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        Uproariously witty, deliciously provocative, and just plain fun! No one delivers side-splitting humor and mouth-watering sensuality like Robyn Peterman.

      

        

      
        This is entertainment at its absolute finest!

      

        

      
        ~ Darynda Jones, NY Times Bestselling Author of the Charley Davidson Series
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        Fashionably Forever After was a delight to write. Satan’s adventures took me on a wildly hilarious ride. It was so much fun, I know I will be writing about Satan and Elle again soon!

      

        

      
        However, writing the story is only part of the journey to getting a book published. There are many people to thank and I’m a lucky girl to have such a talented and wonderful support system.

      

        

      
        Rebecca Poole—your covers are the bomb! Thank you.

      

        

      
        Meg Weglarz—you saved me from a really big booboo in this one! LOL. Thank you.

      

        

      
        Donna McDonald—a gal couldn’t ask for a tougher, brilliant and more awesome critique partner. Thank you.

      

        

      
        Wanda and Susan—you are the best beta readers in the Universe. I adore you. Thank you.
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        This one is for the fans of the Hot Damned Series! I hope you enjoy reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it!
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        A movie deal for the Devil’s autobiography slash romance? Priceless.

      

        

      
        Maybe I should choose George Clooney to play me in the movie… No. Too gray.

      

        

      
        As much as I can’t see anyone playing me but me, I have far more important issues on my agenda—like finding the woman who stole my soul. Well, not exactly stole… I might have made the switch and taken hers, but the Siren, Elle Rinoa, has my soul nonetheless.

      

        

      
        Maybe Brad Pitt would be a good Lucifer… No. Too blond.

        Fate and I are on a crash course with destiny looking for the one woman who can change both of our lives—mine for the better—Fate’s for the worse. Never in my wildest imaginings did I think the Devil could have a happily ever after, but now I have hope.

      

        

      
        Maybe Jamie Dornan would do me justice… No. Fifty shades of wrong.

      

        

      
        Armed with a tremendously bad attitude and my two grumpy nieces in tow, I will find my woman and make her stay—even if I have to cuff her to me for the rest of eternity. Elle Rinoa is mine and as soon as she sees everything my way we will be fine.

      

        

      
        Maybe Dwayne Johnson would be an excellent Satan… No. Too bald.

      

        

      
        Whatever. With my insane mother proposing a disturbingly psychotic plan to find my girl and my father breaking every appliance in Heaven and Hell, I feel I have no choice but to go with my mother’s half baked scheme. I’ve done crazy, but this one will take the cake or put me six feet under—for real.

      

        

      
        How about Joe Manganiello playing me… No. I’m prettier.

      

        

      
        My Siren doesn’t know what’s about to hit her. I play for keeps and I play to win. Of course I cheat, but that’s neither here nor there.

      

        

      
        It’s showtime folks.
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      I placed the amethyst orb on my desk and stared in wonder. It sparkled and winked at me as I gazed into its glittery depths. I gently ran my index finger over it—soft, smooth, feminine, and a little bit dangerous. I could feel her. She was still with me in a surreal sense of the word.

      “Hello, little soul. You’re just as beautiful as your owner.”

      Of course, the soul didn’t answer. It simply continued to shimmer peacefully on the black mahogany desk.

      “Won’t my Siren be surprised when she takes out the soul I gave her?” I asked with a laugh as I leaned back in my chair with the satisfaction of a job well done.

      I didn’t need an answer. I already knew it. She would be shocked, appalled and furious. And if she were here, she’d set me ablaze for what I’d done.

      The switch had been simple. I’d put my hand on my heart and silently called forth my soul. There would never be anyone more surprised than me that I actually had one—and it was just as my stunning Elle had described it. My soul was the gorgeous gold of an Angel with the beautiful dark outer rim of a Demon, and it was now in her safekeeping, just as hers was in mine.

      Picking up the orb and holding it in my hands, I carefully pressed it to my lips.

      “Don’t worry, little soul. You’ll see your owner very soon. I promise. She can run, but she can’t hide—or maybe she can hide, but I have an advantage. I have two things she can’t live without.”

      I tucked Elle’s soul safely into my pocket and grinned.

      “And what, might you ask, would those two things be, little soul? The answer is quite simple. You and me. Those are the two things Adrielle Rinoa can’t live without.”

      I’d lied to my niece and daughters earlier when I’d said there was no happy ending for the Devil. There was no doubt I excelled at lying—I was the master of it, but I was very aware when I told untruths.

      And I’d most definitely and very deliberately told them an untruth.

      My mind was made up. I was going to get my happily ever after and so would my Siren. We were just going to go about in in an unconventional way.

      Losing wasn’t an option. I never lost. I’d lie, cheat and steal until what I wanted was mine. I wanted Adrielle Rinoa. And I knew she wanted me.

      Love might not conquer all, but the Devil and his deceitful ways most certainly could. I had an arsenal of devious plans up my Armani sleeves and I would use each and every one until my darkness was mine once more.

      Tomorrow would be a day like any other. Punishments must be doled out, chaos must be encouraged, and a Siren must be found before Fate got her vicious claws into her.

      A vacation would be lovely, but there was no rest for the weary or the evil. Standing up and glancing in the mirror at the image of the exquisitely beautiful man staring back at me, I smiled.

      I was a fucking handsome son of a bitch. Being the Devil did not suck.

      “It’s show time, folks.”
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      Three Weeks Later…

      “For the love of everything evil, what fresh hell is this?” I muttered, running my hands through my hair and taking in the well-dressed catastrophe assembled in my office.

      “Surprise,” my mother sang, making herself comfortable and placing a cake iced in runny black and red frosting with little plastic Demons all over it on my coffee table. My mother couldn’t cook to save her life. Of course, her life wasn’t in danger since she was a True Immortal and couldn’t be killed without a Hell of a lot of planning and the willingness to die.

      Why was I being tortured with a cake? It wasn’t my birthday. I’d recently found out that monumental occasion was April 1st. I planned to make it a national holiday that would whip my nephew Jesus’s birthday into oblivion. However, my newly discovered birthday was months away. So the cake—if one could describe it as such—wasn’t for my birthday.

      Mother Nature waved her hand and set the tiny plastic Demons ablaze. The whistling as the plastic burned made it sound as if the Demons were screaming. It was an impressive touch, but I wasn’t going to eat that cake unless my own life depended on it.

      With another wave of her well-manicured hand, my mother produced plate and forks.

      Not a good sign.

      “Aren’t you going to say hello?” she inquired innocently with a breathtaking smile.

      My mother’s beauty was as legendary as her lack of culinary skills—and her nightmare inducing pole dancing. However, I wouldn’t trust her as far as I could throw her and that was out of the question. It definitely wasn’t wise to fuck with Mother Nature.

      “No,” I said rudely. “I’m not.”

      A few of my nearest and dearest—for lack of a more fitting term—were scattered about my massively opulent office in the Dark Palace. My mother, clad in some horrifyingly expensive, peach gossamer robe with hot pink flowers bursting from it, lounged on a black leather couch with a flock of teal colored parrots hovering around her. Her cake looked as if it would blow any second. The birds eyed it hungrily. I hoped they ate it. It would save me having to kill them. If even one of those flying shitbags took a crap on my priceless antiques it was going to suffer a colorfully violent death. Mother Nature rarely ventured out of Nirvana without her zoo. Lucky me…

      My father stood next to her looking quite serious. His small stature belied his vast power. A solemn expression was unusual for him. As a Sprite, he was ridiculously joyous—a trait I secretly enjoyed but would never cop to. It didn’t enhance my reputation to be soft.

      And I was all about the reputation.

      Standing by the massive stone fireplace were my pain-in-the-ass nieces, Astrid and Tiara. Neither would make eye contact and both appeared to be wildly interested in silently studying the onyx marble floor. This of course didn’t bode well since neither of them owned a filter and usually talked so much I was constantly tempted to smite them to permanent silence. As part Vampyre-part Demons, the two were an anomaly. Not to mention Tiara was also had a fair amount of Fairy thrown in. Beautiful, profane and not in the least bit terrified of me. While this was normally refreshing, today I was in no mood to banter. I had a Siren to track down. I had no time for a certifiable family gathering.

      Expelling a long breath that sounded very much like a displeased hiss, I observed the group through narrowed eyes. They clearly had something to say to me. It was highly unusual to have so many of them gathered in Hell at one time—especially uninvited.

      “Speak,” I said tersely. I was getting warm and fuzzy feelings from these people, which did not sit well with me. Arguments and general discord were far more pleasurable.

      “Darling,” my mother announced grandly with a little wave and a giggle. “We’ve come for an intercourse.”

      Raising my brow and biting back a grin, I shook my head. “I’ll pass. While sexual debauchery is a hobby of mine… that particular suggestion goes a little past my comfort zone.”

      “Oh my freakin’ Uncle God,” Astrid gasped out, unsuccessfully trying to swallow her grunt of laughter. “We are not here for intercourse.”

      “That’s certainly a relief,” I said, seating myself behind my mahogany desk and placing myself in the position of power. I was a ridiculously handsome bastard from all angles, but straight on I was the most foreboding. Leaning forward and letting my chin rest on steepled fingers, I cut to the chase. “To what do I owe this alarmingly horrifying visit?”

      “Lucifer,” my mother chided beginning to spark ominously. “That’s rude. I’m missing my programs and a pole dancing exhibition in Iceland to be here.”

      “Far be it from me to stop you from getting frozen to a pole, Mother,” I said flatly. “Since we’ve ruled out fornication though, would someone like to enlighten me as to why you’re trespassing?”

      “I told you,” she said with a pout. “We’re here for an international and I baked you a cake.”

      “Umm, close, but not quite the right word,” Astrid corrected my certifiable mother.

      “Internet?” She tried again.

      “No,” Astrid replied, attempting to stay polite.

      Mother Nature was tricky and prone to colossal property damage when she got cranky. It usually took a week to undo the havoc she created. I was in no frame of mind to remove a jungle from my palace today.

      “Interstate?” my mother took another crack at it.

      “No.”

      “Intermission?”

      “How about interruption?” I supplied, helping her out. “Uncalled for, unpleasant, impolite, ill-mannered interruption.”

      “But you love all those attributes,” Astrid pointed out as her partner in crime, Tiara, nodded her head in agreement.

      “Only when I’m the perpetrator,” I replied with an eye roll. “And as you can see, I’m a busy man today. I have chaos to create and lives to ruin. Get to the point and get out.”

      “Somebody needs to get laid. Then maybe he wouldn’t be acting like such a little shit,” my mother said under her breath.

      It took all I had not to blast my mother right out of Hell, but the ramifications of the removal were unthinkable. My mother was the only one in the Universe that could get away with calling me a little shit and live to speak of it. The real reason I let it go was because I’d heard her call my brother, God, the same thing. I knew the bastard phoned her on a regular basis. It chafed my ass that my brother had racked up more brownie points with our certifiable matriarch than I had. God was the ultimate kiss-ass just as I was the ultimate bad boy.

      Astrid stepped forward quickly and placed herself in front of my mother. She was a smart cookie. I was teetering on the edge of madness at the moment and even I wasn’t quite sure what I was capable of.

      Touching the breast pocket of my custom Armani suit, I felt Elle’s soul. The aura around her soul was the only thing that calmed me as of late. Now I just needed my family to leave so I could figure out how to find her, drag her back to Hell and chain her to me for eternity.

      “We’re here for an intervention,” Astrid said, stating their purpose clearly. “You’re acting weird and we’re worried.”

      “Did you say weird?” I asked, letting her announcement sink in.

      “Totally fucking weird,” Tiara added. “I mean you didn’t even notice all the new office supplies on your desk.”

      Glancing down, I realized Tiara was correct. The surface of my desk was covered in pens, paperclips, calculators and protractors. It was delightful. How did I miss this?

      “Did you steal them?” I inquired.

      Tiara moved to Astrid and placed her hands over her sister’s ears. “Yep, I stole them, but only because I knew that would make you happy. I feel kind of freakin’ icky about it, but I have to admit it was fun.”

      “You realize I can hear you, right?” Astrid told her sister with an impressive eye roll.

      “Whoops, my bad,” Tiara said with a laugh as she removed her hands from Astrid’s ears.

      “You’re half Demon, sweetheart,” Mother Nature told Tiara, rearranging the flaming Demon cake toppers so they didn’t melt onto my priceless table. “That kind of behavior is to be expected. It’s like taking a naughty vitamin. A little pilfering here and there will keep you from blowing up continents. Don’t worry your lovely little undead head about it.”

      “I don’t need an intervention and I don’t need to be poisoned by a cake. I have a meeting about my movie deal and then I have to corrupt a few more politicians. It’s a busy job being the Harbinger of Evil.”

      “What about looking for Elle?” Astrid questioned, finally getting to the real reason they were here if the surprised gasps were anything to go by.

      Slamming my hands down on my desk, a few protractors took flight and decapitated several of Mother Nature’s birds. I shrugged and smiled. As they had been poised to shit on my turn of the century armoire, it was only fitting. I wanted to blow up the entire Dark Palace, but that would be counterproductive. While I enjoyed destruction tremendously, I wasn’t fond of blowing up my home.

      “Well, that was uncalled for,” Mother Nature snapped.

      “It was an accident,” I replied smoothly. Ironically it was sort of an accident—however, accident or not it was fortuitous.

      “There are no accidents, Lucifer,” my mother replied cryptically.

      “Touché,” I replied flatly.

      “Alrighty then,” my father said, patting my mother’s hand lovingly or more likely holding it so she didn’t zap me. “Son, while decapitation and movie deals sound, umm… fun, Astrid and Tiara are correct. You’re not being yourself. We love you and insist on helping you.”

      With an exasperated sigh, I banged my head on my desk avoiding the protractors. Killing more birds would surely bite me in the ass. “I’m the fucking Devil—the Fallen Angel—the baddest of the bad guys. I do not need or want help from anyone. You people are insane.”

      “Sweetie, you simply punish the evildoers. I’ve told you this a million times,” Mother Nature explained as if I didn’t know what the Hell I did. “You didn’t create evil, you simply penalize those who choose that path. Anyhoo, from what I understand, you’re not even doing that lately. Hence the interception.”

      “Intervention,” Astrid corrected her.

      “Whatever. Lucifer needs to pull up his big boy panties and quit wallowing. It’s not becoming.”

      “First of all, I go commando,” I told my mother. “And secondly, I’m not wallowing. I’m scheming, which is entirely different.”

      “That’s my boy,” my father said with a thumbs up of approval. “What do we have planned?”

      “We have nothing planned,” I replied curtly.

      “Well, I do,” Mother Nature announced as her remaining birds squawked around her in excitement. “I’ve decided to play myself in the movie version of your autobiography slash romance. No one can play me except me. I’ll be brilliant—probably win a Grammy.”

      “An Oscar,” Astrid corrected her.

      “That too,” she said, clasping her hands together in delight and probably mentally composing her acceptance speech.

      “Umm, no,” I said with the smallest shudder I could get away with. “You’re barely in the book and that’s an appalling idea.”

      With a hiss of displeasure, Mother Nature stomped her Chanel clad foot and a jungle of epic proportions erupted from the marble floor. Trees, a babbling fucking brook and about twenty monkeys now defiled my office.

      “Look what you made me do, Lucifer,” my mother snapped. “I let you get away with the birds because I’m in a forgiving mood—and I’m fairly certain they were about to relieve themselves on your furniture, but you’ve gone too far this time. Keep going and you’ll have a new volcano in Hell.”

      “Not a problem,” I snapped back. “I can throw the monkeys into it.”

      “Mmmkay,” Astrid said quickly before the spat could escalate to a bloodbath. “While this is a… umm, really healthy family discussion all, it’s also a motherhumpin’ shit show waiting to happen. And PS Uncle Fucker, you’re not the only person who’s busy. I’m missing afternoon nookie with Ethan while my baby naps to be here to kick your sorry ass. So let me just lay this shit out for you. You need to get off your butt, quit being weird, and go after Elle. I don’t believe for one ball-eating second that you’re going to let that shifty, beautiful, violent woman slip through your fingers. You’re far too much of a greedy bastard to let that happen.”

      “Thank you,” I said. Had to acknowledge a compliment when one could.

      “Welcome,” Astrid said.

      “I agree with Astrid,” Mother Nature chimed in. “Elle’s such a lovely, uncontrollable, conniving, duplicitous gal. She’s just perfect for you.”

      “Again. Thank you,” I replied. “However, Elle is not my problem. She left me and that’s that.”

      “Liar, liar, Armani pants on blazing fucking fire,” Astrid informed me with a wide grin. “Dude, normally you’re an outstandingly shameless deceiver, but you’re sucking the big one at the moment,” Astrid informed me with a wide grin.

      “Yep,” Tiara agreed. “Sucking huge gaping wads of ass.”

      “Your language is appalling,” I told my niece.

      “Thank you,” she said with a small curtsey.

      Biting back my grin with effort, I considered the merit of having them help. I’d searched for three weeks and had come up empty-handed. Time was of the essence and I wasn’t winning. I hated not winning.

      “I say you find that bee-otch Fate and let her know what’s what.” Tiara added her two cents.

      Fate was in a tremendous amount to trouble. She’d tried to kill the woman I wanted and was clearly losing her debatably sane mind. Not a good thing for the future of mankind—or Immortals.

      “That heinous piece of work has gone missing,” Mother Nature pointed out, tasting the goopy icing and then gagging. “Everything is a damned mess right now. If she falls down on the job like Satan is doing, we’re all pretty much screwed. I would assume she’s after Elle and her mother, Sadie.”

      “Never assume,” I growled. The thought of Fate getting to what I wanted before I did was unacceptable. “Makes an ass out of you and me.”

      “Well, at least we have lovely asses,” she observed aloud.

      “Umm, right,” Astrid said with an eye roll that should have made her cross-eyed. “I’d like to point out that you’ve said thank you twice, Uncle Fucker. This is not fucking good—at all. It gives me gas which is impossible since I’m dead. Last time we were all potentially in a douche canoe without a paddle, you said to go on about our regular business and Fate would find us. So that’s what we’re going to do.”

      “Still not following the we’re part,” I shot back.

      “We’re going to Los Angeles with you for your movie negotiation. You’ll fuck it up like usual if left to your own devices. You need us and we’re going to be right there for you,” she announced with her eyes narrowed as if daring me to contradict her.

      “Your confidence in me is wildly underwhelming,” I shot back dryly.

      She did have a point though. Going about the usual business was the most logical thing to do… and dealing with humans made me a bit stabby. Perhaps I could use a buffer.

      “Yep,” Astrid said with a wide grin and sparkling eyes. “I’m good like that. I was blackmailed into writing that piece of crap so I think it only fitting that I should be there when the abomination becomes a movie.”

      “Tell me what you really think,” I replied drolly. Her horrid attitude did my soul good.

      “We leave tomorrow,” Astrid said, ignoring my comment and plowing forward. “I need to go get laid by my sexy mate and you need to get your shit together. Is everyone in?”

      “I’m in. Wouldn’t want miss Uncle Fucker aka Blade Inferno, the highest paid romance author in the world, and his big debut in the City of Angels,” Tiara said with a grin.

      “I’m in, but not physically,” Mother Nature said cryptically. “I’m going to do a little investigating of my own. You will call me if I’m needed.”

      “I’ll stay with Gaia,” my father said, taking my mother’s hand lovingly in his. “Less property damage that way.”

      “Good plan,” Astrid said, pacing the jungle and swatting a few randy monkeys away. “We’ll meet at the studio in Los Angeles at nine AM sharp tomorrow. And if you don’t show up, Uncle Fucker, there will be Hell to pay—pun intended.”

      “Apparently I have no choice,” I replied dryly, knowing full well that I did. I was the fucking Devil. I never did anything I didn’t want to do. However, I’d play along for the time being.

      “Nope. No choice,” she said with a knowing wink. “Right now I’m the boss of you.”

      “Hell, Heaven, and everything in between help us all,” Tiara said with a giggle.

      I couldn’t have agreed more. However, I was getting nowhere on my own—which was shockingly appalling to me. Maybe my certifiable relations could get the ball rolling.

      Time was ticking and my happiness was at stake.
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      The crowd parted in respect and fear as I entered the establishment. It did wonders for my bruised ego. Male Demons dropped to their knees and the females lowered their eyes in deference. Normally seeing my people grovel before me gave me a rush—tonight it left me cold.

      After the intercourse slash intercom slash interception slash fucking intervention with my relations, I was in a foul mood. Not to mention, my office was still a fucking jungle…

      Of all the bars in Hell, this was my favorite—dark, dangerous, smoky, teeming with criminals and full of unabashed lust. On any given day this was where I would go to relieve my own needs, but that wasn’t working for me lately. At all. What I needed was a Siren named Adrielle Rinoa and she was hiding from me. Unacceptable.

      “Here you go, Boss,” Lizard grunted, pushing a tumbler of scotch across the pitted wooden surface of the bar.

      The rare and obscenely priced spirit was kept in stock just for me and only me. The burn of the amber liquid as it slid down my throat did little to dull the rage burning inside me. Lying, cheating and stealing wasn’t finding me what I wanted and I wasn’t a happy camper. Drinking certainly wouldn’t help, but vices were going to have to suffice for the time being.

      “Lizard, answer me this. What do you when your family is driving you crazy?” I asked.

      He stopped serving drinks and stared at me for so long I was ready to repeat my question. Many dead languages were spoken in Hell so for a moment I wondered if he’d understood. I spoke all of them naturally, but I couldn’t quite recall which tongue Lizard enjoyed conversing in.

      “Is that a trick question, sire?” he inquired warily, looking a little like he was ready to slit my throat.

      Clearly he spoke and understood English… Lizard was such a bizarre, vicious delight. He was a strange one as far as my Demons went. I wasn’t entirely sure he was a full Demon, but his tantrums were legendary enough that he’d secured his place in Hell. Rumor had it he actually was a lizard. In the six hundred years I’d known him though, I’d never witnessed Lizard morph into a reptile. However, it wouldn’t really alarm me much if he did. I enjoyed him—as a Demon… or reptile… or whatever the Hell he was. He stole from the bar on a regular basis which was to be expected and praised. Lizard was at least part Demon after all. However, he also rarely lied to me and was a truly interesting conversationalist. His wonderfully violent tendencies, along with his copious knowledge of useless trivia, were amusing.

      “Not a trick at all,” I replied with a shrug.

      “Hang on a sec, Boss,” he said holding up a callused finger and grabbing a bat from behind the bar. He effortlessly hopped over it and savagely nailed three Demons in the throes of a knife fight. “Not when I’m working, motherfuckers,” Lizard roared, picking up the downed Demons and punting them out of the bar.

      No one batted an eyelash. It was Hell. This was par for the course. I was just glad I had Lizard to deal with it this evening. Normally punishing bad behavior delighted me. Tonight? Not so much. I was a little off my game at the moment.

      Lizard’s grin was wide as he hopped back over the bar and stowed away his bat.

      “Are they alive?” I questioned.

      “Mostly,” he replied.

      Lizard poured me another then glared at me with raised brows. With a curt not and roll of my eyes I nodded back. The bartender’s disrespect was refreshing. Only those directly related to me were brave enough to test my limits. Lizard was either very brave or very stupid. Tonight I’d call his behavior brave. He’d caught me in a forgiving mood. Tomorrow it would be anyone’s guess.

      His grin widened and the bastard poured himself a healthy amount of my secret stash.

      “Well, my Lord of Darkness, when I get pissed off at my mom, I’m quite fond of setting her on fire, blowing up her house, and singing her Joan Baez folk tunes. I’m also enamored of baseball bats—lots of damage—great sound effects. And I truly enjoy the vibration up my arms when I nail a skull just right—nothing like it. I don’t use that one on my mom cause she hits harder than a motherfucker amped up on steroids and a truckload of those peanut butter-chocolate Girl Scout cookies—which by the way, are outstanding frozen. That old bat is a total fucking machine,” Lizard told me as if he was discussing the weather. “If that doesn’t work, torture is always a good go to. I’ve found dislodging fingernails with pliers to be relaxing and breaking femurs with sledgehammers calms my nerves.”

      While it was difficult to render me silent, Lizard had almost done it with that diatribe. I somewhat agreed with the part about his relaxation techniques except for the folk tunes. And I was definitely going to have to sample the frozen cookies. However, the Demon wasn’t following what I meant and I wasn’t in the mood to explain. As entertaining as Lizard was, I didn’t trust him completely. Hell, I trusted no one completely except my deranged family and even a few of them were iffy. Plus, an affinity for folk tunes was simply appalling.

      “Interesting,” I said absently as I swirled the ice cubes in my glass enjoying the sound of the frozen chunks of water hitting the crystal.

      “Shall I sing for you?” he asked in all seriousness.

      “Are you interested in seeing tomorrow?” I inquired.

      Lizard gulped and nodded slowly. “I’m gonna take that as a no to the folk tunes.”

      “Smart man,” I said. Killing a man for singing Joan Baez was a bit rash, but then again I prided myself by being unpredictable and somewhat demented. It kept my people on their toes. “Anything going on in Hell I should know about?”

      “Nah,” he assured me. “Same old shit, but I gotta say I enjoyed the fuck out of your book. Funniest damned thing I’ve read in years.”

      Breathing in through my nose and expelling it slowly through my mouth, I reminded myself that I was fond—for lack of a better word—of the idiot behind the bar. However, if Lizard wasn’t the keeper of my scotch and one hell of a fiendish Demon, I might have smote him dead where he stood.

      My autobiography slash romance novel wasn’t supposed to be a fucking comedy. But then again, Lizard was an odd one and excellent with a bat. I’d let it go for now.

      “How so?” I asked in a tone so quiet he grew uncomfortable.

      “You going to throw me down into the Basement of Hell if I tell you?” he demanded, standing his ground.

      His cojones were impressive. The Basement of Hell was where the most evil burned for eternity. I enjoyed the Basement immensely.

      “Not today,” I replied smoothly. “However, I want to hear your truthful opinion.”

      Lizard eye-balled me for a long moment and then shrugged. “Fine. First off, I’d like to congratulate you on the pen name Blade Inferno—excellent—very masculine yet intimidating at the same time. However, the sheer amount of bullfighting in each chapter makes it a little hard to swallow,” he explained, leaning in to make his point. “I mean it was getting really interesting with you giving Nero some of his own evil medicine and then all of a sudden you guys were in Spain fighting bulls and drinking rum—and I know for a fact you like scotch, not rum. And the chapter where debased and naked participants in the orgy with the Elizabethan Court decided to attend a bullfight instead of fornicating threw me.”

      “Fucking Hemingway,” I muttered with a chuckle.

      Hemingway had been pissed that I’d demanded he edit my tome. However, the drunken, literary bastard owed me. He was one of my Tuesday night poker guests. Of course, Ernest lived in my brother’s neck of the woods, but found Hell to be far more appealing than Heaven. And who wouldn’t? He and a several others took a fieldtrip to the Underworld every Tuesday for a few friendly high stakes games.

      He’d lost large and I made him edit. Listening to Lizard though, I was beginning to wonder if that had been a wise choice. My life was far from a comedy and I’d never attend a bullfight naked.

      “The part that had me on the floor was when… hang on a sec, Boss,” Lizard grumbled as he hopped the bar again and beat the daylights out of a few more misbehaving Demons.

      Satisfied that he’d ended a potential bloodbath, Lizard placed the dazed Demons on bar stools and served them all beers on the house. As violent as he was, he clearly had a bit of caretaker in him.

      Looking over my shoulder, it depressed me that I couldn’t even enjoy the bloody display. I was so off my game even violence didn’t cheer me up.

      “What did they do?” I asked as Lizard hopped back behind the bar.

      “Not sure. Just didn’t like the look of them,” he replied, wiping the blood off of his hands and onto his leather pants.

      Lizard was insane, but I tended to like those types.

      “So anyhoo,” Lizard went on. “All the sexy stuff was great, but I didn’t think the bullfights fit in during the foreplay, but if it worked for you, I figure I’m going to give it a shot too.”

      “Don’t,” I said.

      “Really?”

      “Really,” I replied with a laugh. “Ernest Hemingway is an ass.”

      Lizard ran his hand through his hair, making it stand on end. Not a real good look, but Lizard was not a real good looking Demon to start with. While most of my subjects were outstandingly easy on the eye, Lizard was a bit scaly and his eyes were a tad too close together. Maybe he was a lizard…

      “Not following you there, Boss. But if you say no bullfights during sex, I believe you. I also think you were underpaid,” he added as he slid a few more beers down the bar to bloody, inebriated Demons he’d just beaten the Hell out of.

      “Do you?” I asked.

      “Damn straight. Should have gotten a few million extra in my opinion. I would have netted you at least forty to fifty million more.”

      Glancing up at my favorite bartender with a newfound respect, I grinned. “Do you like your job, Lizard?”

      “Fucking hate it. Why?”

      “I’m looking for a new agent.”

      “You got another book?” he asked, looking intrigued.

      “No—a movie deal and I’m not pleased with the contract the Gnome negotiated for me.”

      “Your agent is a Gnome? Lizard asked in complete disbelief.

      “Was,” I clarified. “I was using a Gnome for an agent.”

