 
    "I need some food, or I'm going to take bites out of the four of you, and not the fun kind," he said as his stomach growled loudly. Actually it'd been doing that for almost an hour now. 
 
    "A rest sounds good," Wrath agreed. "But damn if I didn't need that. 
 
    "You all needed that," he said with a smile, "and I think I needed it worse than all of you. But for now, I'm going to eat, then I'm going to study that book some more." 
 
    "Have you cast any spells yet?" Olivia asked. 
 
    "No, not yet. They say it can tire you out at first, and with everything that's been happening to me, I really didn't want to deal with that." 
 
    "He was worried about being too tired to perform in bed, I bet!" Fawn called out. 
 
    He laughed. "Well, yeah! I mean, wouldn't you all be worried about that too?" 
 
    "Of course we'd be worried if you were too tired," Wrath teased, patting his butt as she got up. 
 
    "That's not how I meant it, and you know it," he mock growled. 
 
    "But it's how we're taking it." She smiled back. "But Olivia is right. You need to cast a spell today. Probably several. The first time is the most difficult, because it's your first. But after that, it gets a lot easier." 
 
    "I thought you said you don't do magic?" he said with a frown. 
 
    "I don't, really. I do curses and oaths, and those are mainly written or verbally agreed to. But curses are like magic when they're cast verbally, they just take a lot more energy." 
 
    "How much is 'a lot'?" 
 
    "I tend to pass out on the big ones," Wrath said with a shrug. "Even the average ones leave me staggering." 
 
    He looked at her, eyes wide. 
 
    "Curses take a lot of power, lover boy," Aella said, climbing out of bed with the rest of them. "And all that power comes from you." 
 
    "Also, unlike regular magic," Wrath said, going over to the small fridge, Dan watching closely as she bent over and wiggled her butt as she grabbed some food. "A curse can kill you." 
 
    That got his attention. 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "If you cast a curse that takes more power than you have, it'll take all you've got and kill you." 
 
    "Then what happens to the curse?" 
 
    "It becomes like twice as nasty, because someone died in the casting of it. Death curses are like the absolute worst!" Olivia said as she ate. Apparently there was cereal, and without a second thought, he homed in on a box. 
 
    A bowl and a spoon appeared almost magically on the table before him, so filling the bowl, he put some milk in and shoveled food into his mouth. 
 
    "Cereal for lunch?" Aella grumbled at him. 
 
    "First course, I'll be sure to steal whatever it is Wrath's nuking once it's done!" he said between bites. 
 
    "Only if you're nice to me!" Wrath called back. 
 
    "I'm always nice to you!" he replied. 
 
      
 
    An hour later, showered and dressed, they were sitting on the roof of the hotel. 
 
    "So, what spell are you going to do first?" Wrath asked. 
 
    "The simple light spell that was first in the book." 
 
    "And you've memorized the trigger and execution statements?" 
 
    Dan nodded, then had a thought. "Hey, if I use something different than what you used on that oath, will it cause problems?" 
 
    "No. All oaths use the same start and ending phrases, so the magic knows you're making an oath. It only gets complicated if you're swearing a group oath, where everyone has to intone before the oath is sealed. Curses also have a unique set of words." 
 
    "Why's that?" 
 
    Wrath shrugged. "Beats me. Just the way I was taught. But best I know, everyone does it the same way, so there must be a reason for it." 
 
    "Then why do I get to choose my own words for casting?" 
 
    "Because it's a much more personal experience. Remember, I told you that magic is very much about intent. When you're swearing an oath, you're dealing with others, so you have to take care to make sure the intent matches up, or the spell that seals the oath won't work." 
 
    Dan nodded and called up the spell, suddenly amazed by how it was just suddenly there in his head. "By the power of Grayskull!" he said, and recited the spell carefully from memory, then he followed it with "Shazam!"  
 
    And there was a ball of light floating just above his hand as a brief moment of vertigo washed over him. 
 
    "What the hell is 'Grayskull'?" Wrath asked, frowning at him.  
 
    "At least I recognized 'Shazam'," Olivia said, giggling. 
 
    "I'm a creature of my upbringing and after school cartoons," Dan mumbled, blushing. 
 
    "Well you're stuck with it now," Wrath said and shrugged. "Course I've heard worse. But at least you picked something you're not likely to mutter by accident. Now, how do you feel?" 
 
    "Actually, I feel…" Dan thought about that a moment. "I feel fine. I felt dizzy for an instant, but it didn't last. 
 
    "Okay, how about dismissing that and running through some of the other spells you know?" 
 
    Nodding, he did just that. Dismissing the orb of light was part of the spell. There was also a 'dismiss' spell early in the book to allow you to dismiss any spells that didn't have it baked into the spell and could be used for any of your spells. 
 
    Suddenly he wondered if he could use it on other people's spells? He'd have to look into that at some point. 
 
    The next spell was the very refined and highly specific light spell. It took longer to cast, as there were almost twice as many words. However, when he said 'Shazam!' there was no feeling of vertigo, and for all intents, the ball of light looked exactly the same. 
 
    It took him another twenty minutes to run through the rest of the spells. The next ten centered on light spells of different types, and he had to use the 'dismiss' spell to get rid of the last one. The next group was all about making a sound. The group after that was for summoning water, next came a dozen that dealt with fire, and when he got to the end of those, he was almost sweating, and was positively exhausted. 
 
    "Impressive," Olivia said. 
 
    "Very," Aella agreed. 
 
    "Does that mean I did well?" he asked, breathing heavily. 
 
    Wrath smiled. "I think most humans pass out about halfway through the fire spells. That's why they do the water ones first, so everything's wet." 
 
    "I think this definitely proves he's part demon," Fawn declared. 
 
    "Why's that?" he asked.  
 
    "Because demons have more power than humans. That's how we're able to move between the different worlds, which isn't easy. Few humans can do it on their own because they simply lack the power." 
 
    "And how do I get more power?" 
 
    "Exercise," Wrath said. "How physically strong and fit you are is a part of it. Also the more you practice with magic, the more power you'll be able to gather and hold. To a point." 
 
    "What comes after that?" 
 
    "Magical items that supply power, ritual magic that costs less but takes way more time, tapping into certain locations that have wells of power on them, or by taking it from other people through the use of spells, curses, or oaths." 
 
    "Which is what Weson does with those rings of his." 
 
    "Exactly," she said with a nod. 
 
    "So does this mean I can come up with my own spells now?" 
 
    "Umm, no!" she growled. 
 
    He frowned at her, "Why not? And don't tell me 'because I said so'." 
 
    Wrath frowned back at him, because that had been exactly what she was going to say. 
 
    "Miss-phrased magical spells have nasty side effects. They can even hurt people you had no intention of harming. Once you finish that book, I'll talk to Aurey about getting you a more advanced one, which goes into the principles of spell writing. But as long as you're under the curse, you shouldn't be casting when we're closer than this to Sacramento, and you definitely should not be trying to create your own spells at all. Regardless of where we are." 
 
    "Okay, I understand," he said and, getting up, he went over and gave her a hug. He knew she didn't like being questioned, but these were things he had to know the reasons for, or he would have started experimenting. Because after a life of never questioning, never taking risks, always doing as he was told, he'd seen exactly where that had gotten him. 
 
    So the days of perfect obedience were gone for good, and while he might love them, if they wanted him to listen, they'd have to tell him why they wanted him to.  
 
    "Now, how about we go someplace local, have a nice dinner, and then come back and plan where and how we're going to dump out a garbage truck full of trash so we can sort through it undisturbed?" 
 
    "And after that, sex, right?" Fawn asked. 
 
    "Well, you wouldn't want me to have to call Estaca and tell her you're all too tried, would you?" 
 
      
 
      
 
    "Okay, I got him on the drone," Fawn said as they sat in the van. "He's picking up the dumpster and dumping it into the truck. Okay…putting it back down…and now he's leaving. He's turning north, he's back on Venture Oaks…and he's pulling into another business and lining up another dumpster." 
 
    "Let's go," Wrath said. "We'll take him in the parking lot." 
 
    "Won't somebody notice?" Olivia asked 
 
    "Not if we're quick about it. Besides, every load he picks up just adds to the shit we've gotta sort through. 
 
    "Good point." 
 
    "Worse comes to worst, we just have Fawn go out there and dance, and nobody will see anything," Dan said. 
 
    "Exactly," Wrath acknowledged as she pulled out onto the road and made a direct line for the parking lot the truck was in. 
 
    When they got there, the driver was opening the gates on one of the trash areas, and Wrath pulled right up next to the truck as Aella and Olivia jumped out and charged him from behind. Aella seized him with her tentacles before he could even turn around, Olivia put a bag over his head, and then they quickly dragged him back to the van. As soon as Aella jumped in the back, Dan tied the guy up as Olivia got in the dump truck. Putting it in gear, they drove out of the parking lot side by side. 
 
    It got a little harder as they got to the main road, since Dan had to be within eighteen feet, ten inches of Olivia. So he jumped all the way into the back of the van and pressed up against the doors, looking out the window at Olivia as Wrath drove really slow, and the garbage truck all but tailgated them.  
 
    Olivia had to run several stop signs to stay close, and when they got to the one traffic light on Garden Highway by the entrance to the freeway, it got tricky once again. 
 
    The entrance ramp for I-5 northbound was a long one, and they had to be very careful accelerating onto the highway and merging so they didn't bump. The one advantage they had was that he could see everything out the back window and he just thought about it so they could squeeze in. Once on the highway, Wrath moved over and slowed down a little, and that put them side-by-side with the garbage truck from that moment on.  
 
    This of course made some people unhappy, but the road was four lanes now, so they weren't hard to pass. 
 
    When they both took the highway 99 split, however, the road was only two lanes, and people were really getting pissed, from the sounds of the horns behind them. 
 
    "Get in the back, hon, we'll pull in front of her. We're out of town, so we should have a bit more of a safety margin. 
 
    "Got it," he said and jumped all the way into the back again and watched carefully as Wrath pulled in front of Olivia with only a few feet to spare.  
 
    "Take the next exit!" Fawn called out from the back.  
 
    "Okay, go to the end and make a left!" she called out as they slowed down and pulled off. "I'll tell you when to make another left…Okay, first dirt road on the left, pull in and drive to the first split in the road, then pick a side that's out of sight from the road!" 
 
    Wrath did that, then stopped as the dump truck pulled up next to them. Shutting off the van, she got out, came around, got the still struggling garbage man out. Taking him around, she set him on the ground in front of the garbage truck that was now dumping its entire load out.  
 
    "Okay, I'm setting the drone to hover at a couple hundred feet. If it sees anything, I'll know." 
 
    "That thing flew all the way here?" Aella said. 
 
    "I had it land on the truck," she said, looking around. "I better give the seeker to Wrath." 
 
    Getting out of the truck, the three of them went over to the back, where there was now a very large pile of trash. Wrath, he noticed, was checking the guy's bonds before she came over and joined them. 
 
    "Well, the trash is all on the ground, now we get to spend the next few hours looking for our prize," Aella said. 
 
    "Well, see if you can at least narrow it down," he said, motioning towards the pile. 
 
    Holding out the seeker, Fawn went up the pile. 
 
    "This bit towards the front." 
 
    "Great, the deepest part. Oh, well." He grabbed one of the shovels and spread the trash out as fast as he could as Olivia, Aella, and Wrath joined him. 
 
    Two very stinky and slimy hours later, Aella called out, and he went over to see that she was holding a strip of paper. He could feel a faint power coming from it.  
 
    But the expression on Aella's face wasn't a good one. 
 
    Taking the slip from her, he felt the power coming from it was far weaker than normal. That was because the paper was blank. 
 
    Lofn wasn't in it anymore. 
 
    "Let's get out of here," he said. "Fawn, call your drone back; Aella, Olivia, in the van. Fawn, you're driving. Wrath, cut him loose, and let's go before he sees us." 
 
    "But, but where's Lofn?" Fawn asked, bewildered. 
 
    "Back at Weson's, obviously." 
 
    "How can you be sure?" 
 
    "Because he knows we can track her, he just doesn't know how! If she wasn't there, he wouldn't be packing for bear. Now, in the van! Let's go!" Pulling his dirty gloves off, he spun her around, gave her a pat on the butt, and pushed her forward. 
 
    "Yeah, let's get out of here," Wrath said as they quickly moved to comply. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 The Direct Approach 
 
      
 
      
 
    "Okay, so what do we need?" he asked, looking around the group. 
 
    "New jumpsuits, these are filthy and they smell. New hoods, too," Wrath said. 
 
    "Showers, all of you," Fawn said, wrinkling her nose. 
 
    "And a new plan," Olivia said. 
 
    "That part's simple," Wrath said. "We shoot our way in through one of the side windows and sweep the place a floor at a time." 
 
    "We're going to need magical weapons," Olivia said. "Only you and Aella have them." 
 
    "We'll take 'em off the dead bodies," Aella growled. "Look, we're on a timetable here. Dan got your blood Friday night. It's now Monday. If we don't do this tonight, by tomorrow he's going to be having trouble. And I'd rather not have to worry about finding Lofn and taking care of him at the same time." 
 
    "Aella's right," he told them. "We go tonight. Maybe if we're lucky, Godfrey or whoever is still keeping the pressure on. In any case, we gotta get this done. I promised I'd free all five of you, and dammit, I'm not gonna stop now. If I'm gonna die, I want to at least die trying!" 
 
    "Well, let's all clean up and see if we can work on any kind of a plan while we're doing so." 
 
    "I need to tell the manager that the van we've been using is filthy and see about borrowing a different one," Fawn grumbled and headed out of the room. 
 
    Olivia turned to Wrath as she headed to the shower. "Did you say one of the shotguns was a Browning A-5?" 
 
    "Yup." 
 
    "I guess that's magical enough for me right now." 
 
    "Coming, sexy?" Wrath said, looking back at him. 
 
    "Oh, I'm sure I will be!" he said with a snicker and followed her into the shower. Yeah, this had 'bad idea' written all over it, running in there without enough weapons or any idea of a plan, but what the hell else was he going to do? 
 
      
 
    # 
 
      
 
    Dan fastened the robe around his body, and suddenly realized he was back in the dream once again. Something about the light was giving his arms a greenish tint as he went to the back door, which now stood open. 
 
    "Greetings," he said to the robed human who stood there. 
 
    "Greetings to you, great…" the man said something, a name perhaps, but Dan couldn't hear it—or perhaps he could hear it, but just couldn't remember it? 
 
    The man, whose face he could not see for some reason, continued. 
 
    "…I have come for the ritual of power. I have brought the required gifts, and both my mate and I have prepared ourselves to receive your blessings." 
 
    He smiled and nodded to the man, then looked over at his mate, who was adorned quite revealingly, in a manner that most definitely piqued his interest. 
 
    "And what, lovely lady, is your name?" 
 
    She blushed profusely and replied, but again, Dan heard nothing, not even the sound of her voice. Her identity escaped him, and her face wasn't visible to his eyes. 
 
    "Is this the only way?" 
 
    Dan wasn't sure who had asked that question. Again, something about the voice seemed familiar, and he could only guess this time that it was the woman who'd spoken, as it wasn't the voice of the man. 
 
    "Yes, my most lovely lady, this is truly the only way. It is not just the contract I and your mate will enter into, but there is a contract with you, as well." 
 
    "I don't understand," the man said. "The texts were vague, and much of it was unclear." 
 
    He smiled. "Many refused to acknowledge the price, for reasons of their pride, of what you are going to do." 
 
    "Still, I seek the power of magic, of greater magic. What I have is weak, but I do not understand your price." 
 
    "Ah! Know that the power of magic comes from the power of life. For you to gain in magical powers, another must be created, another who has these powers, and who is tied to you, so those powers may be transferred to you. 
 
    "That is why a new life must be created, a life that comes from me—from my flesh and my blood. This is also why I must create that life in the womb of your mate, so this new life is tied to your life through the bonds and rituals of family and marriage." 
 
    "I understand," the man said, nodding solemnly.  
 
    He turned to the woman. 
 
    "Are you still willing to proceed with the ceremony? Understand that I wish for you to be happy, and for this to be a celebration of the life we will bring. I have no desire to bring harm." 
 
    The woman, though embarrassed, agreed. 
 
    "And you?" he asked the man. 
 
    The man agreed as well, the desire for power clearly outweighing all other concerns. 
 
    "Then let us begin…" 
 
      
 
    # 
 
      
 
    He woke up when one of the girls grabbed his leg and shook it. He'd decided to take a nap after they'd gone shopping and eaten dinner, and now that he'd woken up, he felt a little uneasy, but couldn't really place the reason for it. 
 
    Everyone was unnaturally subdued. They all had their misgivings about tonight, but they also knew they didn't really have much of a choice. Time was running out—or at least his time was running out. He wondered a brief moment why Weson had pulled Lofn out of her cursed piece of paper and where he was keeping her now? 
 
    Was this all a setup for one of those cliché 'drop your weapons or the hostage gets it' kind of scenes? Or was there something else going on here? 
 
    "We won't know until we know," Wrath said without looking up from what she was doing. 
 
    He nodded and put on his body armor, then got into his coveralls. Wrath, Aella, and he would each have one of the ARs. Olivia was taking the A-5, and Fawn the Mossberg pump. Olivia and Aella took the two .40 caliber pistols, and the rest of them took the 9mms. He also grabbed a couple of the smoke grenades, because why not? 
 
    "So what's the line-up going to be?" he asked as they trooped outside and got into the van. 
 
    "Fawn will lead us in," Wrath said. "She can get us through the wards without setting them off. Once we get inside, I'll lead, with Olivia behind me. She can use the shotgun to break the window easier than I can do it with my sword. Aella will be third, in case we get into a magic weapons fight. Then Fawn, in case we need her to deal with any more wards or security stuff. You're last." 
 
    He frowned; he didn't want to feel useless, being tail-end Charlie. 
 
    "You're not useless, you got tagged from behind last time, so now you'll spend most of your time walking backwards and covering our asses," she continued. "You'll also be able to see everyone—just be sure to think about what you're seeing so the rest of us can pick it up." 
 
    He nodded. Wrath was right, as usual. Plus he really was the least experienced of them when it came to fighting. This wasn't Call of Duty or World of Tanks, or any of those other games. This was the real thing, and as he'd learned last time, it was loud, it was confused, it was fast, and getting shot hurt.  
 
    Hopefully he'd be able to keep his wits about him this time at least.  
 
    The roads were clear, but it was late on a Monday night, and most people were at home in their beds by now. He wondered briefly how long it had been since his life had gone so far south? He'd been feeling lost since his brother had died. Instead of pulling the family together, it'd had the opposite effect, driving them further apart. 
 
    Maybe his parents should have had another child. Maybe that would have pulled them back together again, given his father someone new to start with. Looking back now, it was obvious his father really hadn't wanted him to take over the family business. But he'd been left without a choice, and Sharon, his younger sister, had zero interest in business—partying was all she'd ever cared about. But again, looking back, could he blame her? She'd obviously been a lot more aware of what was going on and what was in store for her than he ever was. 
 
    "What floor do you think she's on?" Fawn asked, disrupting the silence. 
 
    "Second," Aella said without hesitation. "First floor is the least secure, and the top floor is probably where that asshole lives and has all his stuff. I can't see him wanting to share any of his space with a demon." 
 
    "What's the chance he's added a basement?" he asked. 
 
    "What would be the point? It would take a lot of power." 
 
    "Well, Estaca expanded the Zoo, didn't she?"  
 
    "She was bending what already existed. Making a basement? He's creating something new in already occupied space; while it may only be dirt, it's a lot harder to deal with than just air. Besides, he's already got a three-story building. Why waste the energy?" 
 
    He nodded, it made sense. 
 
    "So I vote we make a beeline to the stairway, go up to the second floor, and ignore everything on the first floor," Fawn said. 
 
    Wrath nodded from behind the steering wheel. "Sure, why not? At least it gives us a goal." 
 
    He listened as they tried to figure out what kind of clues they should be looking for to determine where on the second floor they needed to go. The general consensus that arose was to look for things designed to keep someone in more than out. 
 
    "We're here," Wrath said as she shut the van off. "I'm leaving the keys under the floor mat." 
 
    They all nodded. 
 
    "Let's go." 
 
    Piling out, they checked their weapons to be sure they were loaded and safe, then slung them at the ready, formed up, and moved out—just as the ground shook under their feet again. 
 
    "Guess someone hasn't let up," Olivia said with a chuckle. 
 
    "I wonder if they saw us pull up and decided to help?" Aella said, looking around. Wrath had parked less than a dozen yards from the outermost ward. 
 
    "I'll take any help we can get," Wrath replied. 
 
    "Okay, we're here," Fawn said, and as he watched, she did something with her arms, then standing aside, she waved them by her. "Step here and move past," she said, pointing to the ground in front of her. 
 
    As soon as they were all past, she ran up to the front of them and they continued on. Twice more over the next hundred yards, she led them through another ward. When they got to the last thirty yards or so, she went back to where he was. 
 
    "That's it," she whispered. "There's no more outside." 
 
    "What about the walls and the windows?" he asked. 
 
    "We're going to make so much noise going through them, I don't think that's gonna matter much," Aella whispered back. 
 
    "Check weapons," Wrath said, and drew her sword as Aella readied her axe.  
 
    Fawn unslung her shotgun, and he and Olivia got ready as well. 
 