      Apparently hiring a Gnome was going to be as hard to live down as the fact that I occasionally used the word bosom in reference to a woman’s breasts. If I was going to stay relevant I needed to get with the lingo and stop hiring assholes. Or at least hire assholes I enjoyed.

      “Well that was your first problem,” Lizard pointed out correctly.

      “Yes,” I agreed with a chuckle. “How would you like to solve this little dilemma for me?”

      “Can I bring my bat?”

      I paused in thought and then a slow very evil and very attractive smile pulled at my lips. “Sure. Why not?”

      Lizard with a bat in La La Land was going to be a story that just might get me out of my funk. Finally, the future was looking up.

      All I needed now was a little beauty sleep before tomorrow. Actually, I was still beautiful without sleep, but today had frayed my nerves. A little rest would ensure that I would be less apt to behead the denizens of the City of Angels in the morning.

      Hopefully…
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      “Touch me,” she said.

      Her lavender, gold-rimmed eyes sparkled and her beauty took my breath. Masses of honey blonde hair framed her perfect face and her body would make the Angels on high weep. Her wild blonde hair blew around her face as strong gusts of sensual magic darted around the room. Her presence alone calmed the fury smoldering inside me.

      My black silk brocade bedroom curtains flapped wildly and my heart beat a staccato rhythm in my chest. What game was my Siren playing?

      “This isn’t real,” I said, keeping my hands pressed to my sides with Herculean effort.

      “What’s real and what’s an illusion?” she countered, moving about my room and running her hands over the surfaces of the sleek and modern décor.

      With a snap of her slim fingers, a roaring fire appeared in the massive stone fireplace. The dancing flames illuminated the room, making her glowing amethyst aura burn even brighter. The sheer lavender robe she wore left nothing to the imagination. It was glorious. I, of course, was naked. A fact that was very much appreciated by my surprise, and very welcome, guest.

      The tendrils of the fire intertwined in a macabre sensual tango. The fire was our foreplay. I knew it and she knew it.

      “I’m asleep and I’m dreaming,” I said flatly. As necessary as it was for me to see her—to have her—a small bubble of rage simmered in my gut. How dare she come to me like this. Clearly my Siren was a Dream Walker—rare—but then again so was she.

      “Possibly,” she agreed with a laugh that made my dick hard and my balls tighten to the point of pain.

      “You left me,” I accused watching her every move with greedy eyes.

      If I was asleep, so be it. I’d play Adrielle Rinoa’s game for now. Hell, I always would… no matter how much she lied and cheated because I was a better liar and cheater than she was. Fleeting moments with my Siren, even if I was technically asleep, were better than nothing. It was the nothing that was driving me insane.

      “Yes. I did leave you. This is my battle—not yours.”

      “Tell me where you’re hiding,” I insisted, tamping back my desire to chain her to me and trap her in a cage. The action would be worthless since this was a dream state, but habits were hard to break. I hated not getting what I wanted when I wanted it. Standing my ground took everything I had. My need to move to her and take her in my arms was overwhelming.

      “That was a shifty move you pulled, Lucifer,” she pointed out with a raised brow while ignoring my question.

      “I’m Satan. It’s to be expected.”

      “Yes, well, I need my soul back.”

      “Then I suppose you’ll have to come back to me when I’m awake to get it.”

      “No can do, Mr. Bad Guy,” she said with a giggle. “You’d never let me go… and I wouldn’t want to leave.”

      “Your point?”

      She eyed me with lust and shrugged nonchalantly. “I can go a hundred years without my soul. How long can you go without yours?”

      “Seeing as how I didn’t think I had one until I made the brilliantly devious trade with you, my guess is forever. Although just in case, I’d prefer that you take good care of my soul, Siren.”

      “Your soul is in good hands,” Elle promised.

      “As is yours,” I replied. “However, I can think of a few other things I’d like to do with my hands and mouth—and other parts of me.”

      “You don’t say…” she whispered coyly with excitement in her eyes.

      “Oh, I do say,” I said, moving toward my prey.

      Placing her hand on her heart, Elle stared right into the depths of me. It stopped my forward motion instantly. It was our sign that we had to tell the truth—difficult for both of us as lying was our preferred method of communication.

      “I’m in love with you, Lucifer. That’s why I left. The world will be fine with one less Siren in it. It will not be fine without the Harbinger of Evil. You’re an absolutely horrible deceitful person—you’re gorgeous, dishonest, underhanded, and you didn’t drop dead after we had mind-blowing sex. You’re an asshole with a tremendously bad attitude. You are perfect—for me. And that’s why I left.”

      Raising my hand to my heart, I heard Elle’s sharp intake of breath. “You are a dreadful woman, Adrielle Rinoa and I love you as well. I want to spend every horrible moment for the rest of eternity with you by my side, but you are fucking that lovely scenario up at the moment. Admitting my true feelings isn’t an everyday occurrence for me. However, I do love you and I’m not even appalled to admit it.”

      Elle stared at me with wonder and a sinking feeling consumed me. She wasn’t going to stay. She was never going to stay. Part of me wanted to banish her from Hell this instant. I wanted to throw a fit of unheard of proportions, but I wouldn’t. I would take every single second with her that she would give me, no matter how fucked up it was.

      “It’s a mistake to love each other,” she said sadly. “Even if I succeed in my quest, I can belong to no one but the Winds of Change.”

      “Is that what you think?”

      “It’s what I know,” she said in a strangled whisper. “This will be our lot in life—or immortality so to speak. Will it be enough for you?”

      “For tonight it will be enough,” I said, noncommittally. “Tomorrow we shall see.”

      Elle gazed at me with such longing and sadness, it tore at my cold dead heart. She was wildly incorrect about our future, but right now that was for me to know and for her to discover. I would lie, cheat, kill and steal to get what I wanted.

      And I wanted Adrielle Rinoa—my darkness. And she wanted me. Forever.

      My Siren didn’t stand a chance.

      “Come to me, Siren. Bring me your fire and wash away my sins and I will give you the lust you need to survive,” I said, so very ready to take her body and heart. I already had her soul… and she wasn’t going to get it back until she was here to stay.

      “I thought you’d never ask, Devil,” she purred with a smile so sensual my brain scrambled for a brief moment.

      We were two wrongs that made one disastrously fabulous right.
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      “Do you happen know if the Jelly Queen is based on a real person? I need to behead her,” I explained, searching the internet on my phone. I was a tad bit off since I’d gotten very little real sleep last night, but I wouldn’t trade that fact for the world on a silver platter… Unfortunately, even in the throes of passion I wasn’t able to get any solid clues as to where my Siren was hiding but I had a few more dastardly plans up my Armani sleeves.

      “Umm, Uncle Fucker?” Astrid asked, looking at me askance.

      Glancing up absently, I noticed that she and Tiara had dressed for the occasion—black Prada from head to toe. Truly outstanding. We were visiting the City of Angels and it was lovely to see my nieces dressed like Demons.

      “Yes?” I asked.

      “I think you’re losing it. What in the ever loving Hell are you talking about?”

      “Nothing and don’t call me Uncle Fucker. For today it’s Blade Inferno or My Dark Lord,” I replied, giving up my pursuit of the irritating fictional wench. I’d clearly logged far too many hours on Candy Jelly Crush if I’d lowered myself to trying to track down an animated character to kill. “If I’m kept waiting any longer, I’m going to behead the idiots we’ve come to see.”

      “And that’s why we’re here, Uncle Fuc… Blade Inferno Dark Lord Dude,” Tiara said in her high pitched voice, taking my phone from my hand and tucking it into her Chanel bag. “Killing random humans for tardiness is a no-no.”

      “Since when?” I demanded.

      “Since now,” Astrid snapped. “And what’s the deal with him?”

      She pointed at Lizard who sat quietly in a chair, caressing his bat and chewing gum. He was wearing a rather ill-fitting black suit, a navy beret and green high tops. It was just strange enough to work for him. However, I was getting weary of all of my deadliest Demons choosing hideous head wear.

      “He’s my new agent.”

      “You’re shitting me,” Astrid said with a laugh.

      “I shit you not,” I replied. “Lizard, say hello to my nieces. They’re more insane than you are so I’d recommend against using your bat on them unless seeing tomorrow doesn’t appeal.”

      “Roger that,” he grunted, nodding politely to the girls.

      Lizard then promptly ignored the girls and shoved a few more pieces of gum into his mouth. He finished his unappetizing ritual by staring at the wall as if it were going to come alive. For a brief moment I wondered if he knew something I didn’t but then I pushed the ridiculous notion aside. I was Satan. He was Lizard—a very strange Demon with horrifying a fashion sense and bad social skills. I wasn’t too keen on him negotiating my money with a wad of sugary rubber between his teeth, but I assumed the bat would work in his favor.

      “First a Gnome agent, and now a monosyllabic, beret-wearing Demon with a weapon?” Astrid questioned me, pacing the small unimpressive waiting room.

      “Yes, I think it’s fitting. Besides, he said two words, not one and if I don’t get what I deserve no one will leave alive anyway.”

      “Oh my Hell, Mother Nature was right,” Astrid muttered, pulling on her long dark hair. “You need to get laid.”

      Little did she know…

      “Say that again and I will spend one week out of every month for the rest of time at your home starting tomorrow,” I told her with an evil little smirk. “I shall enhance everything you own and the Cressida House will become known as the Undead House of Phallus.”

      “Dude, dude, doooood,” Astrid said with an unladylike grunt of laughter. “Phallus is like bosom—totally outdated. You sound like an old fart.”

      “Tell me,” I said, praying to everything that was evil and closing my eyes in pain. “You did not just call me an old fart.”

      “If the Armani shoe fits…” Astrid shot back with a laugh.

      “Actually,” Lizard said, pulling the pink ball of gum from his mouth and placing it carefully on the tip of his bat for later. “Phallus is a very interesting term.”

      I knew I’d brought him to Los Angeles for a reason. His manners were appalling, but the Demon clearly had my back. Ten points for Lizard.

      “Did you know that phallo photoportaphilla is the urge to put one’s penis in a light socket?” he inquired casually while watching his gum to make sure it didn’t move. “Or that Phalloween is concurrently celebrated with the human tradition of Halloween? You dress your penis up in a scary costume and go door-to-door yelling Schwantz or Schwartz—either is acceptable. I prefer Schwartz, myself. And the topper is phallus booking—the act of shutting the penis in the center pages of a large hard-backed tome with considerable force.”

      Goddamn it, Lizard just lost all the points he’d gained by having my back. I was bent over in phantom pain after that last little tidbit. He was a profane, gum smacking disaster. What the Hell had I been thinking? Astrid and Tiara were completely speechless. Well, at least my man had accomplished something.

      “While that is alarmingly fascinating, I’d prefer that you don’t bring that up during negotiations. If you do, the gum will go where the sun doesn’t shine and will be placed there with the bat. Am I clear?” I asked, pressing the bridge of my nose and reminding myself that disgusting knowledge wasn’t a good enough reason to behead someone.

      With a curt nod and a thumbs up, Lizard popped his gum back into his mouth and resumed staring at the wall. Today couldn’t get much worse.

      “Excuse me,” an uptight human female in a business suit that should have died off with the 1980’s said as she stepped into the cramped waiting area. “Your publicists are here. Should I show them in?”

      My publicists? I didn’t have any fucking publicists unless Lizard had hired some and neglected to tell me. However, his vacant stare at the wall didn’t back that theory. Had Elle changed her mind and come to me in person? She was very aware I’d stolen her soul and given her mine. Maybe going about business as usual was going to result in a goddamned homerun. The thought of her setting me on fire again for the sleight of hand I’d pulled when she’d left made me feel more alive than I had in centuries—or at least since last night when we’d made love encased in sensual flame.

      Things were about to get interesting.

      Or maybe not. My publicist was definitely not Elle.

      Without waiting for an invitation to the party, two of the most irritating Vampyres I’d ever had the displeasure of meeting waddled into the room. The outfits were appalling. Vamps were noted for their style but clearly the gene didn’t take with Martha and Jane. Both were clad in lavender yoga pants with orange halter tops and black orthopedic shoes. The halters were not even remotely flattering to their geriatric figures but neither seemed to give a damn.

      Closing my eyes and pressing my temples, I again reminded myself that bad fashion sense wasn’t a good enough reason for decapitation. Why did everything have to be so difficult lately?

      Astrid, in a moment of weakness—or compassion— had turned the two old women when they’d being dying at her feet. My niece had lived to regret her action daily. The old bags were nightmares. Eventually they would land in my neck of the woods, but it was fine with me for it to be in the very distant future.

      “Well slap my sphincter and call me Sally,” Martha shouted at the human, glancing around the room in disgust. “This is a fucking shit hole. Our boy, Sexy LaTuchus, cannot wait in here. You will find a nicer goddamned waiting room for Blade Inferno or I’ll have to open up a can of whoop ass on you.”

      “What did you just call me?” I asked, dumbfounded.

      Martha winked and blew me a kiss. She was right out of her undead mind. I was the Devil. No one dressed like that blew me kisses and lived to tell about it.

      “Called ya Sexy LaTuchus on account of that fine ass of yours. But I’ve got tons of ‘em. You like Hottie LaButtocks better?” she inquired, grabbing her own sagging ass to illustrate.

      I was stunned to silence.

      “My ugly colleague is motherhumpin’ right,” Jane added to the now shaking human while tucking her sagging bosom back into her halter. “My boy, Foxy Rump, will not be treated in such a shoddy manner. Luscious Caboose is the highest paid fucking romance author in the motherhumpin’ world. You should be kissing his very fine fucking junk in the trunk right now.”

      The human blanched and nodded quickly as she sprinted from the room in terror.

      “What in the ever loving shit on a stick are you two asshats doing here?” Astrid hissed.

      Martha and Jane circled Astrid and looked her over tsking the entire time.

      “Well, it seems to me, Knockers McBoobyland, that you people have forgotten how connected Jane and I are in the business of show—we won American Idol,” Martha said, gloating. “You need us to make sure Mr. Bitable Buns gets all he deserves. Plus we want to be in the movie.”

      “You won American Idol in Zanthia. Everyone is tone deaf there,” Astrid informed the old women.

      “Your point, Lumpy McChestacon?” Jane demanded.

      Astrid let her chin fall to her chest and she groaned. “Time and time again I have internally bitch slapped myself for turning you imbeciles. You two eighty-nine year old dumbasses have caused more trouble in the short time you’ve been undead than all of Vampyre kind has in hundreds of years.”

      “Don’t really see what age has to do with it, Booby McMilkbomb,” Jane griped. “Just plain humpin’ rude to disclose a broad’s age.”

      “Feeling a little stabby here, Jane,” Astrid informed the old bat as her fingers began to spark menacingly. “You are not publicists and you are not going to be in the movie. Unless you’d like to lose the sparse patches of hair on your heads, I’m gonna suggest you walk your saggy asses right back out that door.”

      “Not real sure that’s your call to make, Melons O’Chesty,” Martha said. “I think Foxy Rump has a say here.”

      All eyes turned to me and for the first time in centuries I was at a loss. They were walking tragedies on spindly legs, but I had to admit I was fond of a couple of those nicknames. However, before I could make a rational or irrational decision, the human reentered the room.

      Not making eye contact with anyone, the harried woman gestured frantically. “Maury and Sal will see you now. Third door down the hall on the right.”

      “Now that’s what I’m talking about,” Martha crowed, putting on some more red lipstick for the meeting.

      Sadly, she missed her lips and her teeth ended up looking like they were a bloody mess.

      “And who is this fine assed, sexy hottie?” Jane inquired, giving Lizard what could only possibly be described as a come hither look.

      Unfortunately for the rest of us, it resembled a constipated wince. Watching the geriatric Vamp flirt with my Demon was enough to make me lose my breakfast. However, Lizard perked up at the compliment and graced Jane with a grin displaying a mouth full of sharp, pointy teeth. With the beret, the underwhelming suit and the mouthful of gum, it was all I could do not to give up my vow of being reasonable and behead all of them.

      “Well, this should be interesting,” I muttered as I followed the where the human had sprinted.

      “I was going to say clusterfuck, but I suppose interesting will do,” Astrid said, using her fingers to make quote marks in the air.

      “I’ll take the lead first,” Lizard informed all of us as he smacked his bat on his hands and his upper lip curled viciously. “Nobody say nothing until we have the money set.”

      “I love me a tight ass Demon that takes charge,” Martha said, batting her eyelashes and leaning forward so Lizard could get a peek at her mottled cleavage.

      “Freeze,” Astrid hissed. “We are dealing with humans and we will act accordingly. Am I clear?”

      “What exactly does that mean?” Lizard asked, tearing his eyes away from the horrifying display with great effort.

      “No decapitation, no unnecessary explosions, no beating people with bats, no fornicating, no pickled cleavage shows… and no fucking singing,” Astrid finished, giving Martha and Jane the evil eye.

      “Party pooper,” Jane grumbled as she followed Martha and a confused Lizard down the hallway.

      “I take back what I said,” I informed my nieces. “Clusterfuck is far more accurate.”

      “Well, it’s not gonna be boring,” Tiara said with a laugh.

      No truer words had been said in decades.
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      The office was a vast improvement over the waiting room as far as size went. Film posters covered the walls and golden trophies lined the shelves. However, the décor was a horrifying yellow—bright blinding yellow to be more specific. It was as if a banana truck had exploded and had babies. The couch was yellow, the chairs, the carpet, the walls and the desk were the same color. While I enjoyed gaudy, this was a bit much even for me. It was far too frivolous for my mood.

      Pulling my Ray-Bans out of my pocket, I slid them on and graced the men with a tight smile.

      Maury and Sal were the epitome of what I had expected—slicked back, slimy and obsequious. They were well-preserved men in their fifties and it was difficult to tell them apart. Both were spray tanned, Botoxed and in somewhat decent shape. The t-shirt, jeans and sport coat ensemble wasn’t a look that I was enamored of, but it certainly beat Lizard’s suit. Whatever. I was certain they would eventually end up in Hell. Most of their type did.

      The air in the room was filled with excitement and an anticipation that I was aware of but didn’t feel personally. Normally I found talking about myself delightful. I was my favorite subject of conversation—but not today. Being here was truly ridiculous. Going about business as usual wasn’t working. I should be searching for Elle, not meeting with grown male humans in full mid-life crisis who favored plastic surgery and dressed like college boys. Sighing at the lost time I would never get back, I reminded myself yet again that no matter what happened in the next half hour, beheading was off limits.

      “It’s a real honor to meet you Mr. Inferno. Loved the book. Love your work. Love you. I’m your biggest fan,” the one named Maury gushed insincerely, shaking my hand profusely while winking at me.

      I was unsure if the man was hitting on me, had a tic, or if this winking crap was an LA movie business thing. Whatever it was, I definitely didn’t like it.

      His handshake was firm. Mine was firmer. The little pop of his pinky bone was evidence of this fact. His fear and pain were delightfully life affirming. The winking turned into blinking and I was certain the weak cretin was trying not to cry. I always forgot how in awe humans were of me. It was refreshing after spending time with my family whose lack of respect was appalling.

      “Yes, it is an honor to meet me,” I agreed.

      “Can I call you Blade?” he asked a bit confused by my comment.

      “If I may,” Martha said, stepping forward and cutting off Maury’s access to me. “Mr. Inferno would prefer to be called Fine Ass McBooty. However, since this is a friendly meeting at the moment, you can call him Fine Ass.”

      Tiara barely swallowed her grunt of laughter and Astrid muttered a few veiled threats while Maury tried to figure out if he’d been punked.

      “She’s kidding. She lost brain cells in Nam. Just fucking ignore her,” Jane said, shoving Martha out of the way. “You will call my sexy client Mr. Inferno. Do not under any circumstances make eye contact with him. It’s distracting and his agent carries a bat. Also, don’t touch him. You can admire his ass but if you let your peepers trail to his face, you’ll be decapitated. Mr. Lizard will do the negotiation—he’s the hot one with the bat and the beret. He has excellent skills and one Hell of a bitable behind. I’m Jane, Mr. Inferno’s publicist. Martha is a brain damaged asshat. We bring her along because it’s goddamned dangerous to leave her alone. She likes to burn things if you know what I mean. And the other two hookers over there are Mr. Inferno’s bimbo entourage.”

      “Seriously?” Maury whispered, clearly trying to make sense of the bullshit Jane had just spouted. “Decapitation?”

      “Completely,” Jane assured him. “And just so you know, Martha and I won American Idol. After we’re done here, we will be staying to pitch our own reality show.”

      “Umm, no you won’t,” Astrid said, taking both Martha and Jane by the arms and seating them as far from the action as possible.

      “My client’s name is irrelevant,” Lizard announced with a mouth full of gum as he seated himself and laid his bat carefully across his lap. “You will speak to me and if I like what I hear you can call my client whatever you want.”

      “Actually, My Dark Lord will do,” I said not wanting the meeting to start off too badly.

      “Umm, okay then… My Dark Lord,” Maury said, exchanging a worried look with Sal. “We think the movie of the book will be a blockbuster. We’re willing to go all out here. But we’d like to discuss a few talking points.”

      “And they are?” I asked, gesturing to the couch so the humans would seat themselves.

      With a shrug of confusion the two men sat down next to each other, notebooks and pens in hands. They were very nice notebooks. Glancing around the office, I noticed a pile on the desk. I’d be leaving with those.

      “Well, who exactly did you have in mind to write the script?” Maury asked as Sal nodded enthusiastically while not making eye contact—at all.

      I wondered if he was mute.

      “Hmm, outstanding question,” I replied and then racked my brain for a superior choice. “I was thinking John Houston.”

      Maury chuckled and then swallowed it as Lizard began to rotate the bat menacingly in his hands.

      “Yes, well…” Maury stammered. “John Houston is dead.”

      “No worries,” I assured the trembling idiot. “I shall…”

      “Shall choose someone else,” Astrid cut in quickly before I could explain something that was unexplainable to a human.

      “Great,” Maury said.

      “Federico Fellini,” I gave my second choice.

      “Dead,” Maury informed me.

      “Stanley Kubrick,” I tried again.

      “Dead,” Maury said, staring at my chin.

      Damn it, all of those men owed me favors…

      And while I liked that Jane was looking out for my interests and ego, conversing with someone staring at my chin was going to give me a complex.

      Maury fidgeted uncomfortably and then forged ahead. “Since it’s a comedy, why don’t we think along the lines of someone like Mel Brooks?”

      “Fine. I like Mel. He’s an avid poker cheater,” I said, satisfied.

      “No, no, no,” Maury said with a condescending chuckle that made me want to smite his smug ass. “I meant like Mel Brooks. Not actually Mel Brooks. He’s dead.”

      “I’m sure he’d be delighted to hear he’s dead since Mel’s still very much alive,” I said with an eye roll and in a tone that made Maury blanch and try to become one with the couch. Maury needed a thorough electrocution. The smarmy bastard was an uninformed idiot. “Mel’s a Unicorn for the love of everything evil. It would take a Hell of a lot of planning to kill that brilliant, sneaky son of a bitch. Trust me on this. I’ve tried. The motherfucker cheated so badly last Tuesday at our weekly poker game, I electrocuted him. It didn’t faze him a bit—said he enjoyed it. And if I were you, I’d refrain from spreading the rumor of his demise. Mel loves goring imbeciles.”

      “I’m sorry,” Maury said, paling in bewilderment. “You said Mel Brooks is a Unicorn and you electrocuted him?”

      “No,” Astrid cut in with a forced laugh as she gave me a shut the Hell up look. “You misunderstood Mr. Inferno. He said, umm… uniform. Mel Brooks like to wear uniforms of Unicorns and that Mr. Inferno commuted him to the poker game him in his uniform of a… umm, Unicorn.”

      “In a thunderstorm,” Tiara added quickly. “On the Day of the Dead, which celebrates Hell… and sugar skulls and… food.”

      “In October I think,” Astrid added, confusing Maury even more. “So clearly Mel Brooks is not dead. I find it insulting that someone of your caliber or lack thereof would perpetuate such a heinous lie about a brilliant man who likes to dress up as a mythical creature.”

      “So you’re saying Mel Brooks likes to dress as a Unicorn in October?” Maury said, desperately trying to make sense of the hot mess Astrid and Tiara had just dumped in his lap.

      “Exactly,” Astrid said. “And probably July as well.”

      “A live Unicorn,” Tiara added.

      There was a delightfully long and wildly uncomfortable pause while Maury and Sal tried to keep their shit together. Dealing with the Devil was difficult on a good day. This was not a good day for the spray-tanned dolts.

      “So then Mel Brooks is a possibility to write the comedy script?” Maury asked, looking like he might cry.

      “Wait,” I said in a cold tone as I seated myself next to Lizard across the couch from the men. “Did you say comedy? My fucking autobiography slash romance novel is not a goddamned comedy.”

      “It’s not?” Maury asked, accidentally looking me straight in the eye and then immediately jerking his head down.

      “No, it’s not,” I said so quietly that he had to lean in.

      “Can I ask a question?” Sal spoke for the first time.

      “You may.”

      “Do you really believe you’re Satan?”

      The silence was positively deafening. Both Astrid and Tiara shot me looks that would wither a lesser being. I knew if I told the truth the men would simply think I was insane. Of course, that wasn’t too far from the truth either, but…

      What the Hell, I could always wipe their minds when I was done.

      “Gentlemen, look at me,” I commanded as I removed my sunglasses.

      For the briefest second—no longer than the single beat of a heart, I let my eyes shine blood red. The men gasped and stared, caught in my hypnotic gaze. Both were confused and unsure. It was lovely.

      “The question is… do you think I’m Satan? The lines between fact and fiction are very thin indeed, gentlemen. You live in the land of lies and deception where the almighty dollar is worshipped and falsely created images are king. I heartily approve of this way of life, by the way. Wouldn’t it be something special if I actually was Satan?”

      “We can go with that angle,” Maury said nervously but clearly warming to the idea. “Would you be adverse to wearing horns and a red cape for publicity?”

      Lizard growled. Astrid and Tiara laughed. Martha and Jane jumped to their feet, let their fangs drop and assumed fighting stances. The meeting had definitely taken a wrong turn. It took everything I had not to behead Maury. Dealing with humans was such a touchy thing. Their perception of me was derived from cartoons and this displeased me greatly. I never wore a red cape. I wore a black one very occasionally but horns were out of the question.

      “That was a joke, right?” I asked a wildly alarmed Maury.

      “Umm… yes,” he choked out, staring at Martha and Jane in terror.

      “Stand down,” I told my deranged publicists.

      “The teeth are fake,” Astrid lied with a wide smile as she snapped her fingers and covertly sealed Jane and Martha’s lips shut. “So here’s the deal boys, let’s get the money set. Mr. Inferno is a very busy man. We’ll get back to you on the writer, director and casting choices as I’m sure Mr. Inferno will want to approve those things.”

      “We don’t usually give the author that much say,” Sal said, trying to keep a modicum of control of the unfolding clusterfuck.

      “This is an unusual circumstance,” Astrid pointed out, making sure that Lizard hadn’t choked up on the bat ready to bash some skulls. “We’re in discussion about the bestselling book ever. I’d hardly think you’d be willing to insult Mr. Inferno over petty issues.”

      “Sold far better than the Bible,” I added, loving that my book had kicked my brother’s book’s ass.

      “Oh, no, no, no, no,” Sal back peddled. “We would never want to upset Mr.—umm, My Dark Lord. I’m just explaining the way things are normally done. We are thrilled to have Mr. My Dark Lord at our studio and want to keep him happy. Like I said, it’s just not, umm… normal,” he trailed off, squirming in his seat.

      “Nothing about me is normal, gentlemen,” I said flatly. “I’d suggest you pay attention to what my ghost writer has to say. She’s smart, however, she’s also prone to violence. Just a heads up.”

      With a conniving smile and a deal making expression on his overly tanned face, Sal stepped up to the plate. “Would your ghost writer like to take a stab at the screenplay?” he suggested carefully.

      “No fucking way,” Astrid jumped right in with a profane decline.

      “Yes, she would love to,” I corrected my niece.

      “Umm, no I would not,” Astrid said, giving me a look that was so evil it did my heart good.

      “Undead House of Phallus,” I reminded her with a devastatingly handsome smile.

      “You’re a dick,” she grumbled and scratched her nose with her middle finger in complete and delightful disrespect.

      “Pun intended?” I asked with a laugh.

      “Completely,” she snapped.

      “And your point, my dear?” I shot back.

      The men gulped and sat mutely. I was quite sure Sal regretted his suggestion with his entire being.

      “Astrid will write the screenplay,” I confirmed.

      “And she charges fifty million,” Lizard chimed in, clearly now representing everyone in the room.

      “Umm… okay,” Maury said writing down the figure in his notebook with a shaky hand.

      “And it will all go to charity,” Astrid said, shooting both Lizard and me a glare. “It will look good for the studio and you can write it off. And then the world will know what a charitable and kind person Blade Inferno really is.”

      Astrid’s grin was positively triumphant. I laughed. She was such a devious young woman. It was every kind of wrong for me to be perceived as good. She knew it and I knew it. My niece had played her hand well.

      “That sounds fantastic,” Sal said, hopeful for the first time in the meeting.

      “Along with Blade Inferno’s hundred million dollar fee, we’ll settle for a ninety percent backend on the film—domestic. And just to show good faith we’ll go eighty-five on foreign,” Lizard informed the men.

      I had no clue what that meant, but from the looks of absolute shock on Maury and Sal’s now pale faces, I assumed the request was in my favor.

      “That’s a bit steep,” Maury stammered. “That’s not the way thing are done in this business.”

      “Again… how often do you have a book by Satan to peddle?” I inquired with a smile that didn’t reach my eyes. I was ready to be done here.

      “Not often,” Sal said, looking at Maury in distress.

      “We can always take it to another studio,” Lizard said, standing up.

      “No,” the men shouted in unison all puffed up, terrified and red-faced. “It’s just that we can’t do that deal. No one can.”

      “Would you like a piece of gum?” Lizard offered.

      “I’m sorry. What?” Maury asked, looking bewildered.

      “Gum,” Lizard repeated. “I find it always helps. I’d highly suggest you do the polite thing and indulge with me.”

      Having no clue what my Demon was up to, I let him proceed. However, I was done in five minutes. If I had to behead them so be it.

      Lizard whispered something unintelligible to the bright pink package and then plied the men with three pieces each. They smiled politely as they tried to chew the gum down to something manageable. And then the oddest thing occurred.

      “So,” Lizard said. “Are we agreeable on all the terms we’ve come to the table with?”

      Maury and Sal nodded with so much enthusiasm I was sure they would choke on their gum.

      “And we will agree to agree on all future terms whatever they might be?” Lizard continued.

      Again with the spastic and joyous nodding. They even added thumbs up to their repertoire. However the giggling was the most off putting part. They reminded me of drunk sorority girls. The peals of laughter and the bouncing up and down in the sofa were so intrusive I couldn’t hear myself think. What exactly was in that gum?

      Lizard pulled a contract out of his pocket and placed it before the men who signed it with squealing glee. With a smile and a salute, my Demon put it right back in his pocket and left Maury and Sal a copy. I was positive they would be surprised in a few hours after the effects of the gum wore off.

      “Umm, okay,” Tiara said, glancing at Lizard with concern. “How long does the happy sauce last?”

      “Ten minutes,” he replied.

      “Holy shitballs,” Astrid muttered with an eye roll.

      “You didn’t say we couldn’t use magic,” Lizard pointed out. “You said no decapitation, no unnecessary explosions, no beating people with bats, no fornicating, no pickled cleavage shows and no fucking singing. You didn’t say anything about gum chewing.”

      “He’s correct,” Tiara told her pissed off sister. “And he did get you fifty million for charity.”

      “Why doesn’t the gum affect you?” Astrid asked Lizard the question on the tip of my tongue.

      “How do you know it doesn’t?” Lizard shot back.

      Astrid stared at the Demon for a full minute before she shook her head and grinned.

      “Alrighty then, we’re officially done here. It was a pleasure doing business with you, Sal and Maury. And while right at this moment you might agree with me, in about ten minutes you will not feel the same,” Astrid yelled to the men over their giggling hysteria. “Did they even hear me?”

      “Does it matter?” I asked.

      “Guess not,” she replied. “You ready to blow this joint?”

      “We can blow the building up?” Lizard asked, excited.

      “No,” Astrid snapped. “It was a figure of speech. Out. Everyone out. Now.”

      Tiara had been proven right. The meeting had turned into a clusterfuck, but it hadn’t been boring.

      However, I still wanted to know what the Hell was in that gum…
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      Three of my most vicious Demons—Dagwood, Darby and Dino—stood on the curb outside of the studio. Their recently chosen names pained me, but as long as I had their complete loyalty I had to let the little things go. What in the name of all things evil was wrong with the names Skuolonu, Bealsahm and Gamunoch? They were fine names, but clearly I wasn’t in tune with modern times. After all, I’d been given Hell for using the term bosom. Apparently, I was not current with my lingo but if the names Dagwood, Darby and Dino were current, I’d happily stay in the Dark Ages.

      I stared at them silently as they lowered their heads in deference. Letting my Demons find themselves creatively had begun to bite me in the ass. The dreadful names changes were difficult to say without laughing. Considering all three had chosen the middle name Dick and surname Demon, it was all I could do not to burn them to ash. To make matters more appalling, they were wearing berets similar to Lizard’s. It made me itchy.

      Reminder to self… bad fashion sense and farcical names weren’t good enough reasons for dismemberment.

      Behind my unfortunately monikered and hideously clad minions sat a black stretch Hummer. I kept a fleet of cars on Earth since it wasn’t exactly good form to transport in front of humans. Mind-wiping was fine every now and then, but generally speaking it was best to keep it to a minimum. However, it did chap my ass that my brother was fond of making humans remember the ridiculous miracles of his do-gooder Angels. The bastard always seemed to get off scot-free because his meddling was good.

      Whatever. God had to be crapping his pants knowing how much better my book was selling than his. It was the little things that helped get one through the centuries.

      “Sire,” Dagwood said. “Is there any clean up to be done before we depart?”

      “Not today,” I replied. “Didn’t get to decapitate anyone. Hell knows I wanted to but Astrid wouldn’t let me.”

      “Like I have any say in what the Devil does,” Astrid griped with an eye roll as she climbed into the limo. “Pretty sure I said I wouldn’t write your piece of shit autobiography slash romance and somehow I did.”

      “I blackmailed you,” I reminded her with a grin.

      “No duh,” she grumbled, getting right back out of the idling Hummer. “And now, so my home doesn’t become an enormous penis, it’s looking like I’m gonna to have to write your piece of poop movie—which by the way, I have no fucking knowledge of how to do.”

      “Knowledge is knowing a tomato is a fruit. However, true knowledge is knowing not to put it into a fruit salad,” I said.

      “All right Uncle Fucker, that was a total wanker statement. If you’re going to talk about tomatoes, we’re gonna have a smackdown right here—right now,” Astrid snapped as her hair began to blow around her head signaling an explosion was imminent.

      “Not following,” I said, knowing I was in for something confusing and potentially violent. The morning was looking up.

      Astrid stomped her Prada clad foot and her black glitter covered her upper body. It was magnificent. However, it was clear a little mind-wiping was going to be in order when she was done with her fit. I just hoped it didn’t include an explosion. I had places to be and things to do. Los Angeles might also be known as Hollyweird, but we Immortals took the cake for unusual. The humans on Rodeo Drive were a tad too interested in my sparkling niece.

      “It’s bad enough that I’m being blackmailed again, but talk of tomatoes makes me think of pizza. I love pizza—more specifically pizza with mushrooms, sausage, jalapeno peppers and Tabasco sauce from My Big Fat Italian Pizza on Third and Main or Mission Impizzalbe on Short and Lime or my very favorite Chunky Donkey Pizza on South Plaza in that shitty strip mall where I died because I was trying to fucking stop smoking. And Chunky Donkey makes me to think about dessert like any normal person would. Dessert would be black raspberry chocolate chip ice cream followed by three gallons of Coke and then topped off with chips and extra hot salsa, which also has tomatoes in it. So talking about tomatoes is going to get you an asskicking, I don’t care who you are.”

      Darby, Dagwood and Dino backed away quickly. They’d seen my niece in action and wanted no part of it. Food was no laughing matter with Astrid. Since she’d died, eating was out.

      “And this is somehow my fault?” I inquired.

      “I’m not saying it’s your fault. I’m saying I blame you. Big difference, asshat,” she snapped.

      Hell on fire, her belligerent obnoxiousness was invigorating. I’d have to remember that one. It was good.

      “How about this,” I offered feeling, only the slightest bit guilty about bringing up food. “I’ll get John Houston or Mel Brooks to write the movie.”

      “You would do that for me?” she asked with narrowed eyes and sparks flying from her fingertips.

      “Yes. I would.”

      “So I’m off the hook?” she pushed, knowing me so well.

      “Absolutely not,” I replied with a grin that I knew was devastatingly charming. “I’ll get back to you with what I want.”

      “Today is sucking,” she muttered, unmoved by my charm as she herded Martha, Jane, Tiara and Lizard into the limo.

      I had to agree with her, but for different reasons entirely.

      “Gentlemen,” I said to my Demons. “Mind-wipe. Now.”

      “We’re on it,” Dagwood said with an evil smirk.

      Today might suck, but being the Boss of Everyone did not.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Thankfully the limo was large. Darby and Dino were up front. I sat in the very back in between Astrid and Tiara. Unfortunately it gave me an excellent view of Martha, Jane and Lizard. Poor Dagwood was on their end of the seating arrangement. It was abundantly obvious he was trying not to maim or head-butt the potential ménage. It was a very good thing that Martha and Jane were undead. Procreation with Lizard would amount to a clusterfuck of disastrous ramifications.

      “Sweet Baby Jesus on a three day bender,” Astrid muttered on a gag while eyeing the socially awkward foreplay. “I’m gonna hurl.”

      “You’re dead. You can’t,” I reminded her. “However, if any of them disrobe I will be forced to end them. While I normally enjoy viewing sexual debauchery, this is simply wrong.”

      “That’s mean,” Astrid said.

      “What? Ending them?” I asked.

      “No. Reminding me I can’t hurl.”

      “I feel you,” Tiara agreed and glanced out of the tinted window. “Uncle Fucker, where exactly are we going?”

      “To the desert. There’s a portal to Hell and it will be far easier to use than me transporting everyone,” I said. “Besides, it’s a nice Hummer.”

      “Umm, I think we’re about to see a hummer in the Hummer,” Tiara choked out with a wince of horror, pointing at the unappetizing action unfolding on the far end of the limo.

      “So do you have a mate, you sexy piece of man meat?” Martha purred while ungracefully straddling a very pleased Lizard.

      Of course, not wanting to be left out, Jane removed Lizard’s beret and plopped it onto her mostly bald head. She gyrated in her seat and hummed something that was completely unrecognizable as music. Lizard just grinned like a fool.

      “We’re available in case you want to play a little hide the salami,” Jane announced as Dagwood slammed his head against the window in agony.

      “There is nothing little about my salami,” Lizard bragged as the women squealed and shimmied in anticipation.

      I had a vague and horrifying idea of what their threesome would entail and I was positive I wasn’t going to witness it. Ever.

      “Can I decapitate them?” I inquired.

      “No, you can’t,” Astrid said through gritted teeth, clearly tempted to give me the go ahead.

      “Incinerate?” I suggested.

      “No,” she repeated.

      “Turn them into gnats? And then we can swat them?” I said, trying a more creative proposal.

      “You can do that?” Astrid asked, surprised.

      “I’m fucking Satan, of course I can do that,” I hissed.

      “Because you’re a contortionist?” Tiara asked, smiling wide.

      “Because I’m a what?” I demanded, pressing the bridge of my nose while I considered turning everyone into bugs so I could crunch them beneath my feet.

      “You know, someone who can twist their body in weird ways,” she said with a giggle. “You’d have to be to fuck yourself.”

      Closing my eyes, I remembered why I enjoyed working alone. My family was destroying my sanity—or what little I had left. Offing my nieces would make me wildly unpopular. However, I was very close.

      “I’ll show you mine if you show me yours,” Jane announced with glee as she went to remove the sorry excuse of a halter top she was wearing.

      “You take that off and I will shove your head up your ass. For real,” Astrid warned Jane.

      “Permanently?” Jane asked, weighing her options and then deciding to leave the horrid top on without waiting for Astrid’s reply.

      “I really want to behead someone today and they are seriously asking for it,” I reasoned.

      “While this may be accurate,” Astrid conceded. “It’s wrong.”

      “Your point?”

      “You can’t kill them. They were instrumental in saving my son. However, it would be okay to remove their appendages. They’ll grow back,” she said with a shrug.

      “I can work with that,” I said, wildly relieved to do some damage. It really wasn’t my normal modus operandi to get permission to wreak havoc, but I was trying to be more socially acceptable a couple days a week.

      “No, wait,” Tiara said frantically, grabbing my hands before I could render them limbless. “If they have no arms and legs we’ll have to carry them and they bite.”

      “Motherhumpin’ buttballs,” Astrid moaned. “She’s right. Maybe just send them to Hell.”

      “Trust me, they’ll be in Hell soon enough,” I said with a shudder. “I do not want them there any earlier than they’re supposed to be.”

      “Well, do something,” Astrid hissed. “If I have to watch this any longer, I’m going to kill them and that would make me feel really good for seven minutes and twenty-two seconds and then I’d feel awful. Sometimes it sucks so hard being compassionate.”

      “I’m not compassionate,” I said with great relief. “And I will take care of it.”

      “Sire,” Darby called out from the driver’s seat. “We’re being tailed.”

      The clumsy ménage was immediately forgotten. I stiffened and glanced out of the back window. The atmosphere in the car went from grossly bizarre to deadly serious in a heartbeat. The highway we were on had been deserted only moments ago.

      “How long?”

      “Just now,” Dino said. “They appeared from thin air.”

      “How far are we from the portal?”

      “About six miles, my Liege.”

      “Dreams do come true,” I said, feeling my adrenaline spike.

      “What are you talking about?” Astrid snapped as her fangs dropped and her eyes began to glow. She turned in her seat and scanned the horizon. “Holy Hell, that’s the biggest freakin’ tank I’ve ever seen.”

      “Trolls are large,” I replied, rolling my neck and smiling wide.

      “You think those are Trolls?” Tiara asked.

      “Know—I know they’re Trolls. My guess is they’re a little put out that I offed their King. I really don’t see the big deal. It’s not like I destroyed the entire species.”

      The Trolls had been working with Fate and they had stolen something that was mine—Elle’s soul, to be more specific. Being a somewhat reasonable sort, I’d asked that it be returned. They didn’t comply with my polite request so they died. Very simple.

      Touching my breast pocket, I felt the warmth of my Siren’s soul. They’d get it back from me over my dead body—and that was an impossibility. As a True Immortal, I was very hard to kill.

      “If they’re looking for Elle’s soul they’re barking up the wrong tree. You gave it back to her before she left,” Astrid said, pulling weapons from her bag and arming herself.

      Not that she needed them. Astrid was a destructive force of nature with her power alone. Of course no one in the limo held a candle to me, but that was to be expected. I was the goddamned Devil—pun intended.

      And now I was pissed.

      “Actually, that’s not quite how that little exchange went,” I replied cryptically.

      “Care to explain?” Astrid asked with a raised brow.

      “No. Dagwood, drive another five miles and stop the car. We’re sitting ducks like this. Can Martha and Jane fight Trolls?” I asked tersely.

      “Like banshees on steroids wearing thongs that are one and a half sizes too small,” Martha grunted.

      “Like fucking pissed off hookers on payday whose pimp spent all their money at Taco Bell buying tacos for big knockered strippers from Big Sean’s Booby Bungalow,” Jane added. “And not just regular tacos. Noooo, that motherfucker bought Cool Ranch Doritos Locos Tacos.”

      “Like a wasted David Hasselhoff at a hamburger convention,” Jane said, clearly not wanting to be outdone by the Big Sean’s Booby Bungalow slash Taco Bell reference.

      “We fight bigger than Liam Neeson’s bratwurst,” Martha informed the now confused crowd.

      “Like a tornado of crap in a…” Jane kept going.

      “Stop,” I snarled, fighting not to decimate my small army before the battle. “I didn’t understand a word of that. Can they fight or not?”

      “They can,” Astrid confirmed, shaking her head and biting back a laugh. “However, they’ve had no experience with Trolls.”

      “My Lord, if I may,” Lizard said, bowing his head to me. “I’d like to request that my newly acquired undead concubines refrain from fighting. Since my ladies have no prior history with Trolls, I’d like them to hide under the Hummer. This will ensure that I get a hummer later.”

      Speechless. I was speechless. However, his concubines were not.

      “While I find it motherhumpin’ heart-warming that a fine piece of ass like yourself would want to protect us…” Martha started.

      “Gives me a robust lady boner,” Jane interjected.

      “Yep, my muffin is toasty,” Martha agreed. “Clearly our bits are on board with your chauvinistic jackhole bullshit, but we’ll have to pass. We ain’t pussies. And if you suggest anything as fucking insulting as keeping us out of a smackdown ever again, we will remove your schwantz with a plastic spork.”

      “We might not be pussies, but we definitely have them. And Hell knows they might have grown shut since we haven’t used them in so long. So if we have to yank your giggle stick off, we’ll both take a quick joy ride on it before removal,” Jane finished off.

      Lizard appeared surprised, but aroused by the violent talk from the horrifying Vamps.

      “None of you speak another word,” I warned with a shudder. “If you’d like to see tomorrow you will listen. Martha and Jane will fight. To kill Trolls, you need to pierce the left side of the neck. Go clean through with your sword. Magic won’t work. Decapitation also gets the job done, but getting too close is a grave mistake,” I directed, waving my hand and producing a pile of enchanted swords.

      “Martha and Jane will burn in the sun,” Tiara reminded us. “Not that it would be a great tragedy, but I just thought I should point that stanky fact out.”

      Waving my hand again, I cast an enchantment over the old women’s wrinkly skin and just for good measure I coated Astrid and Tiara as well. I knew they could withstand the sun, but they were of my line and I wanted to keep it that way.

      “The sun will not be a problem,” I said.

      “Do we want them dead?” Astrid asked as she centered herself and wiggled her menacing and fiery hands in the air.

      “Who us?” Jane asked, alarmed.

      “No, you hat of ass, the Trolls,” Astrid said with an eye roll.

      “Yes, but leave one alive. And tamp that fire back until we’re out of the Hummer. No need to burn us to a crisp before the battle,” I instructed.

      “A tank can hold twelve Trolls,” Dagwood said, grabbing a sword with his eyes glowing a menacing red.

      “The more the merrier,” I said flatly.

      “How is this a dream come true?” Astrid asked as the Hummer skidded to a halt.

      “I’ve been itching to decapitate someone today. No one is going to be put out if it’s a Troll,” I relied with a shrug and a lopsided grin.

      “Sire, do you think they’re still loyal to Fate?” Darby asked.

      “Trolls are loyal to no one. If Fate’s behind this, she has something on them. I’ve been looking high and low for that abomination. Maybe we’ll get a clue to her whereabouts,” I said, tucking the hilt of one of the swords into my hand. “Or maybe something more delightful will occur.”

      “You really think she’d show her face after all the shit she pulled?” Tiara asked doubtfully.

      “One can only hope,” I said. “Everyone out on three. One. Two. Three.”

      And the battle began—vicious, deadly, and wildly unexpected.
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      She stood in the middle of a dozen hideous Trolls. Her beauty was legendary, but her insides were as rotten and ugly as her outer shell was lovely. As stunning as she was, Fate left me cold. If I could kill her without taking down all of humanity, I would do it in a heartbeat.

      My hatred for her was deep-seated. It stemmed from the beginning of time when Fate had chosen God to ascend and me to fall. It felt like yesterday. However, if I was being honest—which was rare—I probably would have been bored to violence if I had to be good all the time.

      “Fate, what an unpleasant surprise. Thought you’d be in hiding since a Tribunal was called on you,” I said, saluting her with my middle finger.

      “You have something I want,” she hissed as her long blonde locks blew in the arid desert breeze.

      The midday sun hid behind the clouds and gave the desert an eerie feeling of impending doom. The Winds of Change blew and I wondered whom they would favor today.

      “I don’t think so, old woman,” I replied smoothly.

      “Ahh, but I do. Give me Adrielle Rinoa’s soul and I will leave your people alive,” she instructed.

      “My people will not be dying today,” I informed her in an icy cold tone. “However, my guess is that yours won’t be so lucky.”

      The Trolls growled and gnashed their sharp teeth. Each stood ten feet tall with rotting flesh and a stench that made the Basement of Hell smell like roses. Smoke and fire puffed out of their unsightly noses and their skin expanded and contracted with their barely tethered aggression. The rancid flaps of their skin trembled and the odor they emitted was noxious.

      Taking a quick and silent detour, I let myself slip in and out of their minds. What I saw made me want to destroy them. They had committed sins so heinous that the Basement of Hell was too good for the monsters. Even if they weren’t gunning for us, I would take them out regardless. Sometimes it was handy to be the one who decided the eternal punishments of the truly evil. And these fuckers were particularly evil.

      “Motherhumper, it smells like a thousand baked ass cracks out here,” Martha muttered.

      “Hush,” Astrid whispered. “They’re pissed off enough already. “Don’t give them more reasons to want to kill you.”

      “Yeah, but they smell so bad a skunk would pass out if he walked by,” Jane said.

      “Or if one of those ass rods was in a sandbox, a cat would bury it,” Martha added, clearly unable to shut up.

      Maybe Lizard had been right about not including them… too late now.

      My people were lined up alongside me. Astrid and Tiara flanked me. Dagwood, Darby and Dino were to Astrid’s left while Lizard and his talkative concubines were on the outside of Tiara. All held swords except Lizard. He held his bat and had such a crazed expression on his face I was almost taken aback.

      “Give me the soul, Satan,” Fate ground out.

      “I don’t have one,” I replied.

      “Not yours,” she snarled. “Give me the Siren’s soul now.”

      “Just for shits and giggles why don’t you enlighten me as to why you’re so keen on stealing Elle’s soul,” I suggested.

      “No.”

      “Then why don’t I take a guess,” I shot back and watched her grow more furious and uncomfortable. “Once upon a time there were three fates… or at least there were supposed to be. The definition of the word fate is imprecise and inadequate—no numerical assignment to it. For you see, fate has a past but no recorded history. It’s nonnegotiable but a never-ending negotiation. Fate cannot be controlled or preordained. However, one of this triad decided she could do so. She wanted all the fame—all the glory—but she wasn’t strong enough to handle the weight of the world on her own. She was arrogant enough to believe she could control fate, but fate can’t be controlled, altered, derailed or fixed. Fate is as absolute as death and often times as distasteful. So she cheated. One of the fates was a very greedy woman and figured out a way to get around the natural order. Interestingly enough, it doesn’t work like that—eventually Fate will catch up to her own… fate.”

      Fate’s face grew red and her fury was palpable. It was a lovely sight.

      “Are you done?” she snarled.

      “Not quite. The power of three was the way it was meant to be—and you can’t fuck with fate. But this woman—let’s call her Karma for now—Karma has made it work since the beginning of time. But time is fleeting and immortality does strange things to a person. Some have lost their way and I’m quite sure the end is drawing near for Karma… Karma can be such a bitch, don’t you think?”

      “What amusing fiction,” Fate sneered. “You should write a book.”

      “I did and it’s fabulous. Far better than my brother’s,” I said with a conceited shrug. “The truth is always stranger than fiction, old woman. You know it as well as I do.”

      “Hmm,” Astrid said with a humorless laugh, staring daggers at Fate. “That Karma seems awfully greedy to me.”

      “We’re all made of greed,” I told my niece while keeping my eyes glued to Fate. “It’s just up to the individual how much it will control them.”

      “I have no time for profoundly stupid statements, Deceitful One,” Fate shouted. “Give me the soul or I will take it from you—and I guarantee you it will not be pretty.”

      “Funny thing,” I said with a smile that didn’t reach my eyes. “I returned a soul to the rightful owner.”

      Fate seemed shocked and lost for a moment. Thankfully that was clue enough to realize she hadn’t found Elle or Sadie yet. I still had time.

      “Liar,” she shouted.

      “Why yes, thank you. I am. However, not today. I don’t have a soul,” I said.

      The Winds of Change picked up substantially and the whipping sand made it difficult to hear and see. The Trolls keened and wailed as they rocked back and forth on their enormous feet ready to charge.

      “Kill the ones that can die. I’m done here,” Fate bellowed as she disappeared in a cloud of glitter so thick it made the Trolls cough and sputter.

      “She didn’t listen to the words did she?” Astrid said, glancing over at me with a small grin.

      “Whatever do you mean?” I inquired.

      “You said a soul—not her soul. You have it, don’t you?”

      “You’re quite smart for a Vamp,” I said, sizing up our foes. “However, I’d suggest you keep your assumption to yourself.”

      “You’ll owe me,” Astrid shot back as her smile widened.

      “You’re a horrible child.”

      “Learned from the best,” she informed me.

      “That you did,” I replied and then address my small troop. “Go for the neck. Stay away from the teeth and do not turn your back on the giant bastards.”

      “Nine of us. Twelve of them,” Lizard growled. “I want six of them.”

      “You’re carrying a bat, asshole,” Dagwood said. “How do you think that’s going to work out?”

      “It’s gonna work out just fucking fine,” Lizard said so calmly I almost laughed.

      However, Trolls were no laughing matter.

      “You sure you don’t want me to sing and blow the bastards to Kingdom Come?” Tiara asked, wielding her sword in front of her with the ease of a very trained killer.

      She had a point. Not very long ago she’d killed several Trolls with her voice. My niece’s voice was grating and potentially deadly, but there were too many Trolls and we needed at least one alive.

      “Not today. Too risky,” I said, stepping out in front and letting my body go to its most natural form.

      Flames engulfed me and my body grew in size. Not quite as large as the Trolls, but wildly impressive if I did say so myself. And I did…

      The Trolls growled and looked taken aback. Clearly Fate hadn’t informed her people exactly whom they were dealing with. Too bad, so sad. They were the lowest kind of scum and needed to go.

      “Holy shit on fire,” Martha shouted with glee. “Get a load of Sexy LaTuchus. Son of a bitch is a flaming motherfucking fine assed nightmare come to life.”

      “That’s goddamned hot,” Jane yelled. “I’m hoping our new piece of ass can do that too.”

      “Prepare to die,” the Troll in the front bellowed in a gravelly voice that bounced off the floor of the desert with such malice it made the sand kick up to a full-fledged sandstorm.

      “Go. Now,” I shouted as I raised my arms to the sky and set every single Troll on fire. It wouldn’t kill them, but it gave us an in to take them out. “Pierce the neck. I’ll take one alive.”

      And the battle began. The screams of the giants were ear-piercing and they fought with a rage unlike any other species. Tearing the heads from three of the heinous creatures was cathartic. I’d been jonesing for a decapitation and the outlet was sublime. The one I wanted alive was trickier. Searing the limbs from his body as his monstrous teeth went for my neck made my blood race through my veins. He put up an excellent fight, but he never had a chance of winning. The stakes too were high and I never lost. Blasting him with a non-deadly lingering fire that would prohibit his limbs from regenerating, I turned my attention back to the battle. I’d deal with my limbless friend shortly.

      “Down,” Dagwood shouted as he pierced a neck and then sprinted to back up a viciously impressive Martha and Jane.

      For imbeciles, Martha and Jane were savages. Martha had lost an arm, but was still fighting like the Vampyre she was. Jumping and flipping like circus freaks, they confused the enormous brutes. It was splendid to watch until Jane lost her top in the melee. I was surprised the sight of her sagging bosom—and bosom was the correct term for what she was sporting—didn’t kill the Troll dead in his tracks. It didn’t. However, her sword to his neck did the trick.

      “Oh my Hell,” Astrid screamed as she lit up like a firework on the human holiday of the Fourth of July. “You oozed on my fucking Prada, you giant jackhole. No one oozes green goop on my Prada. Not to mention I have a gaping bloody hole in my chest, you smelly bulbous dong fungus. This is not working for me.”

      With that profane warning, my torn up and bloodied niece disposed of her competitor with a very precise and deadly shot to the neck followed by a decapitation that pleased me greatly.

      Darby, Dino and Dagwood fought like the deadly Demons they were and took down their prey with efficiency that made me proud. Tiara was wounded, but fought like the Tasmanian Devil. Very few would stand a chance against my fierce niece.

      However, the champion—for lack of a more appropriate word—of the skirmish was Lizard. He was a sadistic, merciless freak of nature.

      “Holy Cousin Jesus at a naked pig roast with Atheists,” Astrid shouted. “What the ever loving fuck is he?”

      It was a fine inquiry. And the answer was I wasn’t exactly sure what to call him.

      However, the question as to if he was actually a lizard was now answered. My Demon was definitely not just a Demon. Lizard had morphed into something that distinctly resembled the Creature from the Black Lagoon with scaly wings. He was roughly the size of a Mack truck and I had a vague idea what the other part of his heritage might be. It was horrifyingly delightful. His battle cries were the sounds nightmares were made of. He flew like a bat out of Hell brandishing his bat. The bat glowed a bright green and silver flames and glitter spilled from it. Winding up like a professional baseball player, he took powerful swings that knocked the heads of the beasts clean off their bodies. I’d never witnessed anything of the sort. Lizard the lizard was certifiably insane.

      The show was almost comically violent, but it was definitely getting the job done.

      “He’s mine,” Martha yelled watching Lizard take out the final Troll.

      “And mine,” Jane shouted, now on all fours searching the decimated area for her lost halter top.

      And then it was over. It had been quick, violent and definitely surprising. However, there was now the matter of the limbless Troll to take care of. I’d purposely kept the one alive that had the most egregious offences—rape, pillaging, mass murder… the rap sheet was never ending on this one.

      Quickly making sure my people were accounted for, I waved my hand rescinded the fire around the barely living Troll. He was gnashing his teeth and threatening anyone who would listen.

      “The Keeper will destroy you. She will rend your limbs and blind you with poison,” he hissed. “She will tear your eyes from their sockets and crush them beneath her feet and you will be alive. You will feel the pain. YOU WILL DIE.”