    "Let's go!" Wrath hissed, and at a trot they ran down to the side of the building, and just as they got to one of the large pane glass windows, Olivia shot it four times, which put some impressive holes in it. Immediately after that, Wrath and Aella smashed the rest of it out with their weapons, creating a hole big enough for them to all get through. 
 
    "Damn, I think they actually expected us to go through the front door!" Aella laughed as they climbed inside. The room they were in was an office of some sort, but they didn't waste any time there. Wrath yanked the door open, and they stepped out into the hallway, turning left towards the nearest emergency fire stairwell. 
 
    Dan saw the guy who came running around the corner before the guy even realized they were there, and didn't hesitate to shoot him, dropping him immediately. He only used two shots this time instead of emptying the entire magazine. 
 
    Fawn grabbed his belt and led him as he faced backwards, and sure enough, two more people ran around, and he opened fire again. He didn't think he hit either of them, as they both immediately dove for cover. But at least they weren't shooting at him. 
 
    He heard the loud blast of Olivia's shotgun again, then he was pulled into the stairwell as they started up the staircase. 
 
    "Ward!" Fawn yelled, and everyone stopped as she ran to the head of the line and dealt with it. 
 
    By the time she'd finished, he was trading shots out the doorway with someone else, only their shots weren't bullets. He wasn't sure what they did, but one hit close to where he was standing, and his whole left side tingled for a few seconds.  
 
    "Go! Go!" Fawn called and, turning, he ran up the stairs and past where she was standing. Pulling out one of the smoke grenades, he pulled the pin and tossed it down the stairs before she stepped out of her spot. 
 
    "What's that for?" she asked. 
 
    "Hopefully it'll fuck up their aim," he said and looked up to the front of the line. Either Aella or Wrath had ripped the door off the hinges, as it was leaning against the wall and he could hear the sounds of fighting. 
 
    "Let's go!" he said, charging up the stairs to the next floor. 
 
      
 
    Wrath was worried. They had a lot of space to search, and not a lot of time to do it in, as they were meeting stiff resistance. Olivia's A-5 had had no effect on the first person she'd shot with it, though her sword had carved the guy in two. So they'd been expecting mundane weapons, but either they hadn't expected magical ones, or just not ones of the power and quality she and Aella were using.  
 
    The only weapons the defenders had were wands, and that wasn't doing them much good in a fight. But she was sure someone with something a lot more substantial would be here soon enough.  
 
    "Olivia's down!" she heard Dan's thought more than the words. "Fawn says she's stunned." 
 
    "Kick in doors as we go by," she told Aella as they made their way down the hallway. She got a mental image from Dan of Fawn dodging the shots from the wands the people trying to catch them from behind were using now as they came around the other hallway. They were some sort of electrical shock, if she had to guess. 
 
    "Clear! Forward!" Aella said as she looked into the room, and they moved forward down the hallway. The defenders had stopped trying to rush them and were taking potshots now from around the bends in the hallway, causing her to use her sword more to deflect the bolts of energy they were shooting at them, or block them with the manacle she wore on her right arm. Those shots stung, but the magic of her armor blunted most of it. 
 
    "How's Olivia?" she yelled back over her shoulder. The image she got back from Dan wasn't reassuring. He was carrying her, and she was limp.  
 
    "Oh, shit," Aella swore, and Wrath saw it at the same time and almost swore as well.  
 
    "Where the fuck did he get an iron golem!"  
 
    "Trouble!" Wrath called back. "We need to retreat!" 
 
    "We can't!" Fawn yelled back, and Wrath got the image from Dan almost immediately. There were four archers advancing down the hall now, with a magic user behind them casting a shield. Some of the arrows were blowing fist-sized holes in everything they hit. She didn't even want to speculate about what the other arrows might do. 
 
    "Into the room!" she yelled and nodded her head towards one of the doors Aella had already kicked in. Turning to face the new threat as soon as Dan and Fawn passed her, she spread her wings out to either side of the hallway to block anyone's vision of Aella as she moved to slow the golem down.  
 
    As soon as the archers came around the corner, she heard Aella swear and knew they were in trouble. 
 
    "I'm hit!" 
 
    "How bad?" she called as she deflected arrows. Thankfully these archers weren't very experienced, but magical arrows were a lot more effective than mundane bullets. 
 
    "I lost a hand!"  
 
    "That's it! We're leaving!" 
 
    Backing towards the doorway, she let Aella slip through, then stood in the doorway with her sword. She heard the A-5 fire several times, then the sound of glass smashing. But she was too busy fencing with the golem, which someone had apparently cast a haste spell on.  
 
    But a couple of the archers had hit it with their arrows as it had stepped in front of the doorway, so its right arm was missing several pieces, and fortunately that was affecting its ability to attack. 
 
    "How do we get down?" she heard Dan ask. 
 
    "Jump!" Aella said. 
 
    "But you're…" 
 
    She felt the pull yank her back towards the window as someone must have tossed him out of it. She was just about to turn around and open her wings, when out of nowhere one of those damn blue bolts caught her in the side, and she passed out. 
 
      
 
    Dan hit the ground and rolled, crying out in pain. He was pretty sure he'd broken a leg. Fawn was picking up Olivia, and Aella was about to pick him up when an unconscious Wrath thudded heavily to the ground beside him. 
 
    "Grab her, I can manage," Dan said through gritted teeth as he scrambled forward on his hands and one good leg, dragging the other.  
 
    Aella grabbed Wrath with her tentacles while picking up her sword with her remaining hand and quickly passed him as he scrambled along the ground. As soon as he was into the trees, Fawn came back and grabbed him by the shoulder, hauling him to his feet and pulling him towards the van and past Olivia. 
 
    "What about her?" he gasped, as her rough treatment was making it clear he'd broken his leg. 
 
    "She'll be dragged, don't worry!" Fawn said and took him as quickly as she could to the van, where she opened the side door and all but threw him in the back. Aella came in with Wrath next, and he scrambled out of the way as Olivia's body was tossed in last, the door slammed, and Fawn ran around to the driver's side, got in, grabbed the key, started the van, did a neutral drop, and they flew out of the parking lot as she floored it. 
 
    "Aella! Knock him out or something! He's distracting me!" Fawn called back. 
 
    "Take us to Aureate's!" he yelled as he closed his eyes and tried to clear his mind to focus on anything but the pain. Who knew breaking your leg would hurt more than getting shot? 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Licking Wounds 
 
      
 
      
 
    He woke up with a headache. Apparently Aella had clocked him, but he didn't care. What he cared about was the girls. How were they? Where were they? 
 
    "Lover boy's awake!" he heard Aella's voice. 
 
    "I know," Fawn grumbled. "I can feel it." 
 
    "How is everyone?" he asked, looking down at his leg. It was currently bound to Wrath's sword, the blue glow lighting up the back of the van. 
 
    "Olivia and Wrath are still unconscious. I'm not sure how long the effects of that spell will last, but it shouldn't be long. Fawn's okay. I lost my left hand, but it'll grow back." 
 
    "It will?" he asked, surprised. 
 
    "Yeah, regeneration is something I can do. It'll just make life a little complicated while I'm waiting for it to happen." 
 
    "How long until we get to Aureate's?" 
 
    "About ten minutes," Fawn said from the front. "Why Aureate's?" 
 
    "Because I didn't know how bad everyone was hurt, and I figure if anyone can help, it's her," he replied. "Plus I want to know if she's figured out anything on that curse. It occurs to me now that perhaps we can break it." 
 
    "True, Lofn probably isn't cursed anymore." 
 
    "What's our next step?" Aella asked, looking at him. 
 
    "Take care of the others and get my leg set, I guess?"  
 
    "I mean Lofn. What are we going to do about her?" she asked with a worried expression on her face." 
 
    He sighed. "I don't know; maybe we could offer a swap. Me for her?" 
 
    "Dan!" Fawn and Aella gasped at the same time. 
 
    "What? It'd save her from whatever he's doing to her!" 
 
    "But he'll kill you?" 
 
    "Yeah, well, I'm dying anyway, so does it really matter all that much?" 
 
    "Olivia said she's heard songs about problems like yours," Aella said. 
 
    "Why would she have heard songs?" 
 
    "Because she's a singer, a minstrel." 
 
    He laughed. "Well that explains why she likes to sing, or at least moan so musically in bed. So is she like Fawn? Can she paralyze people with her song?" 
 
    "No," Fawn said from up front, "that'd be Estaca. But all Cerberuses can sing, and some, like Olivia, can sing really well. That's why she's here; she was in a metal band." 
 
    "Now if you get a pack of them together," Aella mused, "they can affect you." 
 
    "Yeah, they make good armies," Fawn agreed. "But Olivia just likes music more. Oh, she can fight, but she hasn't done it since she left home." 
 
    "We need better weapons," he sighed, "and better armor." 
 
    "Okay, we're here. Let me park this thing. I called and told her we were coming, so she's ready for us." 
 
    He nodded as the van stopped, shut off, and the doors were opened. Aureate was there, along with about a half dozen males of her race. Aella passed Olivia to one of them, then Wrath to another, and she picked him up herself and carried him with her tentacles while Fawn joined them. 
 
    "Remember, do not get too far apart," Aureate warned the others as she led them inside her building. Instead of going to her office, she took them to a room with eight beds in it, and they set Wrath and Olivia down in two of them.  
 
    "If you all don't mind, I think I'm gonna lie down, too," Aella said and claimed another bed. 
 
    As soon as Wrath was set down, a man they hadn't seen before came in to examine her. 
 
    "You will forgive me, Daniel, but Wrath is an old friend, and her welfare concerns me the most." 
 
    He laughed. "No, that's fine. I'm probably dead anyway, so treat them all before me." 
 
    Aureate looked up in surprise at Fawn, who nodded. "Yeah, we told him." 
 
    "I see." 
 
    "He had a right to know," Fawn said, pouting. 
 
    "Actually, one of them let it slip accidentally," he said with a grin. "Now is there any chance I could get something for the pain? I really am hurting, you know." 
 
    "Oh, of course," Aureate said, and pointing at him, she quickly ran through a sleep spell before he could tell her that wasn't what he meant. 
 
    Fawn caught him as he passed out and carefully removed his clothing before putting him in one of the beds. 
 
      
 
    # 
 
      
 
    He closed the door on the now sleeping man. He'd given him a potion that would keep him asleep until the ritual was over. It wasn't strictly necessary for the purposes of the magic, but he'd learned over the millennium that such things made his life, as well as his enjoyment, easier.  
 
    He checked the wards and the sigils one last time as the lady watched. Taking her hand, he led her out of the room, closing the door behind them. He led her to the stairs that went up to the tower on the roof, which was situated directly over the room in which her sleeping husband now lay. 
 
    The room on top had no walls. There were only the five pillars that supported the roof above, and the large, soft bed, which dominated the center of the room. Turning to her, he smiled, undid his robe, and let it fall to the floor. 
 