      “Are you done?” I asked, standing over him and doing my best to avoid the rancid spittle flying from his lips. He wasn’t long for the Earthly plane and I wanted my information before he took his one-way trip to Hell. Of course, I could torture it out of him once he was in my neck of the woods, but that could take a while. Processing into the Underworld could take a few days. The paperwork was endless. I didn’t have that kind of time.

      “Never,” he snarled. “The Keeper will peel the skin from your body and boil your bones in…”

      “Seriously?” I asked with a humorless laugh. “That’s so old school. No one peels anyone anymore—too messy. Electrocution is much more painful and fun. Do you feel me, Troll?”

      “She will come for you. I might die, but you will burn for eternity,” he growled.

      “Do you know who I am?” I asked.

      “Pretty sure he doesn’t,” Astrid volunteered.

      “You are nothing. You have stolen from the keeper and I will end you,” he said growing weaker.

      “Good luck with that,” I told him. “Actually, the Keeper has stolen something forbidden since the beginning of time and her end draws near. You certainly picked the wrong team if you want my opinion. As for the burning for eternity, I have that covered already. I’m Satan, you pathetic piece of shit.”

      His eyes grew wide with recognition and for a moment I almost felt pity for him—almost.

      “So I’ve got the burning in Hell thing down pat. As a matter of fact, you’ll be going there soon.”

      The limbless monster spat at me and bared his sharp teeth. “You lie. You are nothing.”

      Rolling my eyes, I decided my ego was fine with letting the bastard think I was someone else. I didn’t need his respect. I needed information. I’d see him in Hell soon enough and we could redo the introductions…

      “Where is your Keeper hiding?” I demanded.

      “Fuck you,” he hissed.

      “You’re not my type,” I replied dryly. “I will ask you one more time and then I will do all the lovely things to you that you warned me the Keeper would do to me. Does that sound like a good plan?”

      “Fuck you,” he roared, trying to roll his massive body closer so he could have a go at me with his fangs.

      “Sire, if I may,” Lizard cut in, now back to his former bizarre self.

      With a curt nod, I moved away. After watching Lizard with the bat, I was curious to see what else he would do.

      “Would you like a piece of gum?” he asked the Troll who looked as confused as the rest of us.

      “FUCK YOU,” the Troll shrieked.

      “Umm… Lizard. While I appreciate your aid, now is not the time for gum,” I said.

      “I beg to differ, My Lord. Tell me what you want from him.”

      “I want to know where Fate is hiding. Where are the places she would go? I’m hoping it will lead me to someone else entirely, but that’s neither here nor there,” I replied.

      “No worries. I have this,” Lizard grunted as he wrenched the Trolls mouth open and shoved his bat into the orifice so the monster couldn’t bite him.

      Yanking a large pack of gum from his pocket, Lizard whispered something to it and shoved the entire pack into the mouth of the Troll. Expertly removing the bat, he held the Troll’s mouth shut so the beast had no choice but to chew.

      “Where has the Keeper gone?” Lizard demanded.

      “Kismet,” the Troll said through gritted teeth, fading fast.

      “Where is Kismet? Is it a place?” I demanded.

      “Kismet,” he repeated unwillingly, glaring at me with raw hatred. “Kismet.”

      And then the son of a bitch died.

      “Goddamn it,” I roared. “What is Kismet? Has anyone even heard of it?”

      My people shook their heads and backed away as I was again a blazing inferno of rage.

      “It means fate,” Tiara said, stepping forward.

      “I know what it means,” I snapped. “Now I want to know where it is.”

      Astrid stepped up next to her sister. They were either very brave or very stupid to get close to me when I was flaming like a wildfire. “I can only think of one person who might know where it is,” she said.

      I paused, stared and then smiled. “I do believe I know who you’re talking about.”

      “Do you want us to come with you?” she asked.

      “No,” I replied. The rest of the journey would be solo. “I want all of you to go home. I will be in touch.”

      “Sire, with your permission I’d like to bring my concubines to Hell so I can watch over them as they heal,” Lizard said, bowing to me.

      “Yeah, right,” I heard Dino mumble as the other Demons chuckled.

      “How about you go to their house instead?” I suggested as Astrid shot me the stink eye.

      “As you wish,” Lizard replied.

      “Yesssss,” Martha said, doing a little jig. “I was pissed that those ass-scented fuckers ripped my arm off, but now I’m not cuz I’m gonna get laid!”

      “Me too,” Jane shouted.

      “You owe me so fucking huge,” Astrid grumbled, shaking her head.

      “And what would you like?” I asked with a grin pulling at my lips.

      “I’ll have to get back to you one that,” she replied, using one of my favorite lines.

      “You do that,” I said. “Till we meet again.”

      With a wave of my hands, I called to my dark magic and my body was engulfed in billowing black smoke and glitter. The trip I was about to take would be annoying, but hopefully fruitful.

      If not, I was fucked.
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      “I need information,” I said, doing my best not to kill the flock of purple parrots hovering around my head and dive-bombing in and out of the massive flowering trees. Didn’t think it was good form to incinerate my mother’s pets when I needed something from her.

      “Is that how you greet your mother?” Mother Nature demanded, slapping her hands on her hips and eyeing me with displeasure. “I mean you only come around to Nirvana every few centuries. I’d think some manners would be in order.

      “I’ve been here several times in the last few weeks,” I reminded her with a small shudder I hoped went unnoticed.

      “Yes, you have,” she said with a happy sigh. “And it’s been lovely.”

      I had a few other adjectives to describe my visits, but being older than dirt and having a keen sense of self-preservation, I decided to keep them to myself.

      Taking in my mother’s attire was painful. She’d clearly been pole dancing if the peach unitard and mile high, glittering gold stilettos were anything to go by. Her wild red hair was in some sort of bird’s nest atop her head and to make matters almost debilitating, she wore a gold sequined bra and thong over the shiny spandex unitard.

      “Is Bill here?” I asked, staring directly at her face. It was far too dangerous to look anywhere else. Laughing at my mother was never a good plan of action.

      “Your need to call your parents by their first names is disrespectful,” she said, snapping her fingers and producing a table for two laden with a feast that made my stomach cramp.

      “Yes, well, I’ll take that as a compliment,” I said, moving away from the buffet before she could insist I try one of her concoctions. Food poisoning wasn’t on my agenda today.

      “Whatever,” she said, pouring what I would surmise was supposed to be tea into two delicate floral tea cups. “And yes, Bill is here, but he’s passed out at the moment. We’ve been working our way through the Kamasutra and I think I wore him out. Although with the last position we tried, he was standing on his head for an inordinately long time and I think all the blood settling there was a bit much for him. Although I must say, I enjoyed that particular position tremendously. I can loan you the book if you’d like.”

      Yet again my mother had rendered me mute and irreparably damaged.

      “You’ll love it,” she went on oblivious to my rabid discomfort. “I’ve dog eared a bunch of pages that we really enjoyed—very orgasmic. You should try those first. Truly stimulating.”

      “I’m the world’s greatest lover,” I said with an eye roll, thankful that I could still produce words after her alarming story. “I don’t need the Kamasutra.”

      “Everyone needs the Kamasutra,” she with a giggle and a little shimmy. “So to what do I owe your surprise visit?”

      Out of the corner of my eye, I saw six of her parrots partake in the buffet and keel over dead. Taking my mother’s arm and leading her away so she didn’t see the deadly shitshow, I maneuvered her to a seating area of ancient tree stumps covered in moss and a rainbow array of blossoms.

      “I need your help,” I said tersely. I hated needing people, but drastic times called for unheard of measures.

      Her mouth dropped open to a wide O and she clasped her hands in delight. “That makes me so happy,” she squealed and wrapped her arms around my large frame.

      “Can we make a few ground rules?” I asked, gently peeling her off of me. I could only take so much.

      “Of course, darling,” she said as she seated herself on a log and literally bouncing with excitement.

      “No more sex talk,” I said.

      “Fine,” she agreed readily.

      “Could you change that outfit? It’s a bit difficult to look at you—you know, with you being my mother and all,” I trailed off somewhat lamely as Mother Nature began to spark with displeasure.

      “Beware of what you wish for, son. I might choose assless chaps and a boob tube,” she said with narrowed eyes. “I think I look beautiful in this ensemble.”

      “You’re always beautiful, mother,” I said with another eye roll.

      She was very aware that she was one of the loveliest people in existence. Of course, I was prettier, but adding that to the conversation wouldn’t make me popular. Considering she was about to electrocute me for insulting her stripper wear I kept my mouth shut.

      “Thank you, sweetheart. I am stunning,” she agreed. “And while I could talk about myself for years on end, I’m assuming that’s not why you’re here.”

      “Do you know of a place called Kismet?” I asked, getting right to the point.

      She paused and stared at me for so long I wondered if she’d become hard of hearing.

      “Are you certain that’s the name of the place?” she asked slowly.

      “No. I’m guessing. What do you know of it?”

      She stood and began to pace. With each step she took, flowers in riotous color burst from the ground replacing where her foot had been. She paced until the seating area looked like a floral shop on crack. I’d had enough when I realized blooming vines had basically tied me to the log I was sitting on.

      Why I’d thought coming to Mother Nature was a good idea was beyond me. But if anyone knew anything about Kismet it would be my mother. She was batshit crazy and Nirvana was far too happy a place for me to spend any length of time in, but she was my best bet at the moment.

      With a sharp wave of my flower incased hand, I incinerated the floral ropes binding me. “Either you know of it or you don’t,” I snapped impatiently. “From the pacing and the overactive garden explosion, I’d say you’ve heard of it. Tell me what you know or I’ll go elsewhere for my information.”

      “You’re being a little buttholey,” she pointed out.

      “Buttholey?” I asked, pressing the bridge of my nose and regretting coming here with every fiber of my being.

      “Yes. Buttholey. Or if you prefer… douchecanoey, jackholey or dickwady.”

      “Are you done?” I asked narrowing my eyes at her.

      “Or turdwaffley.”

      Letting my head fall to my hands I stared at the array of flowers beneath my feet. “I’m feeling stabby at the moment, Mother. Short of apologizing which I have no clue how to do, I would like to start over here.”

      “You just say sorry.”

      “I can’t. It gets stuck in my throat and I get hives,” I replied, peeking up at her with a grin.

      “You’re such a liar,” she said with a laugh.

      “Your point?” I asked, my grin growing wider.

      “I have a present for you,” she said. “Would you like it?”

      “Is it an answer to my question?”

      She shook her head. “We’ll get to that in a moment.”

      Clapping her hands, she conjured up a pile of notebooks. The exact notebooks I’d forgotten to steal from Sal and Maury. Unbelievable.

      “Where did you get those?” I asked, admiring them greedily.

      “Sal and Maury kind of gave them to me.”

      “You know Sal and Maury?” I asked, confused.

      “I had a meeting with them shortly after yours.”

      “For?” I asked, not like the potential direction of the conversation. However, I did like those notebooks.

      “To secure my place in your movie. They were bizarrely cooperative—very happy men,” she said. “Big gum chewers though. I found that a bit off putting, but I suppose that’s the Hollywood way.”

      “You’re starring in the film?” I asked in a tone so quiet her eye went wide.

      “You have an issue with that?” she shot back, starting to glow menacingly.

      Breathing in through my nose and blowing it out through my mouth, I decided to not tell her how I really felt. Not normal for me, but getting electrocuted right now just didn’t appeal. Hell, everyone who read it thought the damned thing was a comedy. My mother was going to fit right in.

      I made another mental note to myself. I should probably read the damn tome to see what was so fucking funny about my life story.

      “It’s fine,” I lied through my teeth. “You’ll be wonderful in the bullfighting scenes.”

      “You enjoy bullfighting?” she asked, surprised.

      “Hemmingway edited the book. He was pissed. From what I understand, he added a bullfight to each chapter.”

      “Well, that’s certainly something,” she said with a laugh. “He’s a sneaky bastard, but he carries lovely Cuban cigars. Wait. Have you not read it?”

      “Why should I read it? I lived it,” I snapped, wanting to move away from the movie subject and get back to why I’d come.

      “Of course, darling. Anyhoo, after I asked for the lead role in the film, I pilfered the notebooks. I was shocked to think you’d have left without stealing them. I know how fond you are of office supplies.”

      “I am,” I agreed. “They are very nice notebooks.”

      “Very sturdy,” she added. “And the pages even have lines on them.”

      “I like lines,” I said, hoping they were all for me. No matter. If she tried to keep one, I’d just steal it.

      “I know you’re trying to say thank you,” she said with a smirk that I wanted to remove from her face.

      “I am not.”

      “You are.”

      “I. Am. Not,” I replied, appalled by her horrible accusation. “Thank you is a term used by those with manners. I have no manners. Therefore, no thank you.”

      “You’re welcome,” she said, ignoring my rudeness and plopping the notebooks in my lap.

      “What’s the ruckus out here?” my father called out, entering the garden completely naked.

      “For the love of everything despicable and evil,” I shouted. “Put some goddamned clothes on.”

      “Don’t take your brother’s name in vain, Lucifer. It’s rude. And when you show up without calling first there is always an excellent chance your father will be naked,” my mother informed me.

      With a wiggle of his nose, Bill dressed himself, chuckling the entire time. There was a very fine reason I rarely came to my mother’s corner of the Universe. My father’s dick swinging in the wind was an outstanding example.

      “It’s good to see you, son,” Bill said, still grinning like a fool. “Is there something we can help you with?”

      “Besides scarring me for life?” I inquired.

      “That’s my job as your father,” he said with a laugh as he hugged me.

      My appalling need to hug the small man back irked me to no end. Bill was a Sprite—very rare and unfortunately squishy. His adorable factor was world famous—at least in the Immortal world. My pain in the ass daughters, The Seven Deadly Sins, had sent him into traction with their adoration multiple times over the centuries. While he was a good sport about it, he had to want to deck their asses occasionally. Hell knows, I certainly did.

      “Stop that now,” I hissed, sitting on my hands so I didn’t embrace the tiny bastard.

      With a delighted laugh and one more irresistible squeeze, he backed off. “Those are nice notebooks.”

      “They’re mine. My mother stole them for me,” I replied and then sighed dramatically. I sounded like a five year old. My parents brought out the worst in me—and not in a good way.

      “Good thinking, Gaia,” Bill congratulated my preening mother. “The boy has a thing for paper products.”

      “And staplers,” my mother added.

      “Enough,” I growled, barely stopping myself from adding pens, protractors, scissors and hole punches to the growing list. “I came for information on Kismet.”

      “What about Kismet?” my father asked, alarmed.

      “Where is it? What is it?” I demanded.

      The glance exchanged between my parents didn’t bode well. Very little unnerved them. As True Immortals, they were as difficult to kill as I was.

      Taking a seat next to Mother Nature, my father pursed his lips in thought. “I’ve never actually seen the place. It’s impossible to find.”

      “Neither have I,” Mother Nature said, taking Bill’s hand into hers. “It’s buried in a time warp—or rather, a wrinkle. Legend has it that it’s where the Sirens were created.”

      I didn’t like the wrinkle part—at all. They were virtually undetectable.

      “It’s said to be made of crystal and ice—breathtakingly beautiful. But as the story goes, anyone that has ever found Kismet has never come back to tell about it.”

      “So it has been found?” I pressed, ignoring the rest of what I’d been told.

      “Yes,” Mother Nature said slowly watching me with concern. “Why do you want to go there?”

      “I had a little run in with Fate. She wants Elle’s soul and when I told her I didn’t have it, she disappeared and let her Trolls loose on me.”

      “How fucking rude,” Mother Nature hissed. “No one can sic Trolls on my boy and live to brag about it.”

      “The Trolls are dead. I had Astrid, Tiara and some others with me. We won. They lost. However, I kept one alive and was only able to get one word out of the giant son of a bitch when I asked him where Fate had gone.”

      “And the word was Kismet,” my father finished for me.

      “It was. I’m thinking that might be where Elle and her mother have gone as well.”

      My mother nodded and then shrugged. “If that’s where they are, you will have a difficult time finding them. You think Fate will kill them?”

      “She can’t,” I replied tersely. “At least I don’t think she can. If the legend is true about there being three fates, she needs them alive. Although my definition of alive and hers most likely differ.”

      Running his small hands through his hair and making it stand on end, Bill pressed his lips together into a grim line. “Some of the whispers I’ve heard over the centuries are that the Sirens never truly died off. They’ve been frozen for eternity in an enchantment.”

      “It stands to reason that may be how Fate has harnessed the power since the beginning of time,” Mother Nature added.

      “That is utter bullshit. How do I not know of this?” I snarled. “How has she gotten away with it?”

      “Sirens were not the most popular of species,” my father pointed out carefully. “Their claim to fame was sucking the life from their victims. I’d think most who’d caught wind of the annihilation—if that’s even what happened—might have stayed silent.”

      “That’s despicable,” I said, growing more furious. “It’s wrong. I don’t like it at all.”

      Both my parents stared at me in shock with their mouths agape.

      With a roll of my eyes, that should have garnered me an Academy Award, I then glared at my parents. “If you repeat or share any of what I’m about to say, I will deny it and make your lives such a living Hell you will regret your immortality,” I warned.

      “Oh my goodness, what a relief,” Mother Nature said with her hand on her heart. “For a minute there, I was certain aliens had taken over your body and you had grown a conscience.”

      Ignoring her bizarre outburst, I went on. “As you’ve repeatedly told me, Mother… I don’t create evil. I punish it. While I heartily enjoy and endorse random acts of theft, envy, deception, gluttony, sexual promiscuity, greed, lust, sloth, adultery, pride, coveting, embezzlement, wrath and a good bloody knife fight—true evil is abhorrent to me. This fact is not good for my reputation so I’d prefer it stay here in a cone of fucking silence. Am I clear?”

      “You see Bill, our boy is fine,” Mother Nature said and then eyed me thoughtfully. “Although I do believe this is all about Elle.”

      “It is. Was… still is,” I said, frustrated. “She’s mine and she’s been wronged for thousands of years. That doesn’t sit well with me. However, I also don’t like what’s been done to the Sirens.”

      “Possibly been done,” Bill reminded me.

      “How bad would it be if I killed Fate?” I questioned.

      “Bad,” my mother said. “Very bad. As bad as if she were to kill the other two fates.”

      “Fine,” I snapped. “It shall be difficult, but I’ll leave the bitch alive—on my terms.”

      “That’s if you can find them,” my mother said.

      “I’ll find them,” I assured her.

      Worrying her hands and staring off into the distance, she sighed. “Do you know of l’appel du vide?”

      “I know it means the call of the void,” I replied, wondering what the Hell my mother was babbling about now.

      “It’s what happens to immortals when they enter Kismet,” she explained. “You have destructive thoughts of self-harm… but the magic of Kismet urges you to act on them.”

      “Ridiculous,” I said with a laugh. “I like myself far too much to destroy myself.”

      “True Immortals should be fine—I think,” Bill said. “And the other species that can supposedly withstand the enchantment are the Fairies.”

      “Fucking fantastic,” I said sarcastically. “I don’t like Fairies and they don’t like me. I’ve been banned from their homeland, Zanthia, for millions of years. Which is complete bullshit considering I let them come to Hell.”

      “Just telling you what I’ve heard. Are you on good terms with any Fairies?” my father asked with a raised brow.

      “A few,” I admitted begrudgingly. Everything I’d learned today was bad and kept getting worse. I suppose I was going to have to owe a few Fairies now.

      “I’d suggest you go make nice with them. They might even know how to get to Kismet,” my mother said.

      I was going to have to go to Earth tomorrow and cut several deals with Fairies.

      Fuck.

      Another day in the life of the Devil. The never ending pile of shit was growing higher. Whatever. I’d make nice with the Fairies if that’s what I had to do. A favor from Satan was an extraordinarily valuable commodity that very few could pass up.

      “Well, I have to run. I’d say thank you, but hives aren’t a good look for me,” I said with a small smirk.

      “You’re welcome,” my mother replied with a laugh. “Lucifer? You will be careful.”

      Nodding, I stood to take my leave. Tucking all of the notebooks under one arm, I raised my other. In an eerie whisper on the wind, black magic roared through my body and my wings burst from my back in all their majestic glory. Glittering black mist floated through the gardens sparkling like death. It was gorgeous. I felt free and evil and ready to deal with the asshole Fairies. It was good to be me. I was going to win. I was going to take back what was mine. I was going to have a relatively, yet unconventional and fiery, happily ever after.

      There was simply no other option.
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      A sensual cinnamon scented wind blew through my bedroom and I smiled. Being asleep was fast becoming my favorite part of the day. Letting one eye open slightly, I saw the blast of amethyst crystals rain down from the ceiling and dance across the black onyx floor. It was gorgeous. Of course the sparkling magic didn’t hold a candle to the beauty of my Siren…

      Feigning sleep, I was going to make her work for it. Her anger would only make what was destined to follow even more passionate.

      “I know you’re faking,” Elle said. “Open your eyes or I’ll leave.”

      “No you won’t,” I replied, refusing to obey even though there was nothing more in the world I wanted than to gaze at her… well, gaze amongst other things.

      “Try me, Devil,” she purred.

      “I have, Siren. And it was delightfully mind blowing,” I said with a laugh as I sat up and let the black silk sheets fall away from my naked and obscenely aroused body. “We really must stop meeting like this. I need my beauty sleep.”

      Crossing her arms over her barely clad chest, she glared at me so long it was positively rude. My dick grew harder. It was excruciating. She could pout all she wanted. It was incredibly sexy. My Siren knew she would get what she came for. I could deny her nothing.

      With her full lips pursed, she let her eyes roam over my body with unbridled lust. My heart raced and I let her have her fill. I was quite the specimen of beauty.

      “Take off your clothes, Elle. I’m going to fuck you.”

      I felt her joyous laugh all the way to my balls. I could undress her with a flick of my wrist, but it was much more fun to watch her disrobe.

      “Kind of bossy this evening,” she said, raising her brow as she pulled one ribbon on the shoulder of her purple gown and it fell to the floor. The puddle of purple silk under her bare feet shimmered like water and her gloriously naked body glowed with a mystical inner light. She took my breath.

      “This seems so real,” I muttered.

      “In a sense it is,” Elle replied slowly walking toward my bed. “Do you remember what happened when I came to you last?”

      “Every fucking second—pun intended,” I told her, my eyes riveted to hers. “And I keep reliving it in all my waking moments.”

      “The line between reality and illusion is very thin, my love.”

      “I want to know where you’re hiding,” I said.

      “I thought you wanted to fuck,” she shot back with a wide grin.

      “Well, that too,” I told her as I reached for her and pulled her down beside me. “I think you’re in danger.”

      Without acknowledging my concern, she pressed her lips to mine. My brain shorted out for a second and I took what I could get. She could distract me momentarily, but not forever. A simple kiss from my Siren was somehow more intense than any sex I’d had in my long life.

      As my lips captured hers, I knew I needed her more now than I did even yesterday. She was my fire in the darkness. Her name was my salvation. Adrielle meant darkness and Rinoa meant the torch of light in the darkness. I needed her fire to cleanse my sins and she needed my lust to survive, but it was far more complicated than that. And right now it was ridiculously complicated, considering she was Dream Walking and not truly here.

      “You feel so good,” she mumbled against my lips, pressing her nude body against mine.

      Our power and need for each other was overwhelming. It tangled and twisted causing bursts of black glitter and amethyst crystal to explode and shower down on us. Her touch kissed my skin and her fire bit at me as our lust increased. She was my addiction and I was hers. In my arms she felt like liquid molten desire.

      My hands memorized her body and my lips and tongue followed. Elle’s taste was intoxicating and her scent drove me wild. Her moans of pleasure were music to my ears. I wanted to send my Siren to heights she could never come down from.

      And I wanted her to fucking stay with me.

      Elle’s fire bathed my skin and I groaned in ecstasy. She fed a need in me so powerful, I could no longer live without her. I didn’t want to live without her.

      Trapping her wrists over her head, I pushed at her wet entrance with my painfully hard erection.

      “Yes,” she muttered, writhing beneath me like a wild animal in heat. “Yes.”

      “Kismet,” I whispered as I pushed the head of my cock into her.

      Her eyes went wide with shock. She tried to wiggle away, but her pleasure at my invasion was so intense she couldn’t. I wasn’t playing fair, but I was the Devil. I never played fair when something I wanted was at stake.

      “Do you want this?” I asked, pushing more of myself into her body.

      “You know I do,” she snapped as she tightened around me like a vise. “And you want it too.”

      “More than I want to breathe,” I agreed in a husky voice. Holding back was killing me, but it was the only game I had right now. “But I also want you back. Permanently.”

      “This is all we can have,” she gasped out on a scream as I jerked my hips forward and buried myself to the hilt inside her.

      “Let’s agree to disagree,” I said, holding my body still with enormous effort. “Are you in Kismet?”

      “No.”

      “Are you lying?” I demanded, grinding my body against hers.

      All was fair in love and war.

      “Yes,” she hissed.

      “Does Fate know you and your mother are there?” I asked, holding still again.

      “Fuck me,” she begged.

      “Answer my question.”

      Elle’s lavender eyes starred daggers at me, but her need for me overcame her reason. “Not yet.”

      “Good girl,” I said, beginning a slow, lazy thrust in and out of her lust-addled body. “That’s all I needed to know.”

      “You won’t be able to find Kismet. I don’t want you there. It’s too dangerous,” she said on a moan as I began to increase my speed.

      “Not to worry,” I said, feeling the pressure at the base of my spine tingle.

      “Promise me you won’t try to find me,” she begged.

      “I promise,” I whispered in her ear and then nipped at it hard.

      Her gasp and shudder almost did me in, but I wasn’t close to done with my Siren. I was going to take her all night.

      “Are you lying?”

      “Of course I am. I’m the Devil.”

      “You’re an asshole.”

      “Your point?” I inquired as I rotated my hips and plunged into her as deep as I could.

      Her scream of pleasure was orgasmic. All thoughts of rational conversation were now gone.

      “If you love me, then fuck me,” she hissed. “Now.”

      “I love you,” I said. “And I will take you up on your offer.”

      And I did.

      And she came. And she came. And she came.

      It was a night neither of us would ever forget.
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      “Those are nice notebooks,” Lizard said, eyeing my stolen booty.

      “They’re mine,” I said, snatching them up and putting them into my Hermès briefcase. I shouldn’t have brought the damn notebooks with me, but I liked looking at them. “Don’t touch them. Don’t even look at them. Coveting my notebooks will result in decapitation. Do you feel me?” I informed him flatly.

      “Roger that,” Lizard said with a grin.

      The idiot was clearly in a good mood due to having relations—for lack of a more palatable term—with the horrifying Martha and Jane. Conveniently, he was exactly where I wanted him to be. Although, unfortunately, he was wearing a beret, sandals and a tracksuit.

      I’d decided to call the meeting at Astrid’s abode. The Cressida House was a neutral place to convene with the Fairies. Plus, Astrid’s mate, Ethan, had a fabulous array of office supplies.

      The Kev and Gemma were expected shortly. I’d requested Tiara, Astrid and Ethan be present as well. Tiara was part Fairy and Astrid would most likely keep me from doing something that would fuck me and ruin my chances of getting the Fairies to cooperate. Ethan was simply a courtesy since he was the Vampyre Prince of the North American Dominion and this was his compound…

      Lizard was in attendance because I wanted someone in the room who was completely loyal to me and me alone. I also had a few suspicions about my violent, gum-smacking, bat-wielding Demon that I wanted confirmed. Having to look at his attire would be a small price to pay if I was indeed correct.

      “Will I be needing my bat for the meeting, my Liege?” Lizard asked, seating himself at the far end of the room with his back to the wall so he had an excellent view of all who entered and exited.

      “I certainly hope not,” I said with a raised brow and a laugh. “Quite soon this room will be filled with more power than should be legally allowed. It would be a shit show of epic proportions if it degenerated to violence. It would be delightful, but probably not good form since I want something from this gathering.”

      “May I be so bold as to ask what the meeting is about?”

      “You may. I want information and possibly more, but that will depend on the price,” I replied perusing Ethan’s desk with delight. It was always a veritable smorgasbord of the latest in office supplies.

      “Very good, my Lord.”

      A lovely thing caught my eye and I froze in my tracks. “Sweet Hell in August on a sunny day. What is that?”

      “I do believe that’s an onyx mesh desktop organizer with five vertical and three horizontal shelving sections,” Lizard replied.

      My man definitely knew his office products. I was impressed.

      “Shall I steal it for you?” he asked.

      “No. I prefer to abscond with my treasures personally. I’ll steal it myself at the end of the meeting. I’ve just never seen anything quite like it. It’s fabulous.”

      “It is lovely,” Lizard agreed. “However, I’m partial to that nice pencil holder cup. Looks very homemade.”

      “Yes, as much as I’d like to pilfer it for you, that one is a no go. It was made by Samuel, Astrid and Ethan’s son. Might cause an explosion that I don’t have time for right now. However, I can put in an order for you and me with Samuel. The child is fucking brilliant with crayons and glue.”

      “I would appreciate that,” Lizard said and then proceeded to stare at the wall.

      I wasn’t quite sure what he found so fascinating about walls, but I refused to ask. Didn’t want to hear another phallus diatribe like the one he gave earlier in the week. I could live the rest of my eternal life without hearing that again.