    "Come to me, my lovely. Let us share our pleasures and our joys as we create a new life." 
 
    She hesitated a moment, but let him slowly draw her into his arms. 
 
    "Do not worry about your husband's desires. Tonight, I will only be concerned with your desires, my lovely, beautiful lady. Making a child is always a joyous occasion, never think otherwise, and know that I will always remember you and this night." 
 
    He began to undress her, quite pleased at what was revealed. She really was a beautiful woman. 
 
    "Know that what I give to you this night is as important to me as it is to you or your husband. Know that the love I show you tonight is real, not feigned. Know that once we have joined, I will always be here for you if you should ever wish to visit again." 
 
    With that, he led her over to the bed and embraced her once more… 
 
    Dan was thankful when the memory jumped ahead; he had no desire to be a voyeur to the sex play of another. Plus there was still a vague feeling of discomfort for him, that something important had just happened, something of vital interest to him. But what that was, he had no idea. 
 
    Some time had passed in the dream, the three of them were now standing by the door the man and woman had entered by, and 'he' was speaking to them. The woman was holding close to her man, perhaps feeling guilty over the passions and the pleasures she had spent the many hours sharing with him. He enjoyed these rituals so, the rarity of them making each and every one so much more special.  
 
    The man seemed more concerned with what was being said to him than with his wife, however. He hoped this man's desire for power would not alienate him from his woman. She had willingly given of herself so he would prosper. Obviously she loved him a great deal. He could only hope the man would remember that. 
 
    "The ritual is complete. As the child grows, so shall your magic. Understand that if the child suffers, so shall your abilities. If the child dies, then your magic too shall die with him. What you will gain, what you will have, comes from him. So care well for him, even though he is not of your blood, he is still a part of you." 
 
    He watched then as they left. Once they were gone he returned to soak in the bath for a while, to lie in the water that he loved. A brief glance at his body in the mirror as he passed it showed his green tinted humanoid body before it flowed into a more reptilian one that reflected his true nature, the nature of his race, his head becoming like unto that of a crocodile's, on top of a barely humanoid body. 
 
      
 
    # 
 
      
 
    When Dan woke up next time, the clock on the wall said it was almost eight, his stomach was growling loudly, and all he wanted to do was eat. His leg was in some sort of cast, but it wasn't bothering him that much. Neither Wrath nor Olivia were in their beds, and he noticed Fawn and Aella were also missing.  
 
    Sitting up and swinging his feet over the edge of the bed, he swayed a bit, and blinked, feeling very light-headed. He looked around for something to use as a crutch as he put his good foot on the floor and cautiously stood up. He was still pretty weak, but the door was over there, and someplace on the other side of that door there'd be food. 
 
    He simply had to find it.  
 
    He'd gotten about halfway to the door when Wrath ran into the room and grabbed him. 
 
    "Easy there, love," she said, steadying him. 
 
    "Food," he grumbled. "I'm starving!" 
 
    "You're naked. Wouldn't you rather put some clothes on first?" she asked, grinning at him. 
 
    Looking down at himself, he could see that yes, he was naked.  
 
    "After I eat," he decided. "Now, please, a little help?" he asked, nodding towards the door. 
 
    Wrath laughed and, putting an arm around him, she helped him hobble out the door and down towards the lunchroom they'd eaten in before. The moment he got inside and saw there was food, he started to drool.  
 
    "Pace yourself," Wrath told him as she helped him settle into a chair. "The food's not going anywhere." 
 
    Nodding, he did his best, but his body was starving, and all he wanted to do right now was eat. 
 
    Where are the others? he thought at her while he grabbed a pastry and stuck it in his mouth as he scoped out all the food on the table, planning its demise like a general planning a battle. 
 
    "They're on their way, I'm sure. I just got there first," she said and watched as he attacked the stack of sausage sandwiches someone had fetched from the local Jack's. 
 
    He nodded and kept eating, stopping only to grab a drink of water every few minutes. He didn't even notice when the others had joined him for several minutes after they'd gotten there. 
 
    How are you all feeling? he thought again, his mouth too busy eating to stop and talk. 
 
    "Damn, look at him go! Are you sure all he did was break his leg?" Olivia asked. 
 
    "The back of his body armor was missing, and he had a bunch of nasty acid burns on his back," Aella told them. 
 
    That caused him to stop and feel his back. Acid burns? He didn't remember any of that! 
 
    "Your back is fine, lover boy," Aella said with a smile as he went back to eating. "Aureate's people used a regeneration spell on you, though how much of that was you and how much was them is a question no one really knows the answer to.  
 
    "Oh, and I got my hand back," she said, showing him. The fur hadn't grown back yet, so it looked a little odd, but it still made him happy to see she'd recovered. 
 
    "And what happened to you and Olivia?" he asked Wrath before taking a drink and going back to stuffing his face. 
 
    "Some sort of electrical paralyzation spell. It fries your nervous system so you can't move or do anything. For a human, it'd probably be fatal or leave you with permanent damage. For us, it's not quite that bad. But it would have put us down for a couple of days at best. 
 
    "Oh, and Dan? My sexy, loving, wonderful, devoted, man?" Wrath said in a sweet voice that made him think back to the building, wondering where he'd fucked up. 
 
    She smacked him hard across the top of his bare ass, which was exposed, because he was leaning forward and eating. He could feel four stinging lines as her claws cut him. 
 
    "We are not trading you! Understand? We do that, and you're dead!" 
 
    He stopped eating and turned slowly to look up at her, catching her eyes with his. 
 
    "It's on the table," he literally growled at her. "Right now we have no idea if I can be cured. Until we know whether I can be, or if I'm just going to die anyway, the option remains on the table!" 
 
    "I'm warning you, Daniel!" she snarled. 
 
    He stood up, and still looking at her, he grabbed her shoulders and got right in her face. "If I'm going to die, I'm going to do it on my terms, not yours. Do you understand me? Find a way to keep me from dying, and I'll take it off the table. But we know he wants me! And that gives us leverage!" 
 
    "Well, now we have to find a way to keep Daniel alive," Aureate said, coming into the room. "Otherwise, who will be around to put Wrath in her place?"  
 
    Wrath growled and, turning around, stalked out of the room. 
 
    "Damn, I love that woman," he sighed, all but falling back into his seat as he resumed eating. 
 
    "My healer believes you will be able to take the cast off in a few hours. The hunger is normal, so do not be worried. The others have told me what happened last night, and of their desire to go back tonight and try again. 
 
    "I've already told Wrath I can and will supply you with better weapons for the next round." 
 
    He shook his head. "Doing the same thing again and again and expecting different results isn't the brightest idea I've heard today. We need to try something different." 
 
    "I do not know what you can do that is different, Daniel." 
 
    He nodded and thought about that, when a sudden inspiration struck him. 
 
    "Do you still have the ring, Aureate?" 
 
    She nodded. "Yes, of course." 
 
    "I'd like it back, please." 
 
    "Why do…oh, why yes, I understand," she said with a smile. "Weson wants the ring." 
 
    "Are you sure that's enough to convince him to trade us Lofn for it?" Olivia asked. 
 
    "If he doesn't, I'll put it on," he said angrily. 
 
    "If you put it on, Weson will most likely kill you," Aureate pointed out. 
 
    "If I put it on, he and the rest of his staff will be cursed," he replied. 
 
    "You can't be sure of that." 
 
    "Oh, yes, I can. My curse is a strong one, and with the addition of my women, it's only gotten stronger. Mine came first. I put that ring on, and he's fucked. Hell, I'll even call Godfrey and tell him what I'm planning to do, so if it doesn't work out, while they're fighting the curse, Godfrey will be fighting them!" 
 
    "But…" 
 
    "Weson can't kill him," Wrath said, bursting back into the room. "It's now a tenet of the curse! No one who's been sucked into it can kill Dan! He has to do this, or he'll be destroyed!" 
 
    Wrath ran over and hugged him, surprising the hell out of him, considering how mad she'd been just seconds before. 
 
    "Eh, I'm a demon, we're flighty," she said, smiling, and then she kissed him so hard he forgot all about food. 
 
    "Now, finish eating and once you feel up to it, we'll call Weson and have a little chat." 
 
    "I'll call," he said, looking up at her and then the others. "This is my idea, and it's my gambit. I want to be the one to sell it to him." 
 
    The girls all looked at each other and nodded. 
 
    "If that's what you want, hon, that's how we'll do it. 
 
      
 
    Weson was sitting in his office with Dave and Miles, going over the reports from the night's events. Richard Woller was downstairs supervising the repairs to the building. 
 
    "So how many people did we lose?" he asked Dave. 
 
    "One was killed on the first floor; he forgot to activate his armor spell. I don't think anyone thought they'd get past the wards or come in through one of the windows like that." 
 
    "Hell, even I thought it was another of those damn explosions Godfrey's people have been setting off the last few nights," Miles admitted. 
 
    Weson nodded in agreement. "We got used to their harassment, and got sloppy, but it tells us that little bastard is working with Godfrey." 
 
    "Why would Godfrey help him?" Dave asked. "He's got to know the whelp's history." 
 
    "Oh, I'm sure Godfrey will stab him in the back as soon as he'd finished doing that to me," Weson said. "So how many did we lose on the second floor?" 
 
    "Eight dead, three wounded. All from their magical weapons, which apparently only two of them had. The other three didn't. They also didn't seem to have any magical protections, because when Miles moved forward with the archers shooting acid and shock arrows, the ones at the back couldn't stop him." 
 
    Weson nodded. "And you're sure you hit two of them?" 
 
    "Yes," Miles said. "We got one with a shock arrow earlier on, and then another we hit in the back with two acid arrows as they carried off the third one. I don't think it was the kid, because they kept moving even after we shot them." 
 
    Weson nodded. "It's fortunate they hit the wrong side of the building, otherwise they would have in all possibility freed their friend." 
 
    "I don't know," Miles said. "We have a lot of guards there. I think their attack on the other side was an attempt to gain a foothold where we were weakest. Maybe they thought we didn't have magical weapons? If it wasn't for your golem, we might not have been able to hold them off." 
 
    "If they hit on the far side on purpose, that would seem to indicate they've got a source of information on the inside," Weson said with an angry frown. 
 
    "I'm not a big believer in chance, sir, you know that," Miles said. "While it may just be luck, I'd rather be sure." 
 
    Weson nodded and looked at Dave. 
 
    "What do you think?" Weson asked him. 
 
    "I think I'll look into it. Miles is right, I'd like to be sure as well." 
 
    "Okay. The next thing we need to look into are our wards. I don't know…" 
 
    Just then the phone on his desk rang. Weson stopped and looked at it. He'd told his secretary not to let any calls through, so either something important was happening, or she was about to get into a lot of trouble for disobeying him. 
 
    Grabbing the phone, he put it to his ear. "Yes?" 
 
    "Good morning, Steven. This is Aureate; you called me recently about one Daniel Westridge?" 
 
    Weson frowned, Why is this demon bitch calling me? 
 
    "What about him? Do you know where he is?" 
 
    "Oh, yes, I do. In fact, he's sitting right across from me." 
 
    "Hold on to him! I'll send someone down immediately." 
 
    "Actually, I believe he intends to pay you a visit. Here, perhaps you would like to talk to him." 
 
    "What!"  
 
    "Steve Weson?" a young man's voice came over the phone. 
 
    "You know who this is, you little bastard!" 
 
    "Well, just to be cordial, it's 'Dan' or 'Daniel'. I'm not anybody's bastard; otherwise your curse wouldn't have afflicted me." 
 
    Weson snorted. "Everyone knows you're a bastard; your father traded your mother to one of those lascivious demons so he'd be able to do magic! Hell, he told me himself about it! Why he kept your slut of a mother around after that, I have no idea!" 
 
    "I have your ring," Dan growled back over the phone. "Do you want it, or not?" 
 
    "Wait, you have your father's ring?" 
 
    "You just told me he wasn't my father; which is it, asshole?" 
 
    "Don't take airs with me, kid, or I'll do a number on that creature you so badly want to save!" Weson yelled back. 
 
    "Yes, that creature," Dan replied. "I'll give you the ring in exchange for her." 
 
    "And why would I want to do that? I'll get the ring back eventually, just like I'm going to get you!" 
 
    "You'll do it, because if you don't, I'm going to put it on!" 
 
    Weson laughed, boy was this kid an idiot. "Oh, please, by all means, put it on! Do you have any idea what that ring does?" 
 
    "Oh, I know exactly what it does," Dan said in the most pleased voice he could muster. "It's cursed, so once I put it on, I can't take it off, but you know the thing about curses, Steve?" 
 
    "Watch your mouth, kid!" 
 
    "I'm already cursed, Steve, and my curse is more powerful than the one on the ring! Plus my curse was there first! So guess what happens if I put your ring on?" 
 
    Weson was about to retort angrily when he saw Miles waving his hands frantically. Biting back his anger, he continued in a more pleasant tone of voice. 
 
    "Why don't you educate me, Mister Westridge?" 
 
    "You and everyone on your staff become subject to my curse! And here's the good part, you can't kill me because now you're part of the curse." Dan laughed. "You know, I think perhaps I'll call that Godfrey guy before I put it on so he knows what's coming!" 
 
    Covering the phone with his hand, Weson looked up at Miles, who was looking back at him in a panic. 
 
    "Is what he's telling us true?" Weson asked. 
 
    "Yes! It's true! I bet that's why the girls haven't been able to kill him! I should have thought of that! If he puts the ring on, the curse will spread to all of us, especially you!" 
 
    Weson uncovered the phone. "And why do you want that bitch anyway?" 
 
    "Ah, I see you're finally coming around to my point of view," Dan said and laughed. "You know what? I'll be honest. It's really quite simple; I can't break the curse, it's going to kill me, but they all promised—even swore an oath!—that if I helped free them all, they'd screw me to death! I mean really, who could turn down an offer like that?" 
 
    "That's it? Sex? That's what this is all about?" Weson said in disbelief. 
 
    "Well, that and I get to piss off the man who murdered my father and cursed me to death." 
 
    "He wasn't your father," Weson growled. 
 
    "Oh, look at this nice shiny ring. Maybe I should see how it fits?" Dan retorted. 
 
    "Okay, fine! You win! I'll give you back the demon slut, but only if you give me the ring first!" 
 
    "We'll swap them at the same time," Dan told him. "Honestly, if I really wanted you dead, I'd have put it on already. We'll do the exchange in Vacaville. Eight o'clock tonight." 
 
    "Vacaville! What the hell? We can do it here." 
 
    "Yeah, I don't trust you, and Vacaville doesn't belong to anybody, so it'll be neutral ground." 
 
    "I'll swear an oath!" 
 
    "Um, no. I've heard about your oaths, Weson. Lagoon Valley Park. Eight tonight. If you're not there, I guess I'll have to try this bad boy on for size." 
 
    Weson opened his mouth to retort, but the line had gone dead. 
 
    "Send somebody out there to get the drop on the kid!" 
 
    "I don't think we should take that chance, Steve," Dave said shaking his head. "Not until you've got the ring in your hand. After that? Sure, but if he puts the ring on and Godfrey knows he's thinking of doing it? He'll roll us up in a heartbeat." 
 
    "Okay, fine. I'm going to need to figure out how I'm gonna get that bitch there." 
 
      
 
    Daniel hung up the phone and just stared at it a moment. It couldn't be true, it really couldn't be. 
 
    Could it? 
 
    "I knew it!" Fawn said with a smile. "You heard it! Your father wasn't your real father! You're part demon!" 
 
    "But, but how?" 
 
    "There's a race of demons who were once worshipped here on Earth," Aureate said. "They were known philanderers, but they were quite powerful, and magically talented. They could take someone weak in magic and make them more powerful. But in order to do that, you had to give them something. You had to give them the most important thing there is—you had to give them a life." 
 
    "Doesn't that mean a sacrifice?" 
 
    "Not take a life. Give a life. You had to let them create one in the woman to which you had bound yourself." 
 
    "Oh, my god," Dan said as suddenly the dreams came back to him, only this time he could see the faces, he could see all their faces! The man in the hood was his father, and the woman who had been taken in the bed was his mother! 
 
    "Oh, shit," Wrath swore, "he's remembering it." 
 
    "How can I be remembering it! I wasn't there! I wasn't born yet!" Dan yelled. Of all the things to see, of all the visions, seeing his father turn his mother over to a, a, whatever it was, wasn't one he'd ever wanted to know! 
 
    "She slept with a Sobek," Wrath said, picking the image up out of his mind. "And unfortunately he relived some of it in a dream." 
 
    "How…distasteful," Aureate said.  
 
    "Well at least that explains one thing," Aella said with a grin. 
 
    "And that would be?" Dan complained. 
 
    "Sobeks are all about fertility, and they've got one hell of a reputation as lovers!" 
 
    He shook his head. Of all of the things to happen in his life, this wasn't one he would have wanted. But the truth of it was suddenly plain to see, why his father had always held back from him, ignored, or simply tolerated him. Hated him. Why his mother had grown cold, obviously unable to live with the constant reminder of her guilt, even if his father had asked her to do it. 
 
    Wrath rapped her knuckles on Aureate's desk, breaking him out of his funk, as well as the others who were experiencing his shock second hand. 
 
    "We're losing sight of the point here. We need to get packed up, we need to head out to Vallejo, and we need to do it soon. They've got all day to set up a surprise for us, and I'm sure that once he's got his grubby little paws on the ring, he's going to pull some kind of shit." 
 
    Everyone nodded in agreement to that. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Third Time's the Charm 
 
      
 
      
 
    "I'm nervous," Fawn said as they stood behind the small building that housed the bathrooms for the park. Thankfully they were far enough away from Sacramento that the limits were once again one hundred and thirteen feet. She had her drone hovering almost a thousand feet above them, and the camera on it was giving her a great view of the area.  
 
    "They're setting up," she said as a couple of pickup trucks and cars pulled off the exit to the west of the one for the park and turned down Lagoon Valley Road. The only real avenue of retreat was south down that road and into Fairfield. Once you got into Fairfield, you could go whichever way you wanted to. There was a second dirt road that went up into the hills as well, but it wasn't really the kind of thing you could take a car down. 
 
    Especially as there was a state prison back there, and they really didn't take kindly to strangers. So once you blocked the southern retreat, which could be done from out of sight of the spot they were meeting, it looked like they could do whatever they wanted to. Because as far as Weson's goons were concerned, Dan was now boxed in.  
 
    Fawn looked back at their van, which was parked across the access road right where the small bridge was. They'd even put up a bunch of signs that said 'Unexploded Bombs - Stay Out!' With the nearby Air Force base, they were hoping that would be good enough to warn off any sightseers. Then again, Wrath and Olivia were done up in what looked like military camos with AR-15s standing by the van as well. 
 
    Dan looked at his watch; it was almost game time. "You ready, honey?" he asked Aella, who smiled at him. 
 
    "Lover boy, I was born ready!" she teased him back, but even he could see she was nervous as her tail was dancing a little more than normal. 
 
    "Fawn, head back to the van, and sing out if anything unexpected happens." 
 
    Fawn nodded, trotted back to the van, and got behind it. 
 
    At exactly eight pm, a dark limousine came up the road from I-80 towards them. Dan held up his hands for it to stop when it got about a hundred feet away. The doors opened, and two men with what he guessed were magical weapons got out. After they'd finished scanning the area and making sure it was safe, Weson got out. 
 
    "Okay, I'm here," Weson called. 
 
    "Yes, I can see that, now let's see Lofn!" 
 
    "I want to see the ring first."  
 
    "Oh, please, I know you can feel it when it's this close. Show us Lofn, or I'll put the damn thing on, and the fun will really begin." 
 
    "Open the trunk," he heard Weson say, and as it popped open, he and one of the two men went around back and pulled out a large trunk. Opening it, they pulled out a woman who was gagged, blindfolded, and had her hands chained behind her back. 
 
    "Great, now release her." 
 
    "I do that, and she'll kill me," Weson said. 
 
    "Take the blindfold off and the gag out," Aella called out. "She'll do what I tell her to. 
 
    Dan noticed Lofn's head come up as soon as she heard Aella's voice. Aella noticed it, too. 
 
    "Come on, Weson, times a' wastin', and if you don't do what we say, I'm gonna wear this ring!" 
 
    "Do as the kid says," Weson ordered and moved to the other side of the limousine, away from where Lofn was. 
 
    "Lofn, can you hear me?" Aella called, and Lofn nodded.  
 
    "Once they take the chains off, walk up to the van straight in front of you. Wrath's there. Okay?" 
 
    Lofn nodded again. 
 
    "Okay, now take the chains off," Dan called out. 
 
    "Not until you give me the ring!" Weson yelled back. 
 
    "Shove it. I'm over here, and the van's all the way over there, but if it'll make you feel any happier, I'll walk towards you as she heads up to the van, okay?" Dan said as he and Aella moved away from the building. 
 
    "What about that demon with you?" 
 
    "I didn't complain about your bodyguards! So you can shut up about mine," Dan said. "Now, off with the chains, or it's on with the ring!" he said, and pulling something out of his pocket, he made it look like he was getting ready to put something on his finger. 
 
    "Take the chains off," Weson ordered. 
 
    Dan stopped and watched as they took them off, then Lofn slowly walked up the roadway towards the van. She didn't look all that good, and he got a good look at her. She had wings like Wrath's, and it looked like she had a serious set of horns on her head as well, but her long, dark hair was matted and filthy, so he couldn't tell. He was also having a hard time telling the color of her skin due to all the dirt and bruising that covered her.  
 