      Since everyone was late, I thought it only fair that I help myself to some of the smaller items in the room. Ethan had far too many Mont Blanc pens for one person, so I took ten. After pocketing all of his paperclips, a few highlighter markers and a lovely stainless steel stapler, I felt much better. I wasn’t looking forward to the gathering, but stealing the onyx mesh desktop organizer with five vertical and three horizontal shelving sections would definitely make the entire trip worth it.

      [image: ]
* * *

      “Lucifer,” The Kev bellowed joyously. “I’d say it’s good to see you, but I’ll reserve judgment until after our little chat.”

      The Kev was the most powerful Fairy in existence. I actually enjoyed him even though I’d never admit it. His deadly fighting skills made him a feared being by the general immortal population. It was simply too bad he had such a damned friendly personality. The Fairy usually took on some hideous façade because his true face was too beautiful for most to look upon. Of course, I was prettier but that was neither here nor there at the moment.

      Today he came as his true self. And as per usual, his dress sense was appalling. He made Lizard look like he’d walked off the pages of GQ. The jean shorts and sleeveless midriff top were almost enough reason for me to incinerate the Fairy, but that would be counterproductive right now. I needed him—horrible taste and all.

      “Come now, The Kev,” I said with a grin. “It’s always good to see me.”

      The Kev shook his head and laughed. For all his happy demeanor, I knew he was going to be a hard sell. So be it. I loved a good challenge. And I loved winning.

      “Congratulations on the book. Laughed my ass off,” The Kev said, giving me a thumbs up.

      It was all I could do not to sever his thumb and shove it up his ass. What the Hell was in my book that was so damned funny? Instead of dismembering him, I graced him with a tight smile and a nod. Astrid should be proud. It was not easy for me to be civil.

      Ethan entered the office and scanned his desk with displeasure. The covert irritated glance he shot Astrid was proof he could tell my delightfully sticky fingers had been busy in their absence. She simply shrugged and rolled her eyes. They were an exquisitely handsome couple and Ethan was a deadly force of nature in his own right. The Vampyre Prince tolerated me because he had to. I was the Devil and his mate’s loving klepto uncle. It was so much fun to watch him try to behave.

      My visits to the Cressida House usually ended in a loss of property. It was only fair since most of Astrid’s visits to Hell ended in property damage. In my opinion, I was a far better guest than my niece.

      Although one could argue that I’d been a bit destructive here last Christmas… Whatever. Life sized nutcrackers deserved boners. I’d stand by my tasteless decisions always. Besides, aroused nutcrackers were hilarious.

      Tiara joined the group and everyone took seats on the array of sumptuous leather couches. If I thought I could get away with pilfering a few of the couches, I would. They were very much my style—black and expensive.

      “Where is Gemma?” I asked. I wanted both her and The Kev here. As Gemma was the reincarnated, and soon to be reinstated Queen of the Fairies, it was to my advantage to have the power of both.

      “She’ll be with us momentarily,” The Kev said, watching me with interest. “You called us at an opportune time. We plan to go back to Zanthia soon.”

      With a glance to Lizard to see if he reacted to the news, I sighed. He didn’t. My guess was incorrect. Too bad. I despised being wrong.

      “Will Gemma have to retake her position by force?” I asked, pulling my gaze from my Demon and back to The Kev. It was so damned ridiculous that I wasn’t allowed in Zanthia. I’d love to personally witness a bloody Fairy war.

      “Remains to be seen,” The Kev replied darkly. “I’m cautiously optimistic until I have to choose a new route.”

      In the blink of an eye the air in the room changed and bursts of glittering silver, pink and gold Fairy dust arrived just before the woman in question did. It was far too happy for my mood, but I knew beforehand that meeting with Fairies was going to be a teeth-grinding experience. I wanted something so I had no choice except to play nice.

      “Gemma,” Astrid squealed as she literally flew off the couch and tackled her friend in a hug that would have crushed a mere mortal.

      “Dude!” Gemma shouted, punching Astrid in the arm and laughing. “I’ve missed your sorry undead ass. So what’s the scoop? Why are we here?”

      Gemma was as stunning as The Kev, if not more so. They were both blonde, but The Kev’s eyes were a bright blue while Gemma’s were a sparkling silver and her skin had an otherworldly glow. Apparently none of the idiots in the room had seen each other in a while if all the kissy-faced endearments were anything to go by. All the hugging and backslapping were starting to make me itchy. I had business to accomplish—no time to watch ridiculous overtures of affection.

      And then it got weird.

      “I am not worthy,” Lizard shouted and dropped to his knees causing the entire room to stop and stare at him.

      Crawling over to Gemma on all fours while smacking his gum like his immortal life depended on it, the Demon prostrated himself at her feet. His body trembled and if I wasn’t mistaken the dumbass was crying.

      What the Hell? He’d never cried for me…

      Bending down and raising his chin, Gemma eyed the bizarre man. The smile she bestowed upon him caused bursts of silver magic to explode around her head, giving her a halo look. Lizard grasped her hand and kissed it reverently.

      “My Queen,” he whispered. “I am not worthy.”

      “Of course, you are,” Gemma replied with a giggle and patted the top of his beret kindly. “You’re a mix aren’t you?”

      “I am, my Queen,” he said. “I’m not worthy.”

      “I call bullshit on that,” Gemma chastised Lizard. “I’m just a person who leaves glitter everywhere. Are you good?”

      “Define good,” Lizard said, sheepishly.

      Gemma considered him for a long moment and then winked at him. “Well, your aura is pretty dang dusty around the edges, but I can see you have caretaker and a sense of justice inside you. Your methods might need a bit of polishing up, but you are not bad. What’s your name?”

      “Lizard, my Queen,” he said, staring at Gemma with such adoration I thought I might heave.

      Damn, I loved being right. However, I didn’t like potentially losing one of my own to another species. Well, at least I’d been proven correct. Fairies could morph into other creatures—or monsters, if you will.

      Lizard’s transformation had reminded me of other Fairies I’d seen over the centuries. However, a Fairy-Demon was indeed rare, but not as rare as one might think, considering Demons weren’t allowed in Zanthia.

      Two anomalies were in the room right now. Both Tiara and Lizard had Fairy and Demon blood running through their veins—a fearsome combination and one that I was counting on to come in handy.

      “Shall we get down to business?” I inquired before Lizard could pledge his life to the woman and make me look bad. I brought him because he was supposed to me loyal to me.

      Astrid nodded and came to stand beside me. Damn, if the child didn’t feel my discomfort. Making pleasantries wasn’t in my wheelhouse. But today would be an exception. Elle meant more to me than my ego—a fact that never ceased to surprise me.

      “I need to go to Kismet. I understand you know how to get there,” I said, not beating around the bush.

      “You understand wrong,” The Kev said, coolly. “No one knows how to get there.”

      “Yet your kind can survive in Kismet?” I asked.

      The Kev nodded slowly.

      “Then it stands to reason, if you know Fairies can endure in Kismet then a Fairy had to have gone there and come back to tell others about it,” I stated, staring straight at The Kev.

      The Kev stood and approached warily. “Why do you want to go to Kismet? It’s a death wish.”

      “I beg to differ. It’s my death wish if I don’t go. In fact it may be a death wish for all of mankind if I don’t go,” I shot back flatly.

      “What in the ever loving heck is Kismet?” Gemma asked, moving to stand beside her partner.

      The Kev ran his hands through his hair and gave me a dirty look. “It’s the land of the Sirens,” he told her. “Also as the myth goes, it’s also the home of Fate. No immortal can exist there for more than a day and Fairies can go a week… possibly.”

      “What about True Immortals?” Astrid asked.

      Sighing, The Kev shrugged. “I would guess that a True Immortal could survive. But the legend of l’appel du vide is very real.”

      “Translate,” Gemma said, wrinkling her nose.

      “It means the call of the void. In Kismet, one has desires of self-destruction and the enchantment on the island urges the intruder to act on them. Hence, even a True Immortal could end up stuck in Kismet for eternity.”

      “Umm… not following,” Astrid said.

      I was glad she said it. I wanted to, but I needed to play my hand wisely. Lack of knowledge was not a smooth move or in charge way to proceed.

      “With repeated self-inflicted wounds a True Immortal could get caught in a cycle of harming and healing—repeatedly. Forever,” The Kev explained.

      “That would so suck big ass,” Astrid said.

      “My thoughts exactly,” The Kev agreed with a small smile directed at Astrid. “Although I might have phrased it a tad differently.”

      “I don’t care,” I said with a dismissive wave of my hand. “I’m going. I’m far too selfish and self-absorbed to harm myself. Fate is there and she’s gone bat shit crazy.”

      “Is that where Elle and Sadie have gone too?” Tiara asked.

      I nodded with a grim expression on my lips. “Yes. And I’m going to get her.”

      “The woman you love?” Gemma asked, carefully.

      “Yes,” I hissed, annoyed that everyone was aware I had feelings. It didn’t sit well with my reputation. “She’s absolutely dreadful and I can’t live without her. You happy?” I snapped.

      “Yep,” Gemma said with a laugh. “Even the mighty fall.”

      “Did that at the beginning of time,” I muttered. This was turning out to be a waste of energy. None of them knew how to get to Kismet.

      The Kev sighed and began to pace. “I haven’t been there, but my sister has.”

      “Where is your sister?” I demanded.

      “She was cursed for twelve hundred years,” he replied with pain in his voice. “I have no idea where she is.”

      “Are you talking about The Shelia?” Astrid asked

      “No, Krumecaca, I don’t have a sister named The Shelia,” The Kev said, confused.

      “Actually you do. Her name was The Fru Fru, but she changed it to The Shelia because she was my diary and I called her Shelia. I thought it was kind of cold to address all my entries Dear Diary. Besides, the word diary made me think of milk which led me to think about ice cream and that made me feel stabby. I needed an outlet when I was writing Uncle Fucker’s autobiography slash romance and…”

      “We can really stop using the Uncle Fucker endearment,” I said shaking my head and closing my eyes in pain.

      “Whoops, sorry,” Astrid said with a giggle. “So anyhoo, I didn’t realize my diary was freakin’ alive. I mean who in the fuck would think a book was alive? You feel me?”

      “Umm… no,” I said, pressing the bridge of my nose. “Does this story actually have a point?”

      “Hell to the yes,” Astrid said, getting excited. She snapped her fingers and produced her diary. “Normally, I wouldn’t share my diary, but this part I didn’t write. The Shelia left me a note at the end. Shocked the shit out of me, but it was totally cool. It says… and I quote…

      Dear Astrid,

      I hope you’re seated. And before you get your designer panties in a wad, just know that I will never betray your confidence. However, all bets are off if you try to kill me.

      My given name is The Fru Fru—which completely sucks. My mother was a dumbass, not murderous like yours, but a total jack hole nonetheless. I’m a cursed Fairy that has to live in inanimate objects for twelve hundred-ish years because I had a horrid little habit of bitch slapping the wrong people—a lot.

      Being stuck as an inanimate object, I haven’t gotten laid in centuries. When the damned curse is lifted, I shall make up for lost time. Returning to my natural form of a Fairy with extremely loose morals is appealing at this point. I will be back to borrow your black stiletto Prada boots when the time comes. Pretty sure they will get me laid.

      I’m going to go by The Shelia now. I like it and it fits me. My mother can bite my ass.

      “Oh my God,” The Kev gasped. “That sounds exactly like my sister.”

      “Wait, there’s more,” Astrid said excitedly, scanning the pages. “Some of this is damning and will earn me an ass blasting from Uncle Fu… Lucifer, so I’m just gonna read the pertinent parts.”

      “Wise choice,” I said dryly.

      “Okay, this part isn’t really important, but it’s a nice compliment to me so I’m gonna read it. Do you want to hear it?”

      “Do we have a choice?” I inquired.

      “Nope,” she said with a laugh.

      I’d first like to point out that you have an unhealthy obsession with threatening death. You should work on that along with cleaning up your poop language. Just a suggestion. However, using the word “fuck” as a noun, verb, pronoun and adjective is wildly impressive. I’d like to congratulate you on that.

      And yes, your uncle does secretly like being called Uncle Fucker. I saw him grin with delight when you weren’t looking. Keep up the good work. If you want to vary your endearments, try Uncle Fester. That would be hilarious.

      “I will go on record now saying that is a very bad suggestion,” I cut in before she could list off more names that would end in decapitation.

      “Roger that,” Astrid said, still scanning the pages and then found more.

      My assmunch fourth cousin on my mother’s side put this curse on me. I’ll be gunning for her ass in a thousand years or so. I signed a whopper of a contract without reading it and now I’m stuck as an inanimate freakin’ object for twelve hundred years. I thought I was signing up for a new cell phone plan. What the ever lovin’ fuck? Right?

      I’m glad you trained with The Kev. What I’m going to tell you now might shock you so sit your ass down. The Kev is my brother. He tried to save me from my inanimate punishment, but alas it was my own fucking fault for not reading the fine print of what I thought was a steal of a deal on a cell phone plan.

      The Kev is a wonderful person and I love him dearly. You can tell him this and let him know I owe him dinner in about a thousand years. I can’t cook, so I figured I’d take him to that hamburger joint you talked about… Humphrey’s Hamburger House. I’d like to try that rabbit turd ice you spoke so fondly of.

      I won’t be staying in your closet or as your diary for the next thousand years so your secrets are safe. I’m thinking about becoming a bed at a brothel for a while. It might subdue some of my horniness—or not. I’ll let you know how that works out when we meet someday.

      Oh, and ask The Kev to find out if The Dave has a mate. I’m hoping that hot piece of ass is still available when I get sprung from my inanimate Hell. That Fairy is all kinds of sexy and all kinds of mine.

      Be good my friend or I’ll have to kill you.

      Just kidding. I’m not into bloodshed except for maybe offing my fourth cousin on my mother’s side and anyone who thinks they can have The Dave.

      xoxo Shelia

      “I have to find her,” The Kev said with an urgency that set the devious wheels of my mind into motion.

      “Umm… I would like to point out that there are probably a lot of brothels in the world. Might be kind of difficult to find her,” Astrid offered up.

      “Not for me,” I replied cryptically.

      The Kev was speechless. He was very clearly torn. Owing the Devil was never a good idea. While The Kev might have been speechless, I was not. I saw an opening and I took it. Always.

      “You’re sister has been to Kismet?”

      The Kev nodded.

      “I can break her curse,” I said watching for his reaction.

      He didn’t disappoint. For a brief second, he looked as relieved as a man could look. Then his expression grew unsure and his eyes narrowed dangerously. “And what is the price, Lucifer?”

      My smile spread slowly across my lips and I paused. There was power in silence and I was about to take the upper hand.

      “Your price?” he repeated in a strained tone.

      “I will remove the curse permanently. Your sister will be free. However, the price—as you so aptly put it—is that she will take me to Kismet.”

      “And leave you there?” The Kev asked, realizing there was probably more.

      There was always more when the Devil was cutting a deal.

      “No. She will stay with me… and you, Gemma will accompany as well,” I finished and waited for the Fairy to come at me.

      “What about me?” Tiara asked.

      “And me” Astrid added much to Ethan’s displeasure.

      “And me?” Lizard asked.

      “Astrid, you have no Fairy blood in you and you are not nearly as selfish as I am.”

      “Thank God,” Ethan muttered.

      Ignoring him, I went on. I was winning. Zapping the Vampyre’s ass would not be a smart move. I really wanted to, but refrained.

      “Tiara, you have Vampyre and Demon in you as well. I won’t risk it. Lizard, you are only half-Fairy and half-Demon. You’re also male. Sirens are probably not good company for you. As much as I would like you with me, it’s not a good idea.”

      “Sire, if I may?” Lizard inquired respectfully.

      At least the idiot remembered I had a title. With a curt nod I let him speak.

      “I would give my life for both you and my Queen. My bat skills are unrivaled and I beg you to let me come. I will not be affected by the l’appel du vide. As far as the lure of the Sirens, it will not be an issue. I have mates now and I am committed to them. But most importantly, because of my past, I’m impervious to pain.”

      Gemma’s sharp intake of breath made Lizard stare at his feet in embarrassment.

      “You’ve had a tragic past,” she asked sadly.

      “Actually, I’d have to argue his present is pretty tragic since his mates are Martha and Jane,” Astrid muttered under her breath.

      “My past is my past,” Lizard said emotionlessly. “It’s made me who I am right now. My Liege has been good to me—better than anyone in my many centuries. I will die for him gladly—and for you as well, my Queen.”

      “So be it. Lizard will come. Your answer?” I asked, turning my attention to a seething The Kev.

      “No,” he ground out thorough gritted teeth. “Not Gemma.”

      “Wait,” Gemma said, placing her hand lovingly on his arm. “We’ll need help—all the help we can get when we go to Zanthia. We have no one there we truly trust except The Dave. The Shelia could mean the difference between life and death for us.”

      “I will fight for you,” Lizard said, putting his hand on his heart.

      My eye roll was enormous, but even my Demons had free will. If the Demon wanted to go die for a glitter throwing Fairy, it was his choice.

      “And I will defend you with my life as well,” Tiara said, putting her arms around Gemma and hugging her tight.

      “While all this is outstandingly gas inducing, there is a deal on the table. Take it or leave it,” I said, feeling a headache coming on. All of these Immortals were too lovey-dovey for my sanity.

      “We’ll take it,” Gemma said. “However, we will be even. We will owe you no favor for any of this.”

      “Done,” I said. “Give me an hour. I will find your sister.”

      “You have an in at all the brothels in the world?” Astrid asked with a raised brow and a smirk.

      “I’m fucking Satan,” I said throwing my hands in the air. What did I have to do to get respect around here? “Of course, I do.”

      “Can he really do that?” Gemma asked with a giggle.

      “Find The Shelia?” I asked. What was wrong with these people? Was everyone hard of hearing?

      “Umm… no,” Tiara said with a wide naughty grin. “Gemma is wondering if you’re a contortionist.”

      Closing my eyes, I sternly reminded myself that killing everyone in the room was a really fucking bad idea. I’d just cut a deal that could potentially save Elle’s life and damn Fate’s. Mass decapitation would screw everything up.

      Playing nice was going to kill me.

      Note to self… Think before you speak. It will cut down on dismemberment, decapitation and incineration of others. Possibly…

      At least I was going to leave with the onyx mesh desktop organizer with five vertical and three horizontal shelving sections. That certainly made an annoying hour more palatable.
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      “Mmmkay Mr. Evil Pants, correct me if I’m wrong… I just got sprung from being a bed in a brothel—which by the way was more fun in freakin’ theory than in actuality—and now I have to go to Kismet?” The Shelia asked, wrinkling her lovely nose.

      The Fairy was truly stunning. The Shelia looked so much like her brother it was disturbing. However, her sense of style was thankfully far superior. It hadn’t been all that difficult to find her. I’d simply put the word out to pinpoint a talking bed in a brothel and the location had come back within twenty minutes.

      Breaking the curse had been a bit more complicated, but I was a master and refused to lose. Being delicate was not one of my stronger suits, but it was necessary in this unusual case. The spell was intricately woven and one wrong move could have ended The Shelia’s immortal life.

      However, I was good—very, very, very, good. In fact if I had an ego, I’d have to say I was the best. Oh wait… I did have a fabulously out-of-check ego and no humility whatsoever. I was the best.

      The Shelia had chosen a brothel in Vegas. Luckily her destination had been in a house of ill repute I happened to own. No mind-wiping had been necessary since the cliental was primarily Immortals—Gnomes to be more specific.

      “That’s the plan,” I told her. “I’d be happy to reinstate the curse if it doesn’t appeal.”

      “Hell to the no,” she shouted, shaking her head with repulsion as pink and gold Fairy dust blew willy-nilly around the small brothel office. “If I have to see one more green Gnome member in my lifetime, it will be one time too many. The ugly bastards seem to have an obsession with the movie Fifty Shade of Grey. The term ‘laters babe’ has been branded into my brain. This is not a good thing—at all.”

      I had no idea what the woman was babbling about, but I didn’t care. As long as she was game to get me to where I wanted to go, she could even recite my brother’s book and I wouldn’t care—much.

      “One question though,” The Shelia said, pacing the small office. “Is there time for me to get laid before we head to our deaths? I haven’t had a big O in a couple hundred years.”

      It was a highly unusual request and I wasn’t quite sure how to answer.

      “You are one hot son of a bitch,” she said with a come hither smile. “Maybe we could bump fuzzies for a bit—no strings attached of course.”

      In the olden days I would have taken her up on her request in a heartbeat, but not now. While I could still appreciate her feminine assets, her beauty and her shameless appetite, I had no desire to bed her—or anyone except my Siren.

      “I’m taken,” I said. “You’ll have to go elsewhere for your amusement.”

      The Shelia sighed dramatically and then giggled. “Actually, I’m taken as well, but the bastard doesn’t know it yet,” she said. “However, if someone has a stray vibrator laying around that will do the trick as well.”

      “Can’t say I travel with vibrators,” I replied, enjoying the crude woman.

      “Damn it, what good are you, old man?” she demanded with a charming smile. “I’m a horny Fairy who hasn’t done the horizontal mambo in a few centuries. You’re the damned Devil. I had no clue you were a one-woman man. Has the world changed that much since I’ve been cursed?”

      “It’s quite recent,” I replied with a grin. “Surprised me most of all.”

      “Well, that is one lucky woman to have nabbed your hot ass,” The Shelia replied. “So who’s taking us to Kismet?”

      “You are,” I replied.

      “Not following,” she said, staring at me in confusion.

      My stomach tightened and I held my temper with effort. As much as I had enjoyed our inappropriate exchange I was in no mood to play games.

      “You’ve been to Kismet?”

      “Yes.”

      “And you clearly survived,” I added.

      “Yes.”

      “So correct me if I’m wrong,” I said, repeating her earlier statement as my eyes went vivid red with anger. “You must know how to get to Kismet if you’ve been there.”

      “You’re wrong,” The Shelia said, staring pointedly at me. “Who told you I knew how to get to Kismet?”

      I paused and thought for a moment and realized no one had actually told me that The Shelia knew how to get there—just that she’d been there.

      “My mistake,” I said tightly, sitting on my hands that were beginning to spark black glitter. If at first you don’t succeed, you try a new approach. If that doesn’t fucking work you resort to decapitation. “How did you get there? Who took you?”

      She looked at me for a long moment. The Shelia was no one’s fool. The Fairy might be promiscuous and prone to violence, but she was not an idiot. She was highly aware that I was on the brink of destroying her. Not really fair, but I wasn’t known as an equitable kind of guy.

      “It was thousands of years ago,” she said, keeping her eyes glued to mine. “I met a woman. She had been beaten by Trolls and was severely injured. I snuck her to my home in Zanthia and nursed her. However, she needed to go home to completely recover and wasn’t strong enough to make the journey alone.”

      “The woman?” I asked, feeling strangely like I was having déjà vu. Like my meeting with The Shelia was truly fated.

      “A Siren,” she confirmed what I already knew.

      “Her name?” I pressed, quite sure it was my Elle. It could have been Sadie, but I knew in my gut it wasn’t.

      The Shelia laughed. “Well, it took her a few days to give me her real name. This gal had a real penchant for lying through her teeth. Beautiful girl and tons of fun. She did steal a fair amount of my jewelry, but I don’t regret helping her at all. I was glad it was me who had discovered her. Sirens were killed on the spot back in those days.”

      “Her name?” I repeated, getting antsy.

      She squinted her eyes at me and slowly grinned. “It appears to me that you already know of whom I’m speaking, Devil. Why don’t you tell me her name?”

      “Adrielle Rinoa,” I whispered, examining the Fairy in an entirely new light. If it hadn’t been for her, there would be no Elle and me.

      “You got it, bad boy,” she said with a laugh as silver glitter sprayed all over the room. “And I’m guessing that is the very same one who took your fine ass off the market?”

      Nodding, I realized even though The Shelia had no clue how to get back to Kismet, there was no way in Hell I would harm a hair on her horny head. I’d have to find another way. It was a long shot, but I had a scheme.

      “I’ll transport you to Hell with me,” I told her. “I have one more idea of how to find Kismet. Hell is lovely this time of year. And more importantly, Demons are hornier than you are. You can have your pick.”

      “So we’re still going to Kismet?” she asked, brows raised.

      “We are. The ramifications if we don’t are devastating,” I replied shortly.

      “For you? For Adrielle?” she pushed, wanting to know exactly who she was putting her life on the line for.

      “Both,” I admitted. “However, the future of mankind is also in question. Fate has fucked up one too many times. Her end draws near.”

      “Well, I’ll be damned,” The Shelia said, fanning herself with her hand. “All I can say is thank you for pulling me from my enchanted prison. It would have sucked ass to die as a sin bed for Gnomes. I’d far rather bite the big one saving the world. Gnomes smell like shit.”

      Strangely, the talkative Fairy reminded me of Astrid. It made sense that they would have gotten along. They were both nuts.

      “I’ll have your brother and Gemma come to Hell to greet you,” I said, standing up and checking the office to see if there was anything to pilfer. I would have been stealing from myself since I owned the establishment, but it was still fun.

      “Gemma?” she questioned.

      “His gal pal and someone you should meet,” I said cryptically. “She’s the one who insisted I release you from your curse.”

      “And what did you demand in return?” she asked, knowing the Devil did nothing for free.

      “I get you, Gemma and The Kev to come to Kismet with me.”

      The Shelia nodded. “You’re an insane one.”

      “Your point?”

      “No point. Just an observation. You have vibrators in Hell?” The Shelia asked as she stood and made ready to depart.

      “Darling woman,” I said with a laugh. “Where do you think they were invented? We have an entire section of Hell devoted to carnal pleasure. I’m quite certain you’ll be satisfied.”

      “I like your style, Devil,” she said with a wide grin and a delightful laugh.

      “Likewise, Fairy. Just don’t get into too much trouble. We’ll leave for Kismet tomorrow.”

      “You think you can find it?”

      “I do,” I said with far more confidence than I felt.

      I would find it. There was no choice.

      At all.
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      I didn’t have to see her to know she was here. I felt her bone deep. She was my other half—my destiny. I had no intention of only being with her in my dreams. It was time to play dirty.

      “Truth, or dare?” I inquired, not looking at her.

      “Seriously?” she asked with a groan. “I was thinking of something more physical.”

      “Is that all I am to you?” I asked, glancing up at my Siren with a grin.

      “Yep,” she said, crossing to my bed and sitting on the edge. “You’re a fabulous lay.”

      “I am,” I agreed. “World’s Greatest Lover.”

      “You’re my lover,” Elle corrected me. “And only mine.”

      “But alas, I only have you in my dreams,” I reminded her as she frowned at me with displeasure.

      “You agreed that this would be enough if it was all we could have.”

      Sitting up and pulling her to me so she didn’t disappear in a huff, I wrapped my arms around her. “I agreed to nothing. For now this is fine. But it is not our future.”

      She tried to wiggle away, but I held her fast. Both of us knew she could leave any time she wanted. It was a game we were playing—full of addiction, lust, insanity… and love.

      “Lucifer,” she said on a sigh as her body relaxed and she laid her head on my chest.

      It felt so perfect. My throat clogged with what I could only imagine was emotion—a very new thing for me. However, it was not the time to bask in newfound feelings. It was war.

      “How’s it going in Kismet?” I asked and felt her body stiffen in my arms.

      “I don’t want to talk about Kismet,” she protested. “I want to make love to you.”

      “I want the same, but all sex and no talk makes for…” I trailed off because I couldn’t think of anything that was bad about all sex.

      “Makes for incredible orgasms bathed in fire,” she finished for me while running her hands down my overheated body.

      Grabbing her hands before she could get to the prize, I pulled them back to my chest and placed them on my heart. Her quick intake of breath displayed her uncertainty with what I’d done. I was going to make her tell me the truth. Our sign was a hand to the heart. Normally, it should be my own hand to my heart, but my Siren understood instantly.

      “Has Fate found you?” I questioned as she tried to remove her hand.

      She failed.

      “No, but she’s getting closer,” Elle admitted.

      “What will she do when she finds you?”

      Elle was quiet for so long I was certain she wasn’t going to answer me.

      “She’ll freeze us in an enchantment for eternity just like she froze the rest,” she said hollowly. “Each time I visit you may be the last.”

      “Unacceptable,” I snapped, and raised her chin to mine. “I won’t let that happen.”

      “It’s what it is. Time shall march on for a while. She will be able to draw on the power of our souls regardless. The lack of balance will eventually tear her apart and the world will finally come to an end.”

      “I have your soul,” I pointed out.

      “And I have yours.”

      Goddamn it, I needed to give it back to her. She could only go a hundred years without it. It might take me far longer than that to find her.

      “How long will it be before the end?” I asked.

      She shrugged and let her chin drop. “I don’t know. That will be left up to fate.”

      The irony of her statement wasn’t lost on either of us. It made me want to kill.

      “We will exchange souls now,” I said, getting up from the bed to get hers.

      She grabbed my hand. Her amethyst eyes were swimming with tears. “We can’t. In a dream state, it won’t work.”

      “Then tell me how to find you,” I growled. “I have to find you.”

      She slid off the bed and wrapped her arms around me. I felt every nerve ending in my body tingle with foreboding. My skin was heated and my cold dead heart was slowly shattering.