    But even with that, she really had a killer body, it looked…welcoming would be the best way he would describe it. The tail behind her almost dragged on the ground, the color matching her hair except for the very tip, which looked almost like a bone dart, only it was black instead of white. 
 
    Dan moved further away from the building, moving as slowly as Lofn was. She smiled a little when she saw Aella, but the look she gave him was pure hunger. 
 
    "Maybe if you're good," he whispered and winked. She smiled slowly, then turned her head to focus on the van. 
 
    "Throw me the ring!" 
 
    "Nope. We wait until she's safe inside the van. Then I'll toss it to you."  
 
    The next minute was the longest of his life. When Lofn got to Wrath, Wrath gave her a quick pat down, pulled something off her, and tossed it into the water, then hustled her around to the other side of the van, and he heard the door slam. 
 
    Smiling at them, Dan pulled out a small black jewelry box and threw it high in the air. Weson looked confused for a moment, then smiling, he stepped forward and caught it. Opening the box, he pulled out the ring. 
 
    "It's the ring! Kill them!" he said as three more people piled out of the car, firing magical weapons at them. 
 
    Dan and Aella turned and ran, and as the magical bolts passed through their bodies, they disappeared. 
 
    In actuality, Dan and Aella where already halfway to the van from behind the small building. Aella had used her displacer abilities to make it look like they were moving towards Weson, when in fact they were hiding behind the small building. Dan had thrown an empty box into the air, while Aella, using one of her longer and stronger tentacles, had thrown it from behind the building with enough force to reach Weson. Her other tentacle had remained wrapped tightly around him so she could make him appear beside her. 
 
    As they came around the van, there were 3 two-person ATVs parked there. Wrath and Lofn were in one, Olivia and Fawn in the second, and they both took off as Aella and he jumped into the third one and followed, heading up the hill. The moment they passed the water towers, the van blew up with enough force to kill anyone within a hundred feet, though he was sure Weson and his goons would have enough magical protection to save them from serious injury. 
 
    However they were equally sure Weson's car and the ones behind it would not. After all, who wastes protection spells on an automobile?  
 
    Tearing over the hills and through the trees, they followed the path they'd marked earlier, and when they came to the dead-end street, they drove up into the open back of the toy-hauler, one of Aureate's people hit the button to raise the ramp, ran around to the front, hopped in, and drove off before it was fully closed. 
 
    They were headed out of the neighborhood and south on the main road, away from the area, before Weson even had any idea which way they'd gone. 
 
    "Is anybody hurt?" Wrath called out. 
 
    "I'm good! Fawn said. 
 
    "Fine," Olivia replied next. 
 
    "I'm okay," Aella said. 
 
    "If I wasn't, you'd know already from reading my mind," Dan said, smiling. "How's Lofn doing?" 
 
    "Not too well, I'm afraid," Wrath said as they gathered around her. 
 
    Looking down at her, he could she was panting heavily. Her lips were pale, and she looked weak. Her eyes saw him then, they locked with his, and he could see it. She was hungry, very hungry. And he was food. She wanted him, but it was obvious she didn't have the strength to get him. 
 
    "I don't know what they did to her, but I think she's dying," he said, and kneeling on the seat of the ATV next to her, he reached out and grabbed her. 
 
    "Dan, I don't think you should do that!" Wrath warned. 
 
    "I don't think we have a choice," he said, and putting his arms around her, he pulled her against him. The scent of fear was the strongest on her, but he could almost detect a faint scent of chocolate. "Don't gorge, save some for later," he whispered in her ear, then he turned to face her as her lips parted and the look in her eyes became almost feral. 
 
    He kissed her. 
 
    It was like kissing an electrical socket; the strength of her need sapped his strength almost immediately. Pulling her closer, he could actually feel his life slowly draining out of him and into her. He could feel the heat returning to her body, her breathing slowed, her arms came up to grab his head, and she held on as she continued to drain him.  
 
    He let her continue for a good ten count, but she was pulling from him too fast, which surprised him. He didn't think she'd be able to drain so much from something as simple as a kiss! He tried to push her back then to separate himself from her, to slow her down. She wasn't going to die now, but if she kept this up, she'd be hurting him. Hell, she was already hurting him! He pushed harder, but she had a death grip on him now and wasn't letting go.  
 
    He felt the others then peeling her hands off of him, and as he got free, he heard her gasping, pleading desperately, "He's mine! He's mine! You gave him to me! Let me have him!" 
 
    Wrath pulled him out of Lofn's lap, and Aella dropped into it, pinning her in place, replacing his lips with hers. 
 
    "Umm, maybe I should have let Aella do that first," he mumbled as he fell to the floor, back propped up against the one of the walls. 
 
    "Wouldn't have worked," Fawn said. 
 
    "That was a foolish thing you did," Wrath growled. "But damn if I don't love you for doing it." 
 
    He shook his head. "I don't understand." 
 
    "We can't feed her when she's this weak. It takes effort for her to feed from us because of what we are. But humans?" 
 
    "Humans are easy," Fawn said. "And you're probably the first one she's fed from in decades." 
 
    "Huh. Didn't know that. I think I'll go to sleep now," he told them as he passed out. 
 
      
 
    # 
 
      
 
    By the time they got back to Aureate's place, Wrath noted that Lofn had settled down and didn't seem to be as ravenous as when she'd latched on to Dan. They'd each taken a turn with her, and she'd gotten a lot more of her strength back. They were all happy to have her back, and made sure she knew that, and that she was safe now.  
 
    But to some extent or another, none of them were happy with what had transpired between her and Dan. Wrath had been honest with him, but her feelings were conflicting. She was so happy to have Lofn back, and she was proud of Dan for the risk he'd taken to make sure she was okay. 
 
    But she was also a little unhappy with what Lofn had tried to do. 
 
    She let Olivia and Fawn see to Dan to make sure he was put to bed and taken care of. She then had Aella take Lofn to the showers and help her clean herself. Lofn was still a little shaky, but it was obvious she was recovering now. 
 
      
 
    "Why is everyone upset with me, Aella?" she asked when they'd rinsed the last of the soap from her hair. 
 
    "Because you almost killed Dan." 
 
    "Dan?" 
 
    "The young male human who kissed you." 
 
    "Oooooh, him. He was delicious! I haven't eaten like that since…" Lofn smiled, then frowned, then looked confused. "Why did you take him away? Wasn't he for me to eat?" 
 
    Aella snapped her fingers in front of Lofn's face and all but yelled at her, "Hello! Anybody home? I thought you didn't kill humans anymore?" 
 
    "But," she looked confused again, "but isn't that why you gave him to me? I…I thought…" 
 
    "Dan gave himself to you when he saw you might be dying. Don't you remember what he said to you?" 
 
    "He, he did that on his own?" 
 
    Aella nodded. 
 
    "Why? Why would a healthy young man give himself to a monster like me?" 
 
    Sighing, Aella put her arms around Lofn and hugged her. 
 
    "You're not a monster, Lofn. No more than the rest of us, and not at all to the likes of Daniel. When the fates of the Twenty-Nine threw him and Wrath together, they became lovers, and he promised her he'd help her free all of us from the traps Weson had placed us in." 
 
    "I'm…sorry," she said slowly. "I was just so hungry. I've been in that cage for s-so ver-very long. I was tortured over and over, and he never fed me. Never gave me anything." Lofn cried, hiccupping softly. "I hurt him, didn't I? I…I wasn't thinking. The hunger just, just took over." 
 
    "Sssh, Dan's fine. You didn't take enough to seriously injure him; he'll recover." 
 
    "Please don't be mad at me." 
 
    Aella smiled and kissed her. "I'm not mad at you. I just want you to understand that Dan isn't food. I want you to remember the reasons you stopped killing people." 
 
    "H-he tasted so good," Lofn sighed. "It was…you better keep him away from me, Aella. I don't want to chance losing control." 
 
    Aella snorted. "That might be hard. I suspect Dan's going to want to meet you and get to know you. Also, there's a few things we're all hoping you'll do." 
 
    "And they involve him, don't they?"  
 
    "Yes. First of all, you're going to need to swear a blood oath with him." 
 
    Lofn flinched. "I just got out of one prison; please don't ask me to go into another!" 
 
    Aella sighed. "It's not like that. Here, let me explain." 
 
    She then spent the next half hour going over Dan's curse, how the oath had come about, and the others' involvement. She brought up what their blood was doing to him, as well as the recent discovery that, while apparently human, his father was actually a demon as well. 
 
    "So you want me to sleep with him and see if I can figure out how to save him?" 
 
    "That about sums it up. Though honestly? I'll be surprised if he doesn't put the moves on you as soon as he's up and about." 
 
    "Umm, I don't know if that'll be wise, Aella." 
 
    "Oh, I'm sure Wrath and he will be fighting over it." Aella grinned. 
 
    "Would you sleep with me tonight?" Lofn said suddenly and shivered. 
 
    "I'm sure we'll all be taking turns sleeping with you, love." 
 
    Lofn smiled. "I'd like that." 
 
      
 
    Wrath yawned, it was sometime around midnight, and they were all together with Lofn. Dan was out cold and wouldn't be waking until the morning, so they hadn't felt guilty about leaving him in the small bedroom next door. 
 
    "Wrath?" Lofn asked. 
 
    "Yes?" 
 
    "I, I did something bad, and I lied about it earlier to Aella," Lofn said in a distressed voice. 
 
    Frowning, Wrath sat up in bed, reached over, and shook Aella awake, then she slid closer to Lofn and pulled her into her lap. In all the years she'd known Lofn, she'd never heard her sound like this before. She'd always been calm and sure—distress wasn't something she'd have expected to hear from her. 
 
    "What?" Aella asked, yawning. 
 
    "Wake the others." 
 
    Nodding, Aella shook Fawn and Olivia awake. 
 
    "Okay," Wrath said. "What did you want to tell us?" 
 
    Lofn sighed heavily. "I lied to Aella earlier today when I said I hadn't been fed by Weson while I was in that cage, the one he kept me in while experimenting on me." 
 
    "Oh, shit, honey," Aella said. 
 
    Lofn nodded. "He fed me several humans, and I sucked them dry," she said, eyes tearing up. "I broke my promise, the one I made to myself. I promised I'd never kill another human, but I did." 
 
    "He forced you to, it wasn't your fault," Fawn said. 
 
    "I could have resisted! I mean, I tried, but after a while…" 
 
    Wrath sighed and shook her head. "If he gave them to you, that means he would have killed them if you didn't. I know it's a terrible thing for you, but you can't blame yourself." 
 
    The other three were quick to agree. 
 
    "I, I understand what you're saying, but I'm not sure I'm who you want anymore. That's also why I'm afraid of seeing Dan again." 
 
    "Well, at least that explains why you thought he'd been brought for you to eat," Aella said with a heavy sigh. 
 
    "I don't think we should tell him about this, at least not right away," Fawn said. 
 
    "I don't think it'd scare him," Aella replied. 
 
    "No, but it'd sure as hell piss him off. If there's anything that'd make him do something stupid, hearing this is surely high on the list." 
 
    "All the more reason I should avoid him," Lofn said. 
 
    "You need to take the oath with him." 
 
    "I don't know if I can," Lofn admitted, "because I don't know if I can restrain myself anymore." 
 
    "Come tomorrow, I suspect you're gonna have to," Aella said with a snicker, "because that boy is nothing if not fearless." 
 
    "Aella's right, Lofn," Olivia said. "Dan's not afraid of us. Not at all. I bet he's not even afraid of you. It's," she sighed and smiled happily, "nice." 
 
    "It's very nice," Wrath agreed. "He stood up to me when we first met, and considering the shape he was in then? A strong breeze would have knocked him over. Honestly? I think you'll like him." 
 
    Lofn sighed and shook her head. "I will think about it," was all she could say. 
 
      
 
    # 
 
      
 
    He woke up in the same bed he'd woken up in last time. Only there weren't any bandages on him. Well, there was an IV hooked up to him, but that was it. 
 
    "Ah, you're awake," Wrath said from where she was sitting next to him. "How are you feeling?"  
 
    "Tired and hungry." He laughed. "Very hungry. How's Lofn?" 
 
    "She's better," Wrath said, then hesitated a moment. 
 
    "But?" he asked as he carefully sat up and looked into her eyes. 
 
    "She's pretty upset over what she did to you. She could have killed you." 
 
    Dan snorted and held his arm out so she could remove the IV needle. 
 
    "I wasn't worried. I knew the rest of you would pry her off if she tried to take too much." 
 
    "She lost control, hon. That's not typical of her, and it's something she's pretty embarrassed about," Wrath said as she carefully pulled out the needle and stuck a piece of gauze on it to stop the bleeding. 
 
    "Well, food first, then I guess I'll talk to her." 
 
    "Umm, I'm not sure that's wise, Dan." 
 
    He snorted. "If I'd stuck to wise, I'd still be starving to death in that flophouse. I'll talk to her, and I'll do it alone. I just know the four of you probably yelled at her more than enough already. Hell, I bet that was worse for her than losing control with me." 
 
    Wrath gave him a look, and for the first time ever, he noticed her ears were splayed. 
 
    "Aw, shit, you really did let her have it, didn't you?"  
 
    "Aella yelled at her, and I think the rest of us were all a little mad at first." 
 
    "Come on, help me get my pants on, then I gotta eat something. As soon as I'm done, I'll patch it all up." 
 
    "You're still such a dork," Wrath grumbled and helped him get into his pants. 
 
    "Yeah, but you love me anyway, and I love you, too. Any news on Weson?" 
 
    "The explosion attracted the police, and there were a lot of questions asked. But best as we can tell, he didn't get in any trouble, though losing his car stopped his attempts to follow us." 
 
    Dan nodded and let her lead him to the lunchroom. "How long was I out, anyway?" 
 
    "About eighteen hours. It's Wednesday." 
 
    "Wednesday?" He frowned. "Then how come I don't feel like shit? Shouldn't I be having problems by now?" 
 
    Wrath grinned at him. "We had Aureate's doc draw a little blood from each of us and put it in your IV." 
 
    He nodded. "I wonder how many times we can get away with that?"  
 
    "No idea. Mr. Wang was here and examined you while you were out. Apparently now that he knows you're in fact part demon, and which demon it is, he's very excited." 
 
    Walking into the room, he sat down and dug into the food there with a vengeance. He would have laughed if he hadn't been so busy eating. It seemed these days, eating had become one of his favorite pastimes; he sure did enough of it. 
 
    Each of the girls came in one at a time to give him a hug and a kiss, and he could tell all of them were conflicted. That made him pause and look at them a moment before he continued to eat. He was coming to realize that, while he couldn't read their minds, he was getting good at reading their moods. He'd thought they'd all be a lot happier because they had Lofn back. 
 
    But what had happened between him and Lofn obviously bothered them. In a way, it made him feel good. He knew they loved Lofn a lot, and they listened to her a lot. That they'd put him on par with her both surprised and pleased him.  
 
    Because until he'd met them, no one other than his brother had ever seemed to love him before. 
 
    "Okay, where is she?" he said, standing up and taking a last drink of water. 
 
    "Umm, are you sure…" Aella started, and he cut her off. 
 
    "Yes, please? Just take me to her." 
 
    Aella nodded and led him down the hallway, with the others following, to a room and opened the door. Stepping inside, he put his hand on her chest and slowly pushed her backwards. 
 
    "Alone," he said and scowled at them all until they backed up.  
 
    Closing the door, he locked it, then turned to look at Lofn. 
 
    She was beautiful. Alluring, attractive, completely sexy, everything a young man would find exciting, he was sure. Her long auburn hair was clean and brushed out. The horns that curled back over her head were clearly visible. She had her wings furled, though he suspected they weren't quite as big as Wrath's.  
 
    Her skin was clean and fair, the bruises on her body were already fading, and her golden-yellow eyes were watching him closely as she sat there, wearing a bra and panties and nothing else. She really did have a killer figure, and while he knew she was strong—probably stronger than him—it didn't show in the soft curves of her body. 
 
    "I'm Dan. I'd welcome you to my curse, but fortunately or otherwise, you've escaped that little problem. How are you feeling?" he asked as he walked over to her. 
 
    "Why are you here? I almost killed you! We shouldn't be alone," she finished, sounding a little nervous. 
 
    "Why should I be afraid of you?" he asked, sitting down across from her. "You were starving to death! I knew the others would stop you before you killed me." 
 
    "But I wanted to kill you! I wanted to drink all of you!" 
 
    Dan nodded. "I kinda got that impression from the look you gave me before I kissed you." 
 
    "You were foolish! You shouldn't have done it!" 
 
    He frowned at her. "And what? Let you die?" 
 
    "Yes!" 
 
    "Oh, don't give me that bullshit! I'm already dying! I'm sure they've gone into great detail over what I'm dealing with. So I took a risk! But it was worth it. You're alive, we're both fine, and as soon as you stop acting like an idiot and I tell the girls to forgive you, we can all get on with our lives." 
 
    "I'm acting like an idiot?" she growled and leaned forward. He let himself be distracted by her truly impressive cleavage. "You just locked yourself in a room with a demon who views you as prey, as food! And you have the nerve to say I'm the one acting like an idiot?" 
 
    "Then why haven't you grabbed me and started feeding?" he asked her. "I'm within arm's reach! If you're so dangerous to me, why haven't you done anything?" he asked calmly. Yeah, she could kill him—any of them could. He was more than used to that idea by now. 
 
    "Because they'll all be mad at me," she grumbled and looked down at her feet. 
 
    "Oh, come on! That's not the only reason!" he said. "Fawn told me you haven't eaten from a human in decades!" 
 
    Lofn sighed. "Yes," she said softly, still looking at her feet. "I've killed my fair share of humans. Taken them to bed, drained them. Some I toyed with for days, weeks, longer even. Some I just sucked down in a single night. I was bad. Evil, even. Because I was stupid.  
 
    "But one day I realized what I was doing, and that it was wrong for me to do it. Yesterday I almost did it again…" 
 
    "But you didn't," Dan told her. 
 
    She looked up at him. "But I wanted to." 
 
    "But you didn't.  
 
    "Look, they all love you, and I'm pretty sure you love them. They mean the world to me, and there was no way I wasn't going to take that chance. I owe it to them because of what they are to me, and what they've done for me. Because I love them. 
 
    "And if you really love them, too, you owe it to them to forgive yourself, just as they owe it to me," he said, raising his voice a little, "to forgive you as well." 
 
    "You don't understand," she said, looking up at him, and he could see it in her eyes. She was still hungry, but not in the way she'd been before. "I still want to eat you, Daniel. You were so delicious, so full of life and energy. I could even taste the others within you." 
 
    "So how about we put that bed over there to good use, then?" he said with a smile. 
 
    Lofn shook her head and chuckled. "You're a very foolish young man. You know I want to drain you, yet you still want to feel my embrace?" 
 
    He laughed. "I don't want to die, but I do want to love you, and I want you to love me." 
 
    "Why?" she asked him with a frown. 
 
    "Because they love you! What do you think? I don't…" He sighed. "I can't really put it into words. But it comes down to this; I'm willing to feed you if you're willing to control yourself and not kill me. Hell, I'll feed you as often as you want, or as you need.  
 
    "But you don't need me to survive. The others take care of that already; I know, because they've told me. But honestly? I would love to help with that. Because you're obviously someone special." 
 
    She stared at him. "No human has ever made the offer to me that you just have, Daniel." 
 
    "Yes, well, as Fawn will tell you, I'm not quite human. And as Wrath won't hesitate to say, I'm a complete dork." 
 
    He stood up and held out his hand. "Come, let me love you." 
 
    "I'm afraid," she said, taking his hand and letting him pull her up to her feet. 
 
    "Of what?" 
 
    "Of losing control again. I've never lost control before." 
 
    He smiled at her and pulled her into his arms. Unsurprisingly, she was shorter than him, at least as short as Fawn. 
 
    "I have faith in you," he said and, looking down at her, he lowered his lips to hers and kissed her. 
 
    He felt a slight electric tingle as their lips met, and he knew she was tasting him just as he was now tasting her. She reminded him of chocolate and raspberries, a truly wonderful combination.  
 
    Sweeping her up into his arms, he carried her over to the bed, kissing her a second time. 
 
    "How much of me do you need?" 
 
    She smiled and put her hand up against the side of his head. "I don't need any of you right now, but I do want, Daniel. I want from you very much." 
 
    "Okay, but please don't take so much that I spend another day passed out in bed." 
 
    "I think the others would be mad at me if I did that," she agreed with a nod. 
 
    "Well, yeah, I don't think they can take twenty-four hours without getting laid!" he said with a grin as he laid her back onto the bed and quickly shed his pants. 
 
    Climbing onto the bed beside her, he undid the front clasp on her bra next, then laid down beside her, put his arms around her, and kissed her once again, taking his time with her. He learned then that she not only had a talented tongue, but she also had a long tongue, and she was quite adept at using it as they kissed.  
 
    When they finally broke the kiss, she started to roll him back, but he put a hand on her and gently pushed her back. "Relax," he told her as he slowly kissed his way down her body. He was horny as hell right now, and he wanted to get to know this luscious woman—who just might be the death of him—a lot better.  
 
    After all, he might not get another chance! 
 
    He paused a moment and looked up at her. 
 
    "Hmm?" 
 
    "I'm not used to my lover not being able to read my mind!" He laughed. Lowering his head, he took one of her nipples between his teeth and gave it a tug. 
 