      “It’s not explainable. I would have to take you there and I can’t physically leave.”

      “There is always a way,” I insisted. “Always.”

      Elle turned and paced. Her frustration was evident in the jerky way her body moved. She was unsure… afraid.

      “I hate myself,” she whispered.

      “I love you enough for both of us,” I replied.

      “I’m such a bad person to get you involved in this, but… I can give you a hint,” she said haltingly. “And you’ll have to figure it out.”

      “Alone?”

      A smile pulled at her sinful lips. “No. And that’s part of the hint. No man is an island and…”

      “And?” I pressed.

      “And mother knows best. I love you, Lucifer, and I always will.”

      And on that cryptic note, my Siren disappeared in a blast of amethyst crystals.

      I stood naked in the middle of my room and let my head fall to my hands. Taking deep breaths, I centered myself. I was Satan. I was the Harbinger of Evil. I was the goddamned Devil.

      I was also a broken man and Adrielle Rinoa was the only person that could make me whole again. Her message was odd, but I would take it at face value. Going back to my mother didn’t appeal, but if she held the clue and had kept it from me there was going to be Hell to pay.

      The world might just end tomorrow when I threw a tantrum to end all tantrums in Nirvana.

      Or…

      Maybe mothers did know best.

      Tomorrow would be the end or the beginning. And right now I couldn’t predict which it would be.
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      “George Clooney?” Lizard asked, reading from a memo he was holding.

      “No. Too gray,” I replied.

      “Brad Pitt,” he tried again.

      “Too blond.”

      “Jamie Dornan?”

      “No. Fifty shades of wrong,” I told him, getting bored.

      Under normal circumstances talking about the casting of my movie would thrill me. Talking about myself or anything that had to do with me was one of my favorite hobbies. Not today. I had far more important worries—the potential end of the world for example.

      “Dwayne Johnson? I love that guy,” Lizard said, looking up to gauge my reaction.

      I sighed and stacked my beloved new notebooks into a tidy pile on my desk. “Too bald.”

      “I’ve got one more on the list Sal and Maury sent,” Lizard said.

      “Let’s hear it.”

      “Joe Manganiello.”

      “Nope. I’m far prettier,” I replied, as I watched the Demon eye my notebooks.

      Scooping them up and placing them in a drawer with an impenetrable lock on it, I stared at him. I knew he was simply doing his job as my agent. There was no reason to dismember Lizard because I didn’t like the list Sal and Maury had sent.

      “Do you have any ideas?” I asked him. As he was a font of bizarre information, maybe he could come up with the perfect person to play me in the film.

      “I do,” he said with a grin, smacking his ever-present gum and rolling his bat in his hands.

      “And?” I prodded.

      “You’re not gonna like it, but he’s the only one that would truly do you justice.”

      “Is he good looking?”

      “Yep.”

      “Sexy?”

      “Definitely.”

      “Sexier than me?” I demanded.

      “Equally as much,” Lizard said and then ducked behind the chair as my hands began to spit violent glittering black sparks.

      “No one is as sexy as me,” I snapped, appalled that he would even suggest such a horrible thing. As much as I enjoyed Lizard, today would probably be his last day in Hell—or anywhere else for that matter.

      “Who is he?” I bellowed. If there was someone that rated higher than me, he needed to be taken down a peg or two. Maybe given a few warts or a limp or a unibrow…

      “It’s you,” Lizard shouted before I could reduce him to ash. “You should play yourself. No one else can play it the way it should be done. And I’ll bet my balls that I can get you an unheard of salary.”

      I froze. It was an intriguing idea. Of course, I didn’t really have time to shoot a movie since I was the fucking Ruler of the Underworld… but it was intriguing nonetheless.

      “How much?” I asked, warming to the idea.

      There was the issue of getting to Kismet, saving Elle and her mother, and reducing the power of Fate to nothing, but having something to look forward to wasn’t a bad idea. My Siren might find it arousing that I was a movie star in my spare time.

      “At least a hundred million,” Lizard replied, slowly stepping out from behind the chair.

      “Make it two hundred million and I’ll do it.”

      “Not a problem,” Lizard said with a smug smile.

      “You think Sal and Maury will go for that?” I asked, impressed with my Demon’s self-confidence.

      “Hell no,” he shot back with a laugh as he pulled a package from his pocket and held it high in the air. “But I have gum.”

      “You’re a dastardly Demon,” I told him with a grin.

      “I’ll take that as a compliment,” he said with a respectful bow.

      “It was meant as one. Go to it, man. We’ll leave for Kismet later today. I just have to run a quick errand.”

      “You know how to get there?” he asked.

      “Not yet, but I will very soon.”

      And I meant every word I’d just said. I was going to get to Kismet no matter the price.

      The penalty of losing far outweighed what I would have to pay upfront.

      [image: ]
* * *

      “I find that wildly fucking insulting,” Mother Nature snapped and stomped her foot causing a small earthquake in Nirvana.

      “So you don’t have any clue how to find Kismet?” I demanded for the third time, risking an avalanche on top of the earthquake. Honestly, I didn’t care how much damage my mother caused. We were at her house, not mine. The cleanup was not my problem.

      “No, I don’t,” she shouted as a flock of orange and purple birds squawked in terror and flew around like they’d swallowed a vat of speed.

      “But Elle said ‘mothers know best and that no man is an island’,” I told her, pacing the garden and trying not to blow something up.

      This was not going as planned and I had no other options. My frustration level was at an all-time high and I needed an outlet. Violence was my normal go to, but my mother could be even more destructive than me when she was backed against a wall.

      Maybe… just maybe I was going about this wrong. I was never wrong, but there was always a first time.

      Sucking back my pride, my ego, and the desire to wipe Nirvana off the face of the Universe, I sat down on a massive log and patted the space next to me. If I couldn’t shout and get my way, I would try charm. Not my usual course of getting information… most of the time I resorted to torture. However, torturing my mother would end very badly.

      “I need you to help me figure this out,” I said. “Elle and her mother are now only part of the equation. If Fate is left unchecked, the world will come to an end.”

      “That’s certainly some shitty news,” Mother Nature said with a grunt of displeasure.

      “Clearly,” I shot back sarcastically. “But Fate will end it.”

      “You do realize the double entendre there was quite profound,” she commented.

      “I’m good like that,” I replied flatly.

      “And how do you know all this horrid information, my child?” Mother Nature asked as she calmed herself and took a seat beside me.

      “My Siren is a Dream Walker. She’s come to me.”

      “Are you sure she told you the truth?” she asked, placing her delicate fingers under my chin and forcing me to look at her.

      Nodding, I closed my eyes and let my chin rest in her hold. As much as she drove me to want to perform mass destruction, I adored this batshit crazy woman. She was my mother. For better or worse, I was stuck with her.

      “You have to tell me everything,” she stated pragmatically. “If there’s a clue I will recognize, it will be in actions of your recent past with Adrielle.”

      Her request made sense which was highly abnormal. But to my mother’s credit, I wasn’t always the most detail oriented guy.

      “What do you want to know?” I asked with a slight wince. “Intimate details?”

      “Umm, no,” she said with a giggle. “Let’s try the non-intimate details first and then get to the ones I really don’t want to hear if all else fails.”

      “Fine.” I heaved a sigh of relief. In the past bragging of my conquests was delightful to me. But with Elle… my time with her was mine. I didn’t want to share it. “So basically there are three Fates. Fate has been pulling power from the souls of Elle and her mother for thousands of years.”

      “Disgusting,” Mother Nature hissed.

      “I agree,” I said. “And apparently the Sirens are not extinct. They’ve been frozen in an enchantment on Kismet. Fate has pulled from their power as well.”

      “But she can’t exist without Elle and Sadie if they are truly the other part of the triad.”

      “Correct. However, she could freeze them and pull on their power.”

      “That bitch is going to be in so much trouble,” my mother snapped and stood up she was so angry. “When I get my hands on her, she will regret the day she was hatched.”

      “Yes, well, I have to find her first,” I reminded her.

      “Go on,” she said as she continued to move distractedly about her gardens.

      “One of the many fucking problems is that Elle can’t live without her soul for more than a hundred years.”

      Mother Nature stopped and stared in confusion. “Why is that a problem?”

      Not really wanting to admit my devious sleight of hand, I realized I had to. This felt like fucking confession—more my brother’s thing than mine.

      “I didn’t give it back to her,” I admitted sheepishly.

      “What the Hell did you do with it?” she asked.

      “I kept it,” I snapped. “I gave her a soul. I just didn’t give her the correct soul.”

      My mother was silent for a long moment. A rainbow of glitter burst from her body and bathed the garden in sparkles. I wasn’t sure if she was going to electrocute me for my sin or if she was going to laugh. With her, one never knew.

      “And whose soul did you give her?”

      “Mine,” I told her. “I gave her my soul and kept hers. There was no way in Hell I was letting her get away from me. She’s mine. I figured if I had her soul and she had mine, she’d eventually have to come back and get hers. At that time I plan to chain her to me for the rest of eternity. It’s not a bad plan.”

      “It’s a dreadful plan,” she chastised me. “But you may have done yourself a huge favor with your deviousness this time.”

      “How?” I asked, feeling hope for the first time today.

      “Tell me this,” she said with her eyes starting to shine.

      I wasn’t sure if she was feeling excitement or insanity, but I didn’t care. If she had a plan I was going with it—no matter how crazy.

      “Do you need a Siren to get to Kismet?” she asked.

      “Yes. From what I understand only a Siren can go home to Kismet.”

      “Oh, Dorothy,” Mother Nature said with a laugh that set her gardens alight with peach and gold magic. “You’ve had the power to go home all along.”

      “First of all, my name is not Dorothy. It’s Lucifer, Satan, Beelzebub, Dark Lord, Devil, Harbinger of Evil, Sexy Bastard or Uncle Fucker—not Dorothy. Secondly, what the Hell are you babbling about?” I growled.

      “Adrielle Rinoa’s soul will take you to Kismet,” she announced as she danced around like a nutbag.

      “How?”

      She paused her appalling gyrating and smiled. My mother was so lovely it was almost blinding. Her power literally poured from her and the flowers and tress swayed giddily with the enchantment.

      “You will put Elle’s soul into your body. Kismet will accept you because you have become part Siren. The soul will know the way home.”

      “I think I love you,” I said, before I could stop myself.

      “What did you just say?” my mother screamed gleefully.

      “Nothing,” I hissed, trying not to grin. “I didn’t mean it.”

      “You love me,” she crowed as a solid gold stripper pole burst from the earth scaring the living daylights out of the teal monkeys that had gathered in the garden. “I feel like dancing. Won’t you join me… son who loves me?”

      “I’ll take a rain check—forever,” I said with a chuckle and shake of my head. “I have some business to attend to. And if you wouldn’t mind, I’d like to keep this conversation between us. You know—the cone of fucking silence?”

      “I won’t say a word about Elle. I promise,” she said as she hopped ungracefully onto her pole and slid to the ground with a thud. “However, I plan to take out an ad in the Immortal Gazette that you love me.”

      With a deep breath followed by a guttural moan, I let my head fall forward in defeat. My mother always got the last word. And she probably always would.

      Honestly, what did I care if the world knew I loved my mother? I was becoming a changed man. I would always be evil, but anything in its true form was dull. I was an evil son of a bitch with a semi-soft side. I would never be dull.

      The Devil wore Prada. The Devil had feelings. The Devil was still a duplicitous asshole.

      A devastatingly sexy combination.
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      “You are one sexy bastard,” I said, staring at myself in the bathroom mirror with a wide grin. Lizard was correct about me playing myself in the film. No one could hold a candle to me.

      Apparently, it had taken two packs of gum to convince the Sal and Maury, but in the end they were thrilled that Blade Inferno would be playing himself—or at least they thought they were. Once the effects of the gum wore off I imagine they were going to be less than ecstatic at the exorbitant price they’d agreed to for my services. Of course, I’d closed my eyes in pain when Lizard announced that my mother had chosen to go by the name Gaia DeGoddess in the movie, but it was somehow fitting. Mother Nature was a hot mess. I was certain a pole dancing scene would somehow end up in my life story.

      I was dying to know how put out God was since he’d never been asked to play himself. I mean for the love of everything embarrassing, George Burns had played my brother. George was actually an amusing sort. An excellent cheater at blackjack—George liked to tape aces under the table before the game—but I sure as Hell wouldn’t want him to portray me. Whatever. Worrying about my brother wasn’t on my agenda. Ever.

      Glancing at the pile of clothes on the floor, I sighed. It never took me this long to figure out what to wear. Standard black custom Armani was my usual fare, but today I was indecisive. And black somehow wasn’t working for me the way it usually did. Odd.

      “Just pick something,” I muttered to myself, standing naked in front of the ever growing, obscenely expensive pile of fabric on the floor.

      Putting Elle’s soul into my body had been as simple as removing my own. I’d held it to my heart and willed it to enter. The sensation was positively orgasmic. I wanted to touch myself all over—so I did for about twenty minutes until I remembered I actually had things to do like save the fucking world.

      And what the Hell was the problem with my hair today? I was half tempted to style it into a man bun. What the fuck? The Harbinger of Evil didn’t wear his hair in a goddamned man bun.

      “I look nice in red,” I told my reflection. “But red is such a cliché color for the Devil to wear. Stick with black. Black is commanding and sexy.”

      Changing labels might help. I’d just procured a brand new Hugo Boss straight off the runway in Milan, but even the superbly cut suit didn’t feel right. Something silkier seemed more appropriate for Kismet. However, silky wasn’t exactly in my wardrobe.

      No matter. That’s what magic was for.

      Taking one final look at myself in the mirror. I smiled and kissed my reflection.

      It was very good to be me.
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* * *

      As I entered the parlor in the Dark Palace all conversation stopped. My Demons stared at me with their mouths agape. I knew I was a stunning son of a bitch, but this was an unusually outstanding reception. I suppose the extra time I’d spent getting ready had paid off.

      As I made my way through the gathering of my top generals and staff, I spotted The Kev, The Shelia, Gemma, Lizard, Astrid and Tiara sitting together at the far end of the room. Their reaction to my beauty was even more extreme than my Demons. I smiled and waved.

      Today was going to be fantastic.

      “Umm… Uncle Fucker, are you okay?” Astrid asked, biting on her lip so hard I was certain she would pierce it with her teeth.

      “Splendid. And yourself?” I inquired as I took a seat on the rich black leather couch and tucked my feet into a lovely position angled to the right. It definitely made me look slimmer to sit like this. “Why do you ask?”

      “Because… you… um, well,” Tiara stuttered going a bit pale.

      “I what?” I demanded.

      I knew I was devastatingly handsome, but this was ridiculous.

      “You’re wearing purple,” Astrid whispered, choking back what was definitely a laugh.

      “I am?” I asked, shocked.

      “And lipstick,” Tiara choked out, unable to hide her giggle.

      “And pumps,” The Shelia added, grinning like a fool.

      “I most certainly am not,” I bellowed, waving my hand and producing a mirror.

      Glancing at my reflection, I froze in horror. They were correct. How in the Hell had this happened? I looked like a bad cross-dresser at a Mardi Gras parade. I mean, a very good looking cross dresser, but a cross dresser nonetheless.

      “What the ever loving fuck?” I shouted, throwing the mirror to the ornate marble floor and crushing it under my lavender pump.

      My lavender pump? Had Hell frozen over and I didn’t know it? And why was I wearing pumps? Strappy stilettos were far more flattering. Oh my Hell. I’d lost my mind…

      “There seems to be some mistake here,” I said with a chuckle to hide my mortification. “Just give me a second.”

      With a wave of my hand I re-dressed myself. From the expressions on my guest’s faces, I hadn’t gotten it right yet.

      “Not good?” I asked, terrified to look down.

      “Well, umm… if you like eggplant colored lingerie and white feathered mules I guess it works,” Astrid said, unable to close her mouth after her comment.

      It hung open. I could see her damned tonsils along with everyone else’s.

      “Did something happen?” The Kev inquired politely. He was clearly trying to be diplomatic while staring straight at my face. His eyes didn’t stray from mine.

      I knew that game. I played it all the time with my mother when her outfit was so appalling I was terrified I’d laugh and end up getting electrocuted.

      Closing my eyes for a brief second, I pretended if I couldn’t see them then they couldn’t see me. From the chorus of snickers floating around the room, my ploy wasn’t working.

      “I put Elle’s soul inside me,” I ground out through clenched teeth. “It’s the only way to get to Kismet. Clearly, I wasn’t aware that cross-dressing was a fucking side effect.”

      “You look lovely in Elle’s colors at least,” Astrid offered, grinning from ear to ear.

      “Word to the wise,” The Shelia said, patting my hand. “Kismet is made of ice. You’re going to freeze your nuts off in that little number.”

      Breathing deeply, I tried once again to dress myself more appropriately. I failed epically if the uproarious laughter was anything to go by.

      “It’s better,” Tiara insisted, before I blew Hell to smithereens in my vexation. “I swear it is.”

      Glancing down with trepidation, I had to admit my niece was correct… but not by much. The lavender suede pants hugged me like a second skin. At least I could tell they were expensive and the blueberry off the shoulder cashmere sweater was comfortable. However, the glittering purple Ugg boots almost did me in.

      “I think it best that we ignore my fashion sense for the next few hours,” I said tersely, daring anyone to comment. “It would not be productive if I cremated everyone in Hell today. Do you feel me?”

      They nodded.

      I was fine. I could deal with this appalling situation if it meant I could get Elle back. However, she might not want to come back when she saw me like this. Whatever, I was still hot.

      “Are we ready?” I asked.

      “We are,” The Kev said, taking both Gemma’s and his sister’s hands in his while still staring directly at my face.

      “Lizard?” I asked, ignoring the need to dismember The Kev.

      He nodded mutely. The Demon had stayed silent through my mortifying ordeal. He was a smart man.

      “Astrid and Tiara, I’d like you to keep an eye on Hell while I’m gone. I do not—under any circumstances—want the Seven Deadly Sins in charge. My daughters are idiots and I don’t want Hell to be in disarray when I bring Elle back with me.”

      “We’re on it,” Astrid said with a thumbs up and a mischievous grin. “Don’t worry about a thing.”

      Her words made me somewhat uneasy, but I knew my nieces could be trusted—which was far more than I could say for my daughters. Well, except Dixie, but she was busy with that annoying Angel of Death. As lovely as my favorite daughter was, she had appalling taste in men.

      “How do we do this?” The Kev asked the same question I’d been asking myself.

      “I have no fucking idea,” I replied truthfully. “I’d suggest hanging on like your immortal lives depended on it. I’ll treat it like a transport.”

      “This is a horrifying idea,” The Shelia muttered, grabbing onto my cashmere sweater.

      I bit down on my tongue hard when I realized I was about to warn her not to stretch it. I needed to find Elle quickly. I wasn’t sure I was going to survive my appalling lack of fashion sense.

      “Will we be able to come back?” Gemma asked.

      An annoying but legitimate question.

      “How did you get back?” I asked The Shelia.

      “Elle opened a portal and sent me home,” she replied.

      “And there you have your answer,” I told Gemma. “Elle will take us home and come back to me. Period.”

      “And if we can’t reach Elle?” The Kev pressed.

      “Unacceptable,” I snapped. “The far reaching ramifications of not finding Elle and her mother will result in the end of the world. Fate has lost her mind and her direction. It shall no longer be tolerated.”

      “That certainly puts a new spin on the mission,” The Kev said in tone that made very clear how powerful he was.

      “Dude,” Gemma yelled, gaping at me with wide eyes. “The end of the world? Seriously?”

      “As a heart attack,” I replied shortly and then huffed out a put upon sigh. Working alone was so much less complicated, but Elle had said no man is an island. I took that to mean I needed backup. “So are we finally ready?”

      “Born ready,” Lizard grunted, choking up on his bat and bouncing on his feet.

      The Kev looked to Gemma and his sister. When they both silently mouthed the word yes, he turned to me and jerked his head in a curt nod.

      “On three,” I directed.

      “Wait,” Astrid insisted frantically.

      “What?” I shouted, completely frustrated.

      “You have lipstick on your teeth. Do this,” she instructed, putting her pointer finger in her mouth, wrapping her lips around it and pulling it out.

      “That’s obscene,” I hissed with an eye roll. “Why would I do that?”

      “It gets the lipstick off the inner part of your lips,” Gemma said, valiantly swallowing her laughter that was so close to the surface I could feel it. “Keeps the lipstick off your teeth.”

      “This is true?” I demanded of Tiara. She usually told the truth. I was not going to be punked into sucking on my own finger for the pleasure of my deranged company. It was appalling enough to know I was wearing women’s clothes.

      “It is,” Tiara said. “I promise. Do you want us to look away?”

      It was a considerate request and one I appreciated. However, if I showed weakness it wouldn’t be prudent. I would lick my damned finger in full view of everyone present. I was the Devil. Nothing embarrassed me. Well… that was a fucking lie, but I was very adept at lying.

      “No,” I replied tersely, mimicking Astrid’s move. “Did I get it?” I asked, showing my teeth.

      “Yep,” Astrid said with a laugh. “Just remember to suck the finger when you reapply.”

      Closing my eyes, I nodded and wondered if I needed to reapply now… Had I removed the lipstick on the outer part of my lips? That would be bad…

      Motherfucker. What was happening to me?

      Before I could electrocute or dismember myself, I pushed all thoughts of my makeup away. Offing myself was next to impossible, but if thoughts of lipstick kept running through my brain I was going to give it a try.

      “One. Two. Three,” I said as dark magic mixed with glittering threads of purple blasted through the room. My onyx black wings burst from my back and my small but powerful posse held on for all they were worth.

      Fate had no clue what was about to happen to her. I didn’t actually know either, but I was quite certain it wouldn’t bode well for the bitch. I just really hoped my wings hadn’t ruined my sweater. That would suck.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Fifteen

          

        

      

    

    
      “Holy Hell on Christmas,” Gemma gasped out as we landed on an ice covered tundra in an explosion of black fire and crackling glitter laced wind.

      Her words were apt if not a bit of an oxymoron. Kismet was a bleak frozen landscape of the starkest beauty I’d ever witnessed. The sun was blindingly bright and bounced off the ice making it look like the land was layered with priceless dripping diamonds. There was a chill in the air different from anything I’d experienced and a feeling of despair floated on the cool breeze.

      An enormous mountain range of razor sharp glaciers stood majestically in the distance. They were clear, sparkling, crystal ice—not any color in sight. The land was cold in every way imaginable. How life existed here was an enigma to me. I would think the land of the Sirens would be lush and gorgeous.

      “Is this what you remember of Kismet?” I asked The Shelia who was as awestruck as the rest of us.

      “No. I recall an incredible Ice Palace. I’ve never been to this area,” she said, narrowing her eyes at something on the horizon.

      “What do you see?” I asked, glancing in the direction of her gaze.

      She shook her head and shuddered. “Nothing. I thought I saw something, but there’s nothing there.”

      “Do we know where the Ice Palace is located?” The Kev asked, keeping Gemma close at his side.

      “No. I don’t even know how time runs here,” I stated the facts as I knew them. “All I know is that Elle and Sadie are here. This is the home of the Sirens and Fate has frozen them in an eternal enchantment.”

      “Are we going to rescue all the Sirens?” The Shelia asked.

      Shrugging, I gave her a grim smile. “If it’s convenient or they can help us, yes. If not, no.”

      “That’s awfully cold of you, Devil,” The Shelia commented. “I’d think you’d want to save them. They’re a notoriously bad bunch—right up your alley.”

      “I’ll take that as a compliment,” I said.

      “Wasn’t meant as one,” she shot back.

      “Yes. I know.”

      “No bickering,” The Kev chastised us as if we were children. “We work as a unit or we die. Is anyone having issues with l’appel du vide?”

      “I don’t think so—or at least I’m not,” The Shelia said, still scanning the horizon. “Do we have any clue as to the size of this place?”

      The Kev glanced at Gemma who giggled and then grinned from ear to ear.

      “Do you think it will work?” Gemma asked with childlike excitement. “Can I do it?”

      “Don’t know until you try, my beautiful one,” The Kev said to her with a wink.

      “Okay you guys,” Gemma said. “I’m not exactly a pro yet, so you might want to back your asses up.”

      “What is she going to do?” I asked, backing away. Fairies were insane, but that was one of the things I liked best about the creatures.

      “Gonna measure the island or blow us straight into oblivion,” she said, rolling her neck and cracking her knuckles.

      “Are those the only two options?” I asked dryly.

      The soon to be Fairy Queen pursed her lips in thought. “Umm… yes. As far as I know, yes. I’ve never actually done this one before.”

      “And you think you should work out the kinks now?” The Shelia asked, concerned.

      “Do we wanna to know the lay of the land?” Gemma asked, slapping her hands on her hips and getting quite spicy.

      “We do,” I said with a laugh. “There isn’t an Immortal atlas handy so we might as well trust the Queen. Get under my wings,” I instructed the others. “You’ll be safe.”

      No one moved. I could tell The Shelia was tempted, but she stood her ground and supported her unbalanced Queen.

      Fine. I didn’t care. I’d be fine. Them? Not so much.

      Closing her eyes and chanting in a lovely language I was certain had been long forgotten, Gemma popped like a balloon and evaporated into a fine silver mist. Oddly, I was still very much aware that it was her. There were no discerning features, but simply an essence. It was a nifty trick. I was going to have to learn that one.

      The Kev dropped to his knees and began to chant a staccato rhythm in compliment with Gemma’s using the same lilting tongue. It was hypnotic and I watched with wonder as the mist rose into the cloudless sky and twisted and danced. Coming apart and melding back together, the silver haze darted even higher until I was sure it had disappeared.

      Glancing over at The Kev with concern, I relaxed as he simply smiled and continued to chant. I really didn’t want a several thousand year old Fairy pissed off at me because I’d forced him to come only to watch the love of his life fade away into the atmosphere. That would seriously fuck up my plans. Even wearing women’s clothes was preferable to that clusterfuck.

      With a pop and a giggle, Gemma reappeared startling all except for The Kev—who simply grinned with pride.

      “I did it,” she squealed and threw her arms around the man who clearly adored her. “I really did it. And no one died! I’m amazing!”

      “Congratulations,” I said with an eye roll. “What did you see?”

      “It’s freakin’ huge and all ice,” she said with a shiver. “The Ice Palace is on the other side, I’d estimate about three hundred miles away. And it’s definitely an island. The water surrounding us is the clearest teal blue I’ve ever seen.”

      “An island makes perfect sense as far as mythology goes,” Lizard spoke up for the first time since we’d arrive.

      I’d almost forgotten he was here except for the incessant sound of his gum popping.

      “Sirens lured sailors with their song,” he went on. “And when they drew them close enough… BAM — they ate the stupid bastards.”

      “And you really want me to save the Sirens?” I asked The Shelia with a raised brow.

      “Reserving judgment,” she said, wrinkling her nose. “That BAM sounds quite unappealing.”

      “Let’s get started,” I said, letting my wings expand and breathing deep. “Everyone here flies, correct?”

      “Don’t move,” The Kev whispered harshly, crouching to the ground and pulling Gemma and The Shelia down with him. “Dead ahead—about five hundred feet. Do you see it?”

      Lizard choked up on his bat, turned in the direction The Kev was pointing, gasped and went pale.

      Pivoting on a dime, I scanned the horizon and sucked in a swift breath. What the Hell was I looking at?

      “Twelve of them,” The Shelia said, tightly. “Ugliest green bastards I’ve ever seen. I’m not even sure what they are.”

      “They’re not green,” Gemma whispered. “They’re blue and bleeding yellow blood.”

      “No,” The Kev contradicted both of them. “They’re orange with enormous bloody tusks and hairy pink horns.”

      “What in the ever loving Hell are you people talking about?” I snapped, going to a squat beside them. “They’re minty green with about a hundred eye balls and more teeth than a fifty fucking T-Rexes.”

      “Wait,” Gemma hissed. “What is it that you see? Not the color. What is the creature?”

      “I see twelve monsters—kind of a mutation of an ape. Each about the size of a large barn,” The Shelia said.

      “The Kev?” Gemma questioned.

      “I see twelve snakelike fiends. Size of a large car.”

      “Satan?”

      “I see dead people,” I joked with a grin.

      The painful zap from Gemma was no joke at all. However, I deserved it. I just couldn’t help myself.

      “I see the monsters that I dreamt of as a child—twelve of them,” I admitted.

      “Lizard?” Gemma asked him.

      “I see puppies,” he replied with a shudder of horror.

      We all turned to the idiot in confusion.

      “You see fucking puppies?” I demanded.

      “I hate puppies. They scare the Hell out of me,” Lizard replied, completely serious.

      “You’ll behead a Troll with a baseball bat, yet you’re terrified of puppies?” I asked, squinting at him in disbelief.

      “You got it, boss,” he said with a tight nod. “Terrified of them.”

      Pausing in thought, I stared at the row of twelve hideous things. I smiled at them, but the smile came nowhere close to reaching my eyes. “The l’appel du vide might not be making us inflict self-harm, but I do believe it’s playing with us—bringing our greatest childhood fears to life,” I said, taking a better look at what seemed to be before me.