    "I was just thinking that I need to make sure I get to know you really well the first time just in case there isn't another one," he said, looking up at her and grinning. 
 
    "You are a very naughty boy!" Lofn laughed. 
 
    "I've had good teachers," he agreed and kneaded her breasts as he licked at her nipples and teased them with his teeth. He was surprised at how responsive she was, but then again, it made sense. She was all about sex, so of course she'd enjoy it.  
 
    When he continued kissing his way down to her sex, she was more than ready for his attentions, and she really did taste of chocolate and raspberries! Putting her legs over his shoulders, he used his thumbs to spread her lips and dove in, hoping he'd be able to please this beauty who knew far more about sex then he ever would. 
 
    When she grabbed his hair with both hands and wrapped her legs around his neck as she gasped, moaned, and encouraged him both with words and the tugging on his head, he stopped worrying and put all those things Wrath and Aella had taught him to good use.  
 
    When she finally unwrapped her legs and pulled his head up, he was more than ready to crawl up over her body and cover her, bending her back as he kept her legs over his shoulders. Reaching down, she guided him inside her. He didn't hesitate, entering her completely. 
 
    He pushed her down, bending her back even more, and forcing her hips up so he could take her harder and deeper as he touched her lips to hers again. He could see the hunger in her eyes, and raising his head a little, he smiled at her. 
 
    "Time to feed, my sexy little succubus," he said as he continued to drive his hips into hers, and she twisted and turned slightly beneath him, contributing to both of their pleasure. 
 
    "You, you sure?" she asked as she panted. 
 
    Lowering his hands to either side of her head, he gently took hold of her, lowered his lips to hers, and kissed her. 
 
    "Yes. I want to love you, and I want to feel your love. I trust you, and I want to be one of the people who feeds you." 
 
    She grabbed his head suddenly, then and pulled him down into the kind of kiss they'd shared when she'd fed on him last time. Only she didn't feed from his mouth. He felt it then, a light tickle in his balls that quickly grew in power as she drained him from their deep and intimate connection. Suddenly he was there, the feeling increasing as he came into her, hard, and she held him tight as she welcomed his power with her own orgasm. 
 
    It was one of the most intense things he'd ever felt, and he almost lost himself in it as they both shook and shivered, holding each other tight, not breaking the kiss until she suddenly let go of him and he found himself gasping for air. 
 
    She looked at him, eyes wild for a moment, then she raised her head and kissed him on the nose. 
 
    "So the girls tell me I need to swear a blood oath?" she said, looking happy for the first time since he'd met her. 
 
    "Yup! And you get to join my harem!" He laughed and hugged her, then let her legs slide off his shoulders. But rather than letting them fall flat, she instead wrapped them around his waist. 
 
    "Oh, it's your harem now, is it?" she said with a grin. 
 
    "Yup, and I like to welcome each member personally!" 
 
    "And when do I get to meet the other members of this harem of yours?" 
 
    "If they haven't found a key for the door by now, I suspect Aella's axe will be dealing with the lock shortly." 
 
    "I don't know if this bed is big enough," she said, looking around. 
 
    "Well, there's always the floor," he teased as he heard the door unlock. 
 
    "Are you sure you're up to it?"  
 
    "Only one way to find out!" he said and kissed her, then he felt something sting him between the shoulders, and a curious sensation flowed through him. 
 
    "What was that?" he asked, looking at her as she giggled. 
 
    "Succubi venom is a very strong aphrodisiac, Daniel. I just want to be sure the other harem members aren't left out." 
 
    He frowned at her. 
 
    "I just ate a tenth of your life force, surely you've got to be feeling tired!" 
 
    "Actually, I felt fine, but now," he grinned as he started to feel incredible, "I think come the morning, they're all either going to love you or hate you for what I'm going to do to all of you." 
 
    "Huh?" 
 
    "Didn't they tell you my father was a Sobek?" 
 
    The slightly panicked expression on her face as the others laughed made it truly worthwhile. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Five of a Perfect Pair 
 
      
 
    The five of them sat around him while he slept. 
 
    "If I couldn't feel his mind, I'd swear he was dead," Aella said. "When he goes out, he really goes out." 
 
    "Damn, that was fun! I can't wait for you to sting him again!" Fawn giggled, then stretched and yawned.  
 
    "I think I'll be restraining myself from stinging him again," Lofn said. 
 
    "Aww!" Fawn and Aella chorused together. 
 
    "This month," Lofn then added with an evil grin. 
 
    They all smiled. 
 
    "So the curse, what do we do about it?" Wrath asked. 
 
    Lofn frowned. "I'm not sure. There are several things we can try. I think I'd like to try faking his death." 
 
    "How would that work?" Olivia asked. 
 
    "If Weson believed he was dead, that might satisfy the curse." 
 
    "Sounds like a strange way to end a curse." 
 
    "Yes, but as we've seen, this curse has a lot of rules put on it to increase its power. Seriously, I'm wondering if a death certificate, all nice and legal, might suffice." 
 
    "Maybe we should try that on one of us and not him," Wrath suggesting while looking thoughtful. "The conditions surrounding one of our deaths are probably a lot less involved than his." 
 
    "Do both," Aella said. "Why take chances?" 
 
    Lofn nodded. "I guess we should talk to Aureate about it after our Dan wakes up. How long until the effects of the oath I swore during the night wear off?" 
 
    "Three, four days?" Wrath told her. "But if he takes our blood while marking us, it seems to help him go longer than that." 
 
    "Maybe we should swear a new set of oaths?" Fawn suggested. 
 
    Both Wrath and Lofn shook their heads. "I don't believe that would help," Lofn said. 
 
    "He's already got blood from each of us," Wrath added. "We could add more demons, but honestly? I'm not so sure I want to share!" she finished with a grin. 
 
    "What about after we break the curse?" Olivia asked. "I've been looking through some of the books Aureate has here, and I've even sent a few messages to some friends. But I haven't found anything in the way of a cure." 
 
    "We don't cure him," Lofn said. 
 
    "What! If we don't cure him, he'll die!" Fawn said, and the others nodded. 
 
    "You're looking at it wrong. What's been saving him?" 
 
    "Our blood?" 
 
    Lofn nodded. "Exactly, our blood. And what does our blood do to him?" 
 
    "It makes him more like one of us," Wrath said as it dawned on her. 
 
    "Yes, you've been making him into a demon, and it's been working, because he's already got a demonic nature inside him. If we make that part of him dominant, make him a demon with a human part instead of a human with a demon part, everything will be fine, and best of all…" she said, looking around the room. 
 
    "We can keep him!" Fawn giggled. 
 
    "Well, that too," Lofn smiled, "but best of all, he'll still taste like a human, but I'll be able to drink all I want!" 
 
    Lofn never saw the pillow Wrath hit her with, knocking her flat. 
 
      
 
    Grumbling, he opened his eyes and sat up. He was still tired, but the amount of noise coming from the room was just too much to sleep through. Looking around, he saw there was an epic pillow fight going on. 
 
    That stopped him and gave him pause. He was watching five demons having a pillow fight. What the hell? How did that even happen? And they were naked, too! It was like one of those fantasies you read about. Five, hot, sexy, naked women romping around with feathers floating everywhere. 
 
    Surely he'd died and gone to heaven. 
 
    As soon as he thought that, he realized his mistake as they turned and looked at him, pillows in hand and truly evil smiles on their faces. 
 
    Then they attacked. 
 
      
 
    End Book II 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Afterword 
 
      
 
      
 
    Hello everyone and welcome to Book II in the Dan's Inferno series. First off, I'd like to thank you for purchasing and reading my story. I do hope you enjoyed it. If you did, I would also like to ask that you please review it on Amazon and hopefully give it a positive review, which is 4 or 5 stars. As an independent author, reviews are my lifeblood, and giving me a positive review helps dramatically with Amazon's promotional algorithms.  
 
    You would be shocked to know just how much of an effect it has. There are other authors out there who intentionally give 'bad' reviews to their competitors in hopes of destroying them, and a single negative review outweighs the positive effects of five or six good ones.  
 
    Also the bit about '50 reviews' is true, however no one knows exactly what that number is. So please, if you enjoyed it, rate it and maybe even say a few words. Saying 'I liked it' is perfectly acceptable. I know I've used that myself more than once. 
 
      
 
    As I stated in the last book (For those of you who read these afterwords) I realize I haven't been very productive this year; however, there have been a lot of things that made for a difficult year. 
 
    Thankfully those things are all over, even if it was rough at the time. I also need to remember that I have all of you to be thankful for. It really is my job to do my best to keep you entertained and try to put a smile on your face. So I'm hopeful, as this series continues and the other series grow or new ones are introduced, that I can continue to make all of you happy.  
 
    That and being able to put food on the table are two of my favorite things! 
 
      
 
    Now! As always, Some Recommendations:  
 
    Some other people I enjoy reading in this genre, and you might, as well:  
 
    William D. Arand (aka Randi Darren)– If you haven't already, please check him out, he's good. I've been a big fan of William's since I discovered his work. It was kind of a funny moment for me when I found out he was a fan of my stuff as well. I'm honestly beginning to suspect that he can't write a bad story, because every book he writes is just so much better than the one before. You should really buy his books. 
 
    Blaise Corvin – The Delvers books are really a lot of fun and very much worth it. When I first came across his Delvers LLC books, I almost felt kind of jealous, because I was like 'why didn't I think of that?' I do think if you like my stuff, you'll like his as well, so check it out! And definitely give the Nora Hazard book a try ('Mitigating Risk' is the first one). I really enjoyed that series. 
 
    Michael-Scott Earle – Yes! Michael-Scott IS back, he's just not on Amazon anymore. If you want to find him and read his works again, please go here: 
 
    https://www.michaelscottearle.com/books-1 
 
    Michael is a great guy and he's always been quick with advice when I've needed some.  
 
    Hondo Jinx - I'm a big fan of 'Power Mage'. Lots of action, lots of fun. I love that his main character is a former Bull Rider. Those guys are crazy! 
 
    Daniel Schinhofen - another great author you should consider checking out as well. 
 
      
 
    They're all good people and great writers. 
 
    If you're into 'Harem' type fiction, you may also want to check out this group on Facebook to see who else is writing it that you might like: 
 
    https://www.facebook.com/groups/haremlit/ 
 
      
 
    Again, thank you for your support and for buying my books. 
 
    My Amazon Author's webpage: 
 
    https://www.amazon.com/Jan-Stryvant/e/B06ZY7L62L/ 
 
    Occasional announcements at: 
 
    https://stryvant.blogspot.com/ 
 
    Jan Stryvant website at:  
 
    http://www.vanstry.net/stryvant/ 
 
    (The stuff written under my real name - check it out, you might like it too!) 
 
    John Van Stry website at:  
 
    http://www.vanstry.net/ 
 
    Email: 
 
    stryvant@gmail.com 
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