      “I agree,” The Kev said, not taking his eyes from whatever the Hell he saw. “That’s definitely a creature from my nightmares.”

      “Wait,” Gemma said, grabbing my arm. “Can you blast one from here?”

      “I’m fucking Satan. I can blast one from Hell with my eyes shut,” I snapped, insulted.

      “Umm… okay,” Gemma said with a giggle. “How about you do yourself when we’re done here. I just need you to blast the one on the far left.”

      Closing my eyes for a brief moment, I pulled my shit together before I blasted my laughing allies.

      “Why?” I asked. “Why can’t I blow all of them up?

      “Just do as I say,” she snapped, reminding me of my mother right before she electrocuted me. Gemma was kind of ballsy. Who in their right mind talked to Satan like that?

      “Fine,” I huffed in a pout, raising my hand and throwing a glittering black fireball at the monster on the far left end of the line.

      The fire ball hit the monster square in the middle of its massive chest, but nothing happened—no explosion—no screaming—no death.

      “What the Hell was that?” I asked, surprised.

      “Watch,” Gemma instructed as her eyes stayed riveted to the beast I’d shot.

      It was like watching eerie special effects in a movie. The beast shimmered for a brief moment and then simply faded away.

      “He wasn’t really there,” Gemma said, her eye glowing with excitement. “Only five are truly there.”

      “How can you tell?” The Shelia asked, looking at Gemma with impressed awe.

      “Auras,” she said quietly, lest they hear us. “Only the five in the middle have auras. The rest have nothing. They’re figments of our imagination.”

      “That’s just fucked up,” Lizard grumbled. “So you’re telling me only five of those puppies are real?”

      “Umm… yes,” Gemma replied, with a wince and a small shake of her head. “Five puppies are real.”

      “Five of them. Five of us. I say we bust on the real ones and get the Hell out of here,” I suggested with a wide smile, ready to take on my childhood nightmare and put it to rest—permanently.

      “I’m in,” The Kev said.

      “If you don’t mind, I’d like to take out all the puppies myself,” Lizard offered. “Might get me past my fear.”

      “Heads up,” The Shelia shouted as she shifted into her own special kind of monster. “It’s seems they’re making the first move.

      The Kev, Gemma and Lizard followed suit in the blink of an eye. Fairies could morph into other forms—monsters of their own sort. However the majestic beasts they became were a thing of beauty—glittering scales and the sharpest, largest fangs I’d ever had the pleasure of witnessing. Well, not Lizard. He looked somewhat like a freak. But then again, he was a little odd looking normally.

      The screams of the beasts were deafening. All of them came charging at us, but I kept my focus on the five in the center. Letting my body go to its most natural state, I grew three times my size and became a blazing inferno of death. It was time to end the beasts and find my beauty.

      And no man is an island…

      I would have never known that only five were real. Elle’s hints were golden and Gemma’s powers were necessary. I would forever be in debt to the four Fairies with me. I seriously hoped I’d never have to admit this appalling fact aloud, but I would.

      For Elle… I would do anything.

      Anything.
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      The puppies didn’t stand a chance against Lizard and his bat. However, the short but bloody battle was definitely no picnic. The monsters fought with a vicious and soulless rage. I’d sustained more blows in the twenty minutes that it took to take them out than I had in centuries.

      “Die, you heinous green son of a bitch,” The Shelia bellowed as her golden tusks pierced the monster that was gunning for her.

      The Shelia was a shimmering gold death machine. If I wasn’t completely besotted and committed to my Siren, I’d definitely have given The Shelia a spin. Her unbridled savageness was invigorating. She gored her foe and split the bastard clean in two. The high-pitched shrieks of the abominations were not something I would be able to forget anytime soon. Hell, if these were the creatures that protected the barren ice plains, what exactly were we going to be up against when we reached the Ice Palace?

      “No more,” The Kev shouted as he decapitated his nightmare.

      The Kev moved so fast I wasn’t even sure he’d moved at all. However, the enormous head of his foe separated from its grotesque body was proof the Fairy had indeed moved with deadly precision.

      The Kev was an incredible sight—twice the size of his sister and Gemma. He was a mesmerizing bronze with sparkling golden horns and claws as sharp as daggers. Gemma was no slouch in the Fairy monster department either. The Fairy Queen was magnificent. She glowed an iridescent silver and became the size of a large SUV. Her fangs were positively obscene and silver and golden scales covered her bulky frame.

      Gemma and Lizard had dispensed of their targets with precise and lethal blows. Of course I was the winner. My motherfucking nightmare had perished first. Even though my creature had taken a chunk out of my leg and chest, I’d incinerated him to a goopy pile of guts and ash within moments of his attack. My body would mend quickly. My sweater? That was another story.

      The blueberry cashmere sweater didn’t make it through the melee. I was more terrified of conjuring up a new outfit than I was of destroying another monster. There was simply no telling what I would end up wearing.

      “I’m going shirtless,” I announced to my battered crew as I took back my gorgeous form. “I think it’s a tad more manly.”

      “You gonna wipe off the lipstick?” Gemma asked as she shifted back.

      “No. It matches my pants,” I said before I could stop myself.

      Letting my head fall back, I groaned in agony. I needed to get my own fucking soul back very soon or I was going to have to turn in my man card.

      “Do the finger suck,” The Kev advised with a smirk. “You’ve got some on your teeth.”

      Raising an eyebrow, and reminding myself it would be a horribly counterproductive move to cremate The Kev, I did as instructed. I really didn’t understand how women did this all the time. There were so many fucking things to worry about.

      “That felt great!” The Shelia announced as she too shifted back. “I’m no longer afraid of those things.”

      “I still have an aversion to puppies,” Lizard commented as he wiped his bat clean and shoved a few more pieces of gum into his already full mouth. “But I think I might get a kitten when I get home. It will show my glorious concubines, Martha and Jane, a softer side of me.”

      I had nothing for that, so I simply stayed silent. It was difficult but doable. However, if the idiot continued to wax poetic about his love life, I’d be forced to castrate him—or at the very least electrocute him. He’d live, but it wouldn’t be pleasant.

      “What exactly are they?” Gemma said eyeing the dead heap of monsters.

      “Trolls,” I said, taking a closer look. “Mutated Trolls. My guess is that Fate has fucked with the fate of the Trolls—amongst other species. It appears they’ve been spelled to draw out intruders greatest fears.”

      “Crafty,” The Shelia commented.

      “Shitty,” Gemma added in disgust.

      Running my hand through my hair, I was ready to put this little part of our excursion behind me. “I believe we’re all in agreement here. Shall we move on?”

      “Are we flying to the Ice Palace?” The Kev inquired.

      Looking to Gemma, I waited. My instinct was to fly, but I hadn’t seen the lay of the land.

      “We fly until we get about twenty miles out and then I’d suggest we make the rest of the journey on foot. No need to announce our arrival,” she said.

      “We may have already done so,” I replied glancing at the carnage surrounding us. “However, I think it’s a sound plan.”

      It was definitely odd for me to take orders from anyone. I gave orders. Period. Although, if I had to admit it—which I never would—it was almost a relief to be working with intelligent creatures who could fight almost as well as I could.

      “On three,” I commanded as I called to my wings and felt the delightful sensation of the onyx feathers unfurling and bursting from my skin.

      The Fairies followed suit and we took to the air. We were getting closer, but winning felt a million miles away. It was a somber flight over the diamond like glaciers, but we were headed toward our destiny.

      Or perhaps the end of the world…
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* * *

      “I like the name John,” Lizard said after thirty minutes of silent walking. “Do you guys like that name?”

      “For what?” Gemma asked kindly.

      “My kitten. I think a kitten named John would be quite nice,” he replied.

      “What if it’s a girl?” The Shelia inquired as she fell into step beside my strange Demon.

      “Well, I would name it Gemma then—after my Queen,” he said, sheepishly while chomping on his wad of gum a mile a minute.

      Gemma’s laugh rang out through the desolate, ice covered terrain. “That would be lovely. I think you should most definitely get a female kitten. I would be honored.”

      Lizard nodded and grinned like the dumbass that he was. Why wasn’t he naming his damned fur ball after me? The lack of respect I was having to endure was ridiculous. A cat named Beelzebub would be fabulous.

      “I can see the Ice Palace,” The Kev said finally, putting up his hand and halting our forward motion. “How do you want to proceed?”

      Scanning the horizon, I spotted the Palace. It was as stunning and as cold as the rest of Kismet. I had a difficult time picturing my Siren living within those frozen walls.

      “Do you see Trolls?” The Shelia asked, levitating to get a better look.

      “No, but there’s no way in Hell the Ice Palace has been left unprotected,” I warned.

      “Are we just seriously gonna walk right into the Ice Palace?” Lizard asked, rolling his bat in his hands and looking a little crazier than usual.

      “Yes, we are. We’ll wait here for a bit to see if there is any movement around the Palace and then we’ll go in.”

      “Together?” The Shelia inquired, sitting down on the ice to regroup.

      “No man—or woman—is an island,” I said with a small smile. “We will go together.”

      “Kind of profound coming from the most egotistical man in existence,” The Kev commented with a laugh.

      “Yes, well, I can’t actually take credit for that one. Elle told me that in a dream.”

      “Wait one freakin’ minute. Elle’s a Dream Walker?” Gemma asked, getting excited.

      I nodded my answer. Gemma danced around like an idiot. She was reminding me more and more of my mother…

      “Go to sleep, Satan. Go find Elle and tell her we’re here. See if she’ll give you any more clues,” she insisted and leaned against a pillar of ice preening with victory.

      “I do believe you shall make a very fine Fairy Queen,” I said meaning every word. I was not an island. Maybe needing help wasn’t a weakness.

      No. Fuck that friendship shit. After we were done here, I was going back to working solo.

      As much as these Fairies were helpful, if I had to spend too much time with them it would end in dismemberment. I would always cut my losses before they bit me on my very fine ass.

      “Oh my God,” Gemma gasped and jumped away from the pillar in horror. “I thought that was a tree.”

      “Holy shit on fire,” Lizard hissed, raising his bat and scanning the area for danger then gaping at the pillar of ice.

      It wasn’t a tree—not even close. It was a frozen Siren. Her mouth was open in a silent scream of terror and her eyes were unseeing. Her fists were clenched tightly at her immobile sides and her once lovely skin had turned greyish blue. It was awful to gaze upon. Fate was not the punisher of evil. I was. She had no right to incapacitate an entire species—her own species to be more specific.

      “That is some fucked up shit,” The Shelia whispered, walking around the frozen statue. “Can you release her? She might be able to help us.”

      “The Kev and Lizard, are you both quite sure you’re impervious to the charms of a Siren?” I asked.

      Both The Shelia and Gemma had made good points. If I took a quick nap and we had a Siren with us, the entire mission might go faster and with less collateral damage.

      “I am impervious,” The Kev said. “Their charms will not affect me.”

      “Me too,” Lizard added. “When you’re boinking the best, there’s no need to poke the rest. Martha and Jane are my destiny—my life—my loves.”

      “Is he freakin’ talking about the same Martha and Jane that I know?” Gemma asked in shock.

      “Indeed, he is,” I answered with a wince and a small dry heave. “Stand back. This could be messy.”

      With a deep breath and a wave of my hands I focused on the ice and chipping it away without incinerating the Siren within. The spell was woven so tightly I was having difficulties. If I could just blow the goddamned thing up it wouldn’t be a problem. Although, it would definitely be an issue for the Siren as she wouldn’t live through it.

      “I can’t do it without killing her,” I said flatly and wildly displeased. I was the Devil. I could break spells like a champion—but not this one.

      “The Kev, can you bust through it with brute strength?” The Shelia asked, running her hands over the ice and searching for any imperfections that we might take advantage of.

      “I can try,” he said.

      And he did.

      And it didn’t work.

      “All together?” Gemma suggested. “Maybe if we all tried at once it could work.”

      “Fine,” I replied in a clipped tone. I was highly doubtful. As powerful as the Fairies were, I was stronger than all of them put together times infinity. And that wasn’t even my ego talking. It was the plain truth.

      We tried. We failed.

      I’d been correct. However, this time I wasn’t pleased to be right.

      Our combined powers didn’t even put a dent in the ice. Fate had created the perfect spell. I could only think of one person who might be able to counteract it, and he and I weren’t on the best of terms.

      “Not going to work,” I stated the obvious. “I shall take a quick nap while you four keep watch. Wake me immediately if something seems off.”

      “You should take off your makeup before you go to sleep unless you want to wake up looking like a raccoon,” Lizard suggested, backing away when my hands began to spark black fire.

      “And you know this, how?” I snapped.

      “Commercial. I saw it on a television commercial,” he choked out in fear. “But you would still look devilishly handsome even with raccoon eyes.”

      “Is this true?” I demanded of the women present.

      “That you would look handsome as a raccoon?” The Shelia asked with a devious little snicker.

      “No,” I hissed. “Do I need to remove the makeup?” It was bad enough I was clad as a woman. I didn’t need a horrifying makeup job to add insult to injury.

      “Yes,” Gemma said with a giggle as she snapped her fingers and produced some kind of lightly scented wet towelette.

      “And what do I do with this?”

      “Here,” Gemma said, gently wiping my face. “Close your eyes. I don’t want it to sting you.”

      I really couldn’t believe this was happening. I was going to have to blackmail these Fairies into a cone of fucking silence after we left this frozen wasteland. However, if it did get out, no one would believe it. I was the most beautifully masculine specimen in the Universe—maybe not at the moment, but generally speaking.

      “All better,” she told me with a quick hug.

      With another snap of her fingers she conjured a bed for me to nap in. Unfortunately, it was covered in glittering silver sheets. I preferred black, but the Fairy had been so accommodating I stayed silent. My newfound pleasantness was slightly horrifying to me, but it felt right.

      “Don’t let me sleep more than an hour,” I instructed, waving my hand a black silk sleep mask appeared. “We still have a tremendous amount of shit to get done.”

      “Understatement much?” Gemma asked with a laugh.

      With a dramatic roll of my eyes, I laid on the bed and willed sleep to come. I’d never forced a Dream Walk. I hoped I could do it today.

      We really fucking needed something good to happen.
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      It was the longest white hallway I’d ever wandered down. For a brief moment, I wondered if I’d accidentally somehow ended up in Heaven. That would be all kinds of fucked. Rubbing shoulders with my brother always ended in violence.

      “You’re here,” she whispered.

      I could hear her, but I couldn’t see her. Elle’s voice bounced off the walls of the stark hallway and echoed ominously.

      “Where are you?” I demanded. “I’ve come for you.”

      “I think it’s too late,” she said sadly. “I want you to leave. I still have enough in me to create a portal for you to go home.”

      “You are my home, goddamn it. I will not be leaving this place until you’re at my side. You will tell me where you are this moment or I will make your life a living Hell.”

      “Oh Lucifer,” she said with a giggle “You’re such an asshole. I love you. And my life without you shall indeed be a living hell.”

      “It doesn’t have to be,” I insisted running down the hallway and searching for a door—a crack in the wall—anything to get to her. “You will tell me where you are and I will come to you. It will be all right. I promise.”

      “You’re making promises you can’t keep,” my Siren said, sounding weaker with each word.

      “I’m a liar,” I said, wanting to keep her talking. She was so close yet so far. “However, I’m not lying right now. I’m fucking furious. Tell me where you are. At least tell me if you’re in the Palace.”

      “I’m am, but I’m almost frozen. By the time you find me, I’ll be encased in ice.”

      “No,” I shouted, throwing fireballs and black magic at the pristine walls. “No.”

      “Wake up and go home. The portal will be a sparkling purple orb. Walk into it. Do that for me. If you truly love me, save yourself. Please.”

      “Fine,” I roared. “I’ll fucking leave.”

      “You’re lying.”

      “Your point?”

      The walls were impenetrable just like the ice. If she was completely frozen, there would be very little I could do to save her. This was complete and utter bullshit. I was one of the most powerful entities in the Universe, and for the first time since I fell from the Heavens, I felt completely helpless.

      “I have a friend of yours with me,” I said in an attempt to keep her talking. “The Shelia has come to help me find you and your mother.”

      “I like The Shelia. She had lovely jewelry. Tell her I’m sorry for stealing it.”

      “You’ll have to tell her yourself when I find you and then spank your evil ass for being so difficult.”

      “And that’s a punishment?” she inquired with a soft laugh. “I thought that was foreplay.”

      “It can be whatever you want it to be. Just tell me where you are… please. I can’t live without you.”

      “You can and you will,” she said firmly. “You are a True Immortal. You are the Devil. You are my hero and my love. You will go on. There is no other choice.”

      “I won’t,” I snapped. “There is a way for me to die and I might just do it.”

      “Are you threatening me?” she asked.

      “Did it work?” I shot back.

      “No, my love. It didn’t. You’re about to wake up. Go to the portal and know that I will always love you.”

      “Unacceptable,” I shouted as I felt myself being pulled back to consciousness.

      My Siren thought she’d had the last word.

      She didn’t.

      I was going to have the last word even if it destroyed me.
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      “Elle’s in the Palace,” I snapped, sitting up abruptly and startling my company. “She’s almost completely frozen. We have to move fast.”

      “And her mother?” The Shelia asked, producing weapons out of thin air and arming herself.

      “Don’t know,” I admitted. “And I don’t know if Fate is in there. I’d assume she’d have to be to perform the spell.”

      Ripping the tangled sheets from my body, I stood and then stopped. “What happened to the statue?” I asked.

      The Siren was still frozen, but some of the ice had been chipped away.

      “Ask Lizard,” Gemma said with a grin and a shake of her head. “That boy is nuts.”

      Turning, I eyed my freakish Demon and waited. If he could somehow remove the ice maybe all wasn’t lost.

      “My bat,” Lazard announced with pride. “I was afraid to go too deep because I didn’t want to knock her head off. She looks like a nice lady.”

      “Umm… okay,” I said not quite understanding how he got nice from something that looked like the painting The Scream by Edvard Munch. My Demon was a bizarre one, but at least he was industrious. Maybe with his bat and my magic we wouldn’t be too late even if my Siren was frozen.

      “Alrighty then, what the Hell is that?” The Sheila asked, pointing at a shimmering purple orb that suddenly appeared next to the statue. It was the size of a sedan and crackled with hissing magic.

      “It’s a portal to leave Kismet. Elle created it. She wants us to leave,” I told them all and then paused. Closing my eyes and balling my hands to fists, I tried to stop myself from speaking the words that wanted to force their way from my mouth, but for some ridiculously ethical reason I couldn’t. “If you want to go home, go now. I can promise you what’s about to happen will not be pretty. I don’t want your possible deaths on my hands. I shall leave the choice up to you. There will be no repercussions if you choose to depart.”

      All four Fairies stared at me as if I’d grown another head. Reaching up to my shoulder, I checked to see if I had. Nothing would surprise me now.

      “You’re actually kinda good, Mr. Bad Dude,” Gemma said as a wide smile pulled at her lovely mouth. “I think I might like you.”

      “Let’s not let this get out of hand,” I replied with an eye roll.

      “I’m staying, my Liege. I will never forsake you,” Lizard announced, dropping to his knee and bowing his head.

      “I will stay,” The Shelia said. “I want to see this through till the end and I have no intention of dying today. I didn’t get laid in Hell and that is not working for me. I say we get this shit done and then I go pick up a gigolo—or three.”

      “As will I—not the gigolo part—the staying part,” The Kev added with a deep chuckle. “You will owe me many favors to keep my mouth shut, Lucifer.”

      “I had a feeling,” I muttered, not really caring what the Fairy wanted. I would gladly give it. Of course, I’d bitch like a girl the entire time but that was to be expected. I did have a reputation to uphold.

      “There was never a question,” Gemma said, crossing to me and taking my hand in hers. “And just so you know… your aura is changing color.”

      “Yes well, let’s not let that hideous news get out,” I grumbled.

      “My lips are sealed,” she promised.

      I wasn’t as sure about The Kev’s lips, but I had no time to even think about the possibility. Time was a luxury that we didn’t have at the moment.

      “I’m quite sure there will be Trolls, so be ready,” I instructed.

      And those were some fucking prophetic words…

      [image: ]
* * *

      The stuff that true nightmares and debilitating fear is made of is far more than just monsters…

      Picking up speed as only those who lived for eternity could do, we raced the rest of the way toward the Ice Palace. Our pace rendered us invisible to the human eye and hopefully Fate’s. The wind had picked up and a hailstorm showered us making it difficult to see.

      Even through the pounding ice the Palace towered like a deadly diamond above us. As we drew closer, I realized I could feel my Siren. I wasn’t sure if it was that I possessed her soul in my body or that she was simply mine that I sensed her, but I didn’t care. The sensation gave me hope that I was close.

      “Do you think Fate knows we’re here?” The Shelia yelled over the wind. “Or is this another farked up defense mechanism?”

      “Don’t know. Don’t care,” I shouted back. “Just muscle through it. Get under my wings. Let me take the brunt of it. It can’t kill me.”

      The physical pain I felt was nothing I couldn’t endure. The glacial door of the castle was only a hundred yards away, but with the tempest raging around us, it seemed like a thousand.

      “Stop!” Lizard bellowed. “Look.”

      I shielded my eyes from the stinging ice pellets and tried to make out what my Demon was seeing. My heart went to my throat and my hands began to spit fire.

      “No,” I shouted as I pushed my way toward the scene of horror in front of me.

      Fate had just signed her death warrant.

      My movement was sluggish as if I was underwater. As much as I pushed my body to go faster, it betrayed me and went even slower. What I saw was burned into my brain. Of all the horrors I’d witnessed over my long life this won.

      It was personal. It was vile and someone was going to pay.

      Most of Elle’s body lay splayed on the frozen ice—naked and beaten almost beyond recognition. But not her all of her… her neck was positioned in a guillotine that was about to drop and behead her. Her blonde hair was matted with blood and it blew in the wind, whipping across her beaten face. There were others alongside her, but I could only see my Siren. She wasn’t frozen at all, but she was about to die in front of my eyes.

      Unacceptable. Why in the Hell weren’t my feet moving? My world was about to be demolished to meaninglessness and I was a useless fucking mess.

      Powerful hands grabbed my wings and pulled my sluggish body to a complete halt. I wasn’t sure who it was, but I didn’t give a damn. I blasted the offending hands with black fire and continued toward the one I loved more than myself. The searing shot of magic that was launched from behind me sliced through my body like a hot knife through butter. Fuck it, I would heal. I had to stop the guillotine.

      “It’s not real,” The Kev grunted and tackled me to the ground planting his fist in my face to distract me before I could burn him to ash. “It’s not fucking real. Look at the others. NOW.”

      I could taste the salty blood dripping from my lips. My eyes narrowed at the Fairy in pure hatred. What the fuck was he talking about? Elle was about to die. She was mine. I had no time for games or lies.

      “Look at the others,” The Kev hissed, furious. “That is not Elle. Look, damn you. Look.”

      Turning my head in my flattened position, I scanned the group and sucked in a furious breath. The Fairy was correct—maybe. About forty away, next to Elle was a facsimile of a bloody and torn apart Gemma. Next to the illusion of Gemma was a brutally beaten version of The Kev. On the other side of my Siren were the partially decapitated Martha and Jane and at the end of the line was the inordinately powerful Fairy, The Dave. He looked the worst of them all. His legs were missing and he was bleeding profusely from the mouth.

      “It’s an illusion,” The Kev said, still breathing hard. “Whatever we love the most is dying in front of us. And now we have to kill it.”

      “This is fucked up,” I whispered. “I don’t know if I can kill it.”

      “You can. You have to,” The Shelia said, wiping the tears of horror and distress from her blue eyes. “You think I want to kill the man I’ve waited thousands of years for? Do you?” she shouted.

      “We’re all gonna need some fucking therapy after this,” Gemma said, gazing at the mirages our dying loved ones.

      “Are we completely sure?” Lizard asked with crazed eyes as his body shook with so much fury I thought he might implode.

      “Yes,” The Kev said.

      “No. We’re not sure,” I growled, pushing The Kev off of me and getting to my feet. “We know that those things aren’t you and Gemma. You’re standing right here. We don’t know if the others are real or not.”

      “He has a point,” The Shelia said with her eyes glued to the quickly fading The Dave.

      “They have auras,” Gemma said. “And they’re all very bleak and dark. Just like the Trolls from earlier.”

      “My mate is a fucking Siren. She lies like a rug, steals, and used to suck the lives from her victims before she figured out a way to feed without killing,” I roared. “Her aura is going to reflect that. That argument doesn’t fly.”

      “You just said she’d changed her ways,” Gemma yelled back, getting up in my face with the most insane bravery anyone had ever challenged me with. “Are you lying?”

      “No.”

      “If she has remorse for her prior actions, her aura would not be as tainted as what I see,” Gemma hissed. “I was there when she saved us all from the wraiths. Adrielle Rinoa does not have a dark aura. I will bet my life on it.”

      I stared at her and the crazy woman just stared right back. There was not one damned duplicitous thing about her. Gemma was telling the truth—or at least she believed she was. “And the rest?” I asked, not knowing what to think at this point.

      “Martha and Jane might be profane, partially bald, hideously dressed pains in the ass, but they are good deep down. I don’t want to hang with them or anything like that, but they don’t have auras as filthy as what I’m seeing on those imposters.”

      “And The Dave?” The Shelia asked on a sob, unable to hold back her tears. “What do you see?”

      “His aura is the worst of them all,” Gemma said staring at The Dave with fear in her eyes. “From what I’ve heard of The Dave that is a complete impossibility.”

      “My Queen is telling the truth,” Lizard said.

      “Prove it,” I growled, still unsure. “Give her the gum and ask her again.”

      “I have a better fucking idea,” Lizard grunted as he grinned like a psychopath and took off running toward the menagerie in front of us.

      “What in the Hell is that boy doing?” The Kev yelled, watching in horror as Lizard moved faster than the speed of light and shoved gum into the mouths of the dying bunch.

      “Clamp their lips. NOW,” my insane Demon shouted at the top of his lungs.

      Without a second thought that one of my Demons had just given me an order, I waved my hands and sealed the mouths of Elle, Martha, Jane, The Dave and the illusions of Gemma and The Kev shut. Lizard sprinted back to us, covered in blood and filled with a vicious pride.

      “What do you want me to ask them, my Lord?”

      “Are they who they appear to be? If not, make them show their true selves,” I said.

      And he did.

      The illusions groaned and writhed on the ground, trying to fight the enchantment that Lizard had forced upon them. Slowly one by one they morphed into enormous Trolls. However, the kicker was they still kept the face of whom they’d been impersonating. It was surreal.

      “What the ever loving ass?” Gemma gasped out as the Trolls with the facial features of those we loved the most began to charge.

      “This l’appel du vide is some fucked up stuff,” The Shelia said as she quickly took her beast form.

      The Shelia was correct.

      And Gemma had told the truth.

      That was not my Elle. It would still be difficult to eliminate something that bore even a slight resemblance to her, but I was about to do it. Time was one of the only things that waited for no one. And I didn’t have a lot of it left.

      Shit was about to get ugly.
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      Killing the Troll version of Elle was easier than I’d thought. There was nothing of her essence in the abomination. However, if The Kev hadn’t stopped me, I might not have even noticed that important clue. All my life, I’d been an emotionless executioner—not anymore. Feelings were messy and unfamiliar, but I was beginning to embrace them for all I was worth.

      The Fairies dispatched of their own Trolls with deadly efficiency. It was tragic I wasn’t allowed in Zanthia. These Fairies were fascinating, deadly creatures.

      “Move. Now,” I yelled as I made for the enormous door. With a slice of my hand through the air, I blew it sky high. The door shattered into millions of glittering shards and fell to the ground. It bounced covering the area in sparkling ice. The frozen entryway looked as if a diamond mine had exploded and showered the riches everywhere.

      There was no way in Hell that Fate didn’t know we were here now. I hoped it would send her into hiding instead of hurrying to finish the curse. I would definitely find the bitch and she would pay dearly. I just needed to make sure Elle and Sadie were safe first.

      “Do you know where you’re going?” The Shelia asked.

      “No. I’m going to feel my way,” I told her.

      “You want to get there faster?” she inquired with a lopsided grin.

      “Does the Devil wear Prada?” I snapped.

      “Well, usually,” she shot back. “Although today I think he’s wearing Chanel.”

      “If you know a faster way, tell me now or I will turn you back into a brothel bed.”

      “Dude,” Gemma snapped and whacked me in the back of the head, shocking everyone to silence including me. “You’re being an asshat. Tamp that crap back. We’re on the same team here. The Shelia has been to the Ice Palace. Tell her what you saw in your dream.”

      Once again Gemma had an excellent point and once again she reminded me of my mother.

      Giving Gemma a glare that would have sent most running for the hills, she simply grinned. The Fairy was ballsy, I had to give her that…

      “A long white hallway—no windows—no doors,” I replied tersely, obeying her instead of smiting her.

      “Follow me.” The Shelia wasted no time as she sprinted through the ornate crystal foyer and made a sharp left at the grand staircase. “That hallway is on the main floor if I’m remembering correctly.”

      “Does your sister have a good memory?” I asked The Kev as I sprinted after her.

      “Like a steel trap,” he replied, running next to me.

      The Shelia came to a stop when she reached her destination. We were at the place I’d seen in my dream. The hallway gave the illusion of going on forever.

      “What do you see?” I asked the others, making sure this wasn’t some form of l’appel du vide that was screwing with my mind.

      “Long hallway,” The Kev said. “No end in sight.”

      “All white,” The Shelia added.

      “No doors. No windows,” Gemma chimed in.

      “Fucking ugly—extremely boring,” Lizard finished.

      “Are we all in agreement?” I asked, moving down the hallway and looking for anything that might be an entrance to where I needed to be.

      “We are,” The Kev said, joining me in my search as the others nodded their assent.

      “Can you feel Elle?” Gemma asked as she too hunted for weaknesses in the walls.

      Pausing I centered myself. Pulling on my dark magic I let my mind wander from my body for a moment. A sparkling black mist blew through the colorless hallways and the temperature rose dramatically. Moving slowly down the vast hallway, I realized the feeling of drawing closer to Elle was stronger. Elle’s soul grew warmer inside my body and I smiled my first genuine smile since I’d seen my Siren last.

      “I do,” I said, picking up my pace. “She’s farther down this way.”

      The Fairies followed, keeping close but staying behind me. I halted as the sensation grew weaker and backtracked to the section where it was most intense.

      “She’s near here,” I growled in frustration as I slapped my hands against the wall and pushed. “Should I blow it up?” I wondered aloud.

      “Risky,” The Kev responded to my query as he ran his hands over the area. “If she’s in ice she won’t be able to sidestep an explosion. I sense a spell here.”

      He was correct. The spell was as intricately woven as the ice surrounding the Siren we’d come across. My fury began to build and it was all I could do not to level the entire Ice Palace.

      “Watch out,” Lizard grumbled as he shoved everyone out of the way. “I’m gonna let loose. You might want to back up a little. Don’t want to accidentally knock anyone’s noggin off.”

      “You think you can break through?” I asked with doubt written all over my face.

      “Won’t know till I try,” he replied.

      Eyeing my strange and loyal Demon for a long moment, I made a decision that wasn’t at all in keeping with my normal behavior. I didn’t care. Times were changing and apparently I was too. “What is it that you want most?”

      “Not following, My Dark Lord,” he said.

      “Your dream. Your fondest desire. What do you want most in this world?” I asked.

      Lizard scratched his head in thought and then slowly smiled.  “I want to marry my concubines in a human ceremony in Hell and I’d like you and Queen Gemma to preside over it.”

      Of all the things the idiot could have asked for…

      “Interesting… is there anything else?” I asked, holding back my pained wince with enormous effort.

      “Nope. That’s it,” he replied.

      “Are you certain?” Gemma asked, clearly realizing where this potential clusterfuck was heading.

      “Positive,” Lizard said. “My Martha and Jane would be beautiful brides. I want to treat my concubines right. Make them legit—show the world that I love them with everything I am.”

      Son of a bitch. I’d just backed myself into an ugly corner. Maybe I’d been hasty in telling everyone I couldn’t fuck myself because I was about to do just that.

      Sighing and trying not to gag, I put my hand on my Demon’s shoulder. “I know you would work your hardest for me even if there was no incentive attached.”

      “Always, my liege,” Lizard said as he bowed to me.

      “However,” I went on. “You have been a loyal subject. And to give you added motivation I shall grant your wish if you can get through this wall.”

      “Seriously?” Gemma asked, giving me the side eye.

      “Yes,” I said, giving it right back to her. “The Fairy Queen and I will preside over your matrimony to your hookers in Hell.”

      “Concubines,” Lizard corrected.

      “Right. Concubines,” I amended.

      Lizard glanced shyly at his Queen.

      “I would be honored,” Gemma choked out as graciously as she could.

      Lizard squealed like a girl and did a little jig that could only be described as atrocious. His joy was extreme, even though for the life of me, I couldn’t understand why he wanted to tie himself to Martha and Jane. Love was clearly blind, tasteless, appalling, disturbing and gross in this particular case.

      “Watch out,” the happy Demon grunted as he choked up on his bat and got into his wall knocking stance. “As James Brown says… Papa’s got a brand new bag.”

      “Actually, he’s getting two bags in this deal,” I muttered and backed away.

      I knew the bizarre man would have given everything he had to demolish the wall, but the added inducement made him practically insane. It was strangely glorious to watch.

      “Sweet Hell in August,” The Shelia said as she clapped her hands and conjured a protective bubble around us. “That boy is something else.”

      Chunks of wall flew everywhere and Lizard had become a Demon possessed.

      “Can I point something out?” Gemma asked, watching Lizard go at it.

      “Be my guest,” I replied, knowing exactly where the Fairy was headed. However, I was quite sure I deserved what was coming as I’d technically fucked her over as well.

      “You actually are a contortionist,” she said with a laugh. “You have free rein to use that phrase from now on.”

      “What phrase?” The Shelia asked, confused.

      “I believe the rude child is referring to I’m fucking Satan,” I supplied with a raised brow and a smile pulling at my lips. “And I’m wildly displeased to agree in this case.”

      “A man of many talents,” The Shelia said with a chuckle and then grew serious. “You can’t end Fate. You are cognizant of that fact?”

      “I’m well aware,” I replied I a clipped tone. “But death has many definitions. The end of life is only one. There are far worse things than actual death.”

      “The Tribunal,” Gemma said. “Pam called a Tribunal on Fate when we fought the Trolls in Disney World.”

      “Pam?” The Shelia asked with wide eyes and an even wider smile. “The one and only bat shit crazy Angel with a direct line to God and just about everyone else? The fabulous pain in the ass who can drink my butt under the table while watching Jerry Springer and cussing like a pack of sailors? And did you say Trolls in Disney World?”

      “Yep,” Gemma replied with a grin.

      “I missed all the fun,” The Shelia said with a shake of her head.

      Gemma rolled her eyes and then glanced over at me. “What exactly is a Tribunal?”

      “Nothing you ever want to be a part of,” I replied curtly. “Trust me on this.”

      “I see light on the other side,” Lizard called out as he examined the hole he’d created.

      “Excellent work,” I said, snapping my fingers and disintegrating the bubble The Shelia had created. “I believe I can get us the rest of the way through now.”

      “As you wish, My Dark Lord,” Lizard replied with a bow and a thumbs up.

      It looked like I was going to be performing a wedding in Hell and bizarrely enough I was fine with it. The things we do for love…

      As I raised my hands to burn out a larger entrance, I was thrown back and slammed into the wall behind me. The Fairies were tossed like rag dolls and hit the wall with extreme force. The air was charged with dark magic and an icy blue fire blasted through the small hole Lizard had created.

      “What the…?” Gemma gasped out as she scrambled to her feet. “Do you think that was Fate?”

      “I certainly hope so,” I growled. “She and I have a few things to discuss. Take cover. Now.”

      With a slash of my hand through the air and a few chosen words of a language understood by only a very few, the wall turned to dust before our eyes. Piles of glistening white sand were now underfoot, but what lay ahead was not what one would expect the pristine sand to lead to…

      A jungle of frozen Sirens greeted us—hundreds of them. It was macabre and horrifying. Some were frozen on their knees with hands raised—clearly begging for their lives. Others looked as if they’d been trying to crawl away. Yet a few had assumed positions of fury—clawed hands and open mouths of rage. No matter the position, it was all shocking and offensive—an odd thought coming from someone who punished for a living.

      “We can’t leave them like this,” The Kev whispered as we carefully made our way through the chilling display.

      A layer of thick silver fog began to snake its way amidst the ice-covered tragedy reminding me of the moors of England. It was eerie and made navigation difficult. I could feel Elle near, but I couldn’t see her… yet.

      “We won’t leave them like this. It’s inhumane. It’s wrong,” Gemma said firmly.

      “We’ll see,” I said. “Find Elle and her mother. I will deal with them first and we will save the others if we can.”

      “Promise?” The Shelia asked, touching the ice that encased of one of the Sirens.

      “Yes,” I snapped.

      “Are you lying?” Gemma pushed.

      Running my hands through my hair, I glared at the annoying Fairy Queen. I was tremendously tired of her calling me on everything as of late. Being second-guessed was wearing on my nerves. One was usually incinerated when one back talked the Devil. Clearly I wasn’t going to cremate the Fairy Queen, but I was sorely tempted…

      Was I losing my edge? Nah, it had to be that Gemma reminded me of my mother and setting my mother on fire was never a good idea. The Fairies weren’t going to know what hit them when this loony tune took back her throne.

      However, I had to actually think about how I wanted to answer the question. Was I lying? No. No I wasn’t. What lay before us was not justice. It was not punishment for evil. It was genocide. I despised dictators who decimated their own. I quite enjoyed burning them at the stake in the Basement of Hell, healing them and starting over. It was a just reward for a life horribly lived.

      “I’m not lying,” I admitted, surprising myself as well as her. “If they’ve committed unforgivable sins without remorse I will deal with them, but this abuse is not permissible.”

      “How wonderful,” a familiar voice hissed, bouncing and echoing off the icy walls of the vast frozen graveyard. “I was hoping you’d come. Saves me a trip.”

      “Fate,” I snarled as the fog cleared and I saw the bitch.

      She floated above two partially finished statues—Elle’s and Sadie’s. Sadie was almost completely encrusted in ice, only her head remained free. Elle was confined to her hips. The rest of her body was unaffected.

      The fury that ripped through me made me feel as if I’d finally let go of my sanity. My desire to tear Fate to shreds with my bare hands was so intense I literally sizzled with unbridled rage.

      “No,” Gemma hissed, grabbing my flaming arm without flinching. “Don’t. Calm yourself, Lucifer. Center. We’re too close for you to blow it now.”

      She was correct, but I wanted to kill the Fairy Queen right now as well. I wanted to have a go at everyone. Rational? No. Rationality wasn’t one of my stronger points.

      “You’re quite beautiful when you’re out of control, Devil,” Fate purred with a smile that made the bile in my stomach churn. “We could have been something together.”

      “I’d rather die,” I stated emotionlessly.

      “That can be arranged,” she said with a deranged laugh. “You see, I believe I have something of yours—something you can’t live without.”

      “She has your soul,” Elle cried out.

      Fate screeched in fury and blasted Elle with fiery lavender blaze of magic so vicious, I shook Gemma off of me and fired a death shot at Fate. It withered and disintegrated before it even came within five feet of the bitch. However, Elle wasn’t as fortunate. Fate’s ruthless shot at my Siren landed squarely and Elle slumped forward in agony. Sadie’s scream echoed in my ears.

      What the Hell was going on here? Was my power useless? That was impossible. If it was true we were fucked. I was unsure if Fate even realized I’d retaliated. Her ire was focused on Elle.

      “It was supposed to be a surprise,” Fate bellowed at a practically unconscious Elle. “I was supposed to tell him. You’re ruining everything.”

      “Tell me,” I insisted, stepping out in front of the Fairies so I could block any magic shot at them and draw her attention away from Elle. Even if I was taken down, I wouldn’t die and I needed them to be able to continue the fight. As I moved closer to Fate, I felt my power increase. Bingo. I advanced nearer. “Tell me about my soul,” I said calmly even though my insides were seething with hatred and rage.

      My relaxed stance and tranquil tone seemed to pacify the insane woman.

      “I have it,” she said with a giggle. “Do you want it back?”

      “What’s the price?” I asked bestowing her with a smile that made her blush.

      She flew around the room, darting in and out of the frozen Sirens. Her laugh was chilling. Fate was coming unhinged before our eyes.

      “Do you think you could love me?” she asked.

      What the fuck? Closing my eyes for a brief second, I bit back the truth and decided on a half-truth instead. “I love no one but myself,” I replied coldly. “You know that.”

      “But you love her,” she growled, pointing to Elle with her eyes narrowed to slits and her hands raised to throw fire again.

      “No. I don’t,” I lied, feeling ill at even speaking the words. “I’m not capable of such human emotions. Name your price.”

      “No Tribunal,” she said, slowly lowering her hands and reaching into the pocket of her ornate robe.

      “Not my call,” I replied, watching her remove my soul and hold it tight.

      “Ahhhh,” she said with a sneer that made her beautiful features appear grotesque. “You are the greatest deceiver to ever exist. I do believe you can grant my request. And I want Elle’s soul. I know you have it.”

      “I don’t like the terms,” I said taking a few steps closer. “I never do deals where I come out on the losing end, old woman.”

      “There’s always a first time, Devil. Why don’t I give you a bit of incentive…”

      Spinning so fast she almost disappeared, Fate sang and I thought my eardrums would burst. The sound was indescribable and so piercing I was surprised the wailing disharmony didn’t shatter the entire Ice Palace. The temperature in the room dropped quickly. It felt like daggers scraping my bones. The Fairies dropped to the ground and rolled to keep warm and slammed their hands over their ears.

      The Winds of Change screamed and tore through the icy death chamber. I watched in horror as Sadie was completely encrusted in ice and the curse around Elle rose to her ribcage. Sadie’s skin went blue immediately and Elle’s eyes rolled back in her head.

      “Enough,” I roared, pulling a plan out of my ass and levitating to where Fate was whirling like a ballerina with a death wish. “I will give you what you want.”

      I vaguely heard the Fairies gasp over the wind and Elle’s moan tore at my heart. However, I simply smiled. What was wrong with these people? I was lying. I always lied.

      “That’s more like it,” Fate shrieked, halting her motion and staring at me with crazed eyes.

      We floated twenty feet about the ground and watched each warily.

      “But you will give me something else in return,” I told her.

      “And what is it you want?” she asked, straightening her wild hair and running her hands over her body suggestively.

      “Power—absolute and undeniable power,” I replied letting my eyes roam her body. My insides roiled as I forced my expression to show desire for her disgusting form. Tearing her from limb to limb was my most burning and deepest desire, but I knew that action would end the world. Holding back wasn’t my forte, but as the bitch had said… there’s always a first time. “I want to influence fate. I want Immortal domination.”

      She held my soul in her hand and dangled it provocatively. There was a very fucking long shot that I could make my flimsy plan work. I wasn’t sure if Elle was even cognizant enough or had enough magic left to do what I needed her to do, but I was not going to lose my future without a fight. Since killing Fate was off the table, I’d simply have to destroy her alive.

      That I could do.

      The nearer I drew to the abomination, I felt my own power increase. The force field around her lessened. The enchantment was constructed sloppily. She truly was losing her mind and definitely her edge. A lesser Demon could break it. Too bad, so sad. I was about to change Fate’s fate.

      “Shall we seal the deal with a kiss?” I asked with a raised brow and a smile that had brought legions of women to their knees since the beginning of time.

      “I thought you’d never ask,” she purred and floated toward me.

      The instant between life and death—even metaphorical death—was brief. There was no room for error. The consequences of failure were catastrophic.

      It was a goddamned good thing I didn’t like to lose.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Twenty

          

        

      

    

    
      What I was about to do to a certain Fairy would be excruciatingly painful, but he would heal for the most part. Choosing The Kev was a conscious decision. He was the deadliest of the four and could withstand the most pain. Strangely, I was concerned about damaging him. However, when all was said and done, if we all came out in one piece he would understand… possibly.

      I would owe the Fairy tremendously, but nothing was without cost. He would forever have a piece of me within him—not the best case scenario, but the only one available at the moment.

      Taking Fate into my arms and placing my hand on her face was more harrowing than falling from Grace. It permanently withered something inside of me, but at the same time fed my vicious need for retribution—something that would always be a part of who I was.

      Without pause, I let my mind wander and enter The Kev’s. His gasp of shocked agony assured me I was exactly where I wanted to be.

      “Take the pain,” I instructed harshly. “Let me in.”

      “I want to kill you,” he hissed as his own vast power of self-preservation tried to push me out.

      “Get in line,” I shot back. “Can you stand up?”

      Fate laid her hideous head on my chest and ran her fingers up my arms. I turned my back to Elle. My Siren’s heartbroken gasp almost derailed me. I had eternity to make it up to her. However, if I didn’t succeed I had nothing. I let Fate play her disgusting game of seduction. It was buying me time.

      “You’d better have a very good reason for this, Devil,” The Kev growled with a fury that was impressive. “If this is a game and you’ve truly changed sides, I will come for you and destroy you. You will beg for death, you sick son of a bitch.”

      His anger proved his strength. Very few in this Universe could survive having the Devil inside and come out unscathed.

      “If this is a game I’m playing, I will let you destroy me. I will hand you the Sword of Death myself and demand you end me.”

      “Tell me what you want. I can’t endure this much longer,” The Kev shouted in my head. “Give me instructions. NOW.”

      “When I kiss Fate, I will steal back my soul and throw it to you,” I told him. “Move quickly and without sound to Elle. Place my soul on her heart and insist she take it inside her body.”

      “Are you serious? What the Hell is that going to do?”

      “Hopefully get your disrespectful ass out of here alive,” I snapped, ready to let my presence in his mind become even more painful. I held back. Leaving the Fairy as a vegetable wasn’t going to help matters and it was wrong. Damn it, my conscience was growing like the Grinch’s fucking heart—or Pinocchio’s nose.

      “Hopefully?” he queried, furious.

      “If you have a better plan, by all means share it now,” I bellowed inside his mind. “If not, shut the Hell up and do as I command.”

      “You’re an asshole,” he growled.

      “Tell me something I don’t know,” I replied. “After you watch my soul go into Elle, slip back to the Fairies and take cover. It will get very ugly very fast.”

      “I will do this. But tell me that you haven’t given me something I will have to carry with me always,” he said flatly.

      For the briefest moment, I considered lying until what I wanted was accomplished. However the Fairy was too smart for deceit and I owed him the truth.

      “I can’t tell you that. What I can tell you is that you will not regret it. I will make it worth your while,” I promised.

      “That’s not possible,” The Kev answered back, coldly. “Make your move now, Devil. I don’t have much strength left. Hosting you is draining me. It’s now or never.”

      Grabbing Fate’s wrists and pulling them above her head, I aligned my body to hers. I felt no desire, only repulsion. She didn’t notice. As my lips closed over hers, I intertwined our fingers. My soul fell to my hand as I deepened the Judas Kiss. Quickly shifting and grasping both of her wrists in one hand I did a backward toss to The Kev and angled Fate away from Elle.

      With my lips still locked on Fate’s, I watched as The Kev did as instructed. What I’d neglected to take into account was that I was now facing my Siren. Her eyes met mine and I felt gutted to the core. Amethyst tears filled her gaze and rolled down her exquisite cheeks. She would understand soon. She had to…

      “This is so right,” Fate murmured against my mouth, rubbing her body against mine. “Why have we never done this? We can rule the world, you and I.”

      “Or maybe not,” I said flatly as I watched The Kev fly back to Gemma, The Shelia and Lizard and move them out of harm’s way. “Open a portal now,” I shouted to Elle.

      My soul had given Elle strength. However, she too was now going to be partially Demon. My soul inside her body would have ramifications. I had no clue how they would manifest. The thought of her being cursed slash blessed with the cross-dressing side effect made me actually smile.

      Thinking the smile was for her, Fate stared at me in confusion. “Why do you want a portal? We can be happy here in Kismet. No reason to leave, my evil love.”

      “Elle, open a portal now,” I bellowed, waving my hand and temporarily trapping Fate in a ring of black flame as I backed away from the abomination. I knew she would counteract the fire, but I only needed a minute once the portal was opened.

      With a scream that I felt vibrate through my entire body, Elle called on everything she had left and followed my order. The ceiling of the Ice Palace opened with an eerie groan and wail. I sighed with relief as the crystal death chamber was now dappled with sunlight and amethyst glitter.

      A large violet orb floated above us—sparkling and shimmering as if it was alive. Fate’s shriek of fury reminded me that I didn’t have time to admire the beauty that my Siren had woven. Fate was battling her way through the fire and time was of the essence. There was still another piece of the puzzle to be placed and I was going to finish the game.

      “You tricked me, you disgusting lowlife scum,” Fate growled, beginning to chant a spell that would extinguish the fire holding her.

      “Pot, kettle, black,” I snarled as I centered myself and focused on my power within.

      Pulling on magic as old as time itself, I let go of every petty desire that consumed me and reached back to memories many centuries old. The words were of no particular language and could have been chanted silently, but I was leaving nothing to fate. Destiny and the woman who controlled it were not to be trusted…

      Glittering black fire engulfed me as I gave myself over to the enchanted energy of ten—the ones I would always be tied to whether I wanted to be or not. Some Immortal rules were simply what they were—no rhyme or reason. I used to think it was fated, but a power higher than any I’d ever considered was truly the only ruler of fate—and it wasn’t one person—could never be just one. Together the ten created our own destiny and apart we balanced each other. They were the ones I needed to serve justice. No man is an island. No man or woman can every truly rule autonomously. Any theory in its purest form was doomed to failure. A compromise meant there was a winner and a loser. However, consensus meant something entirely different.

      I was about to cut a large deal… a very large group deal.

      The words were on the tip of my tongue and the black fire licked seductively at my skin searing my body in a way that made me feel alive. The eternal magic that roared through my blood comforted and empowered yet made me realize as strong as I was—there was something far stronger. And as selfish as I was, no one could ever call me stupid.

      “You will pay,” Fate shrieked like a banshee as she clawed at the spell I’d cast to hold her. “I will destroy you. I will make you pay until the end of time.”

      “Good luck with that,” I told her as I raised my arms to the sky—the very same sky that cradled every single dimension known to man and Immortal alike.

      Choosing a language that would be clearly understood by all present, I spoke the spell I’d never used in my eternal life. I’d only ever heard it twice and it would have to be amended since it was last uttered many thousands of years ago, but change wrought change and I was an adaptable sort when necessary.

      
        
        “Darkness and Light, unite as one,

        Bring Wisdom and Temptation, leave nothing undone.

        Life and Death need Balance tempered by Emotion,

        Leave not behind Compassion—part and parcel of this moral explosion.

        Utopia shall play, far too soon to be fair,

        Bind Good to Evil in harmonic steadfast pair.

        The time for judgment has come,

        Tie the ten as one.

        Come to me now,

        The need for justice I avow.”

      

      

      Fate’s terrified screams of realization were too late for her to escape. The immense room now felt small as the ones I’d called for arrived. I expected most to show, but needed them all. Only one could possibly ruin the outcome with his absence…

      One by one they came. It was glorious and surreal.

      And the one whom I doubted…

      He came.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Twenty-One

          

        

      

    

    
      We were unkillable except by personal consent and with The Sword of Death.

      We were feared and worshipped.

      We were strongest when blended together, yet we were still invincible apart.

      We were an errant Immortal’s worst nightmare come to spine tingling fruition.

      We were True Immortals—the judges, the jury and sentencing committee. Our decisions were final and irrevocable.

      It was fact—reality—gospel, if you will.

      And Fate knew it. Her days were now numbered.

      Glancing quickly at my Siren, I tried to reassure her with a look that all would be fine. Creating the portal had drained her and her gaze was somewhat vacant, but Elle gave me a small smile. My gut clenched in fury and fear and my instinct was to go to her, but without the Tribunal all was lost. This situation was not working for me. At all. Turning away I tore my gaze from Elle so I didn’t act on my compulsion and ruin everything. I tamped back my rage with effort. She had my soul inside her, I’d have to trust that it would be enough for now.

      I would win. I had to win. There was no other choice. I just needed everyone to hurry the fuck up or I was going to do something disastrously unwise.

      As if she’d heard my thoughts—which she probably had—the first of the gathering arrived.

      Mother Nature appeared in the violet orb and slipped through the glittering mass with regal bearing. She was Emotion. Her entrance was as frightening as it was glorious. She wore a robe of the palest purple shimmering silk and she took in the playing field without reaction or words. The choice of purple was no mistake as it represented dignity, creativity, mystery and magic.

      The only crack in my mother’s veneer was the small shocked smirk on her lips as she took in my attire—or rather lack thereof. I’d completely forgotten about my skin tight lavender suede pants, purple sequined Ugg boots and shirtless state. It was tremendously bad timing to look like a cross dresser with the particular company about to arrive. The desire to electrocute myself when I realized I was concerned if I had any lipstick left on was strong. Living this ensemble down was going to take centuries…

      Fuck.

      My father Bill came next—Wisdom. The Sprite was clad in a robe of blue brocade—the color of the sky and the sea. The hue of his carefully chosen garment embodied trust, loyalty, confidence and intelligence. His expression was grim as he glanced around at the frozen travesty. With a barely noticeable shake of his head, he took his rightful place next to my mother. He graciously ignored my new look. My father was now my favorite person in the Universe besides Elle.

      Lucy soon followed—Temptation. Her robe was a bright sparkling red. The color of fire and blood symbolized strength and power as well as desire, passion and love. She stared dispassionately at a fearful but still dangerous Fate as she nodded to me and moved to her spot in the growing circle. However, her stifled giggle as she took in my apparel was tremendously difficult to miss. On the plus side—for me—I restrained my kneejerk reaction to blast her ass and send her to the Basement of Hell.

      My maturity appalled me, but I’d get back at Mother Nature and Lucy eventually. Eternity was indeed very long and I had a reputation to maintain. Not to mention, I was smart. We needed to get through the next hour to ensure that eternity would still exist so I could exact my payback. I needed the disrespectful True Immortals to accomplish this. My bruised ego would simply have to survive being battered.

      The Angel of Light and the Angel of Death arrived together—surprising yet not. The brothers, Elijah and Hayden, had a contentious relationship not unlike God’s and mine, but in times of great crisis they banded together. Elijah—Life, wore a robe of emerald green depicting harmony, fertility and life. Hayden—Death, wore a robe of deep red adorned with midnight black embellishments illustrating willpower, rage, wrath and death.

      Both gaped at me with barely disguised mirth. Slowing lifting my middle finger to them, they swallowed their glee enough so that I didn’t have to set them ablaze. I was well aware that incinerating them would be bad form, but I was very close to losing my shit. Being vain clearly had a few downsides.

      My favorite daughter, Dixie—Balance—floated in. She was clad in a velvet robe combining the colors of both Life and Death. My child was the stability that was necessary to keep humanity from falling into chaos. She wore her burden well and took her place between the two Angels, but not before she gasped and grinned at my get up.

      If I had the balls, I’d make an attempt at re-dressing myself. However, I was terrified of what I’d choose considering the only piece of clothing that kept appearing at the forefront of my mind was a deep fucking purple miniskirt. At least the pants, as hideous as they were, were still somewhat manly—or at least that was the story I was sticking with at the moment.

      And then another two arrived together. This pairing was completely expected. A mother and child of untold power… Astrid—Compassion, held her toddler Samuel in her arms. Both wearing unusually somber expressions, they drifted in silently. Astrid wore an exquisite raw silk orange robe. It was fitting. As Compassion she stood for energy, happiness, fascination, success and encouragement. The child Samuel—Utopia, the one who was a combination of all True Immortals—wore a robe in a rainbow of stripes with swirls of black and white amidst the riotous color. His job was unfathomable and only time would tell what massive responsibility he would carry on his small shoulders. As much as I needed them to be here, I dreaded it as well.

      And clearly with good reason.

      Astrid, never one to hold back… didn’t. Breaking the serious and forbidding mood, she threw back her idiot head and laughed. Hard.

      “What in the ever loving Hell are you wearing?” she grunted through her hysterics. “I mean, I know some heavy freakin’ shit is about to go down, but you look… umm…”

      “Like your favorite uncle who shall joyously and profanely redecorate your compound? The same one who will try on every piece of your wardrobe, stretching it beyond recognition while eating all of your favorite food in front of you for the rest of your long and disrespectful life?” I asked with a raised brow and an expression that indicated I’d meant every word I’d just uttered.

      “Umm… sure. If you say so, Uncle Asshat,” she shot back with another laugh and then took her place in the circle.

      “Uncle Athhat,” Samuel yelled as he waved to me and blew a kiss.

      I needed to trade souls with Elle now, but that wasn’t an option. However, I had no choice but to don my own robe. Holding my breath and briefly closing my eyes, I prayed to everything diabolical and evil that I wouldn’t end up in a satin, shorty negligee with matching kitten heels.

      Waving my hand, I sighed with dramatic relief when I felt the swish of fabric covering my body from my neck all the way to my toes. At least I was no longer partially nude. Although, from the horrified stares of the assembled True Immortals, it was clear I hadn’t gotten it quite right. Deciding the most prudent course of action was to not look down, I eyed my comrades with a glare that made each of them look away. I was certain it was to hide laughter, but a beggar couldn’t be chooser when he looked like a drag queen.

      And then He came. Of course, He came. There was no way He would miss the opportunity to see me clad as a woman. Not that He would have been privy to the scandalous news, but…

      “Damn it,” I muttered as He floated in with a flock of white doves fluttering around him causing all to be wildly impressed. No one else had brought pets. I had half a mind to conjure up a nest of snakes to eat his birds, but decided against it. The price I was going to have to pay him would only be compounded if I had his zoo ingested.

      Part of me was furious that He dared show his face even though I was the one who had summoned him. I warred within at my feeling of rage, jealousy and hatred… yet I was oddly humbled at the same time. An emotion I would never admit. My brother and I both bore the scars of the paths we had been given. There would never be absolution for us, but there would be unity. There was no other way. We’d do what had to be done and then part ways.

      It was truly fated.

      To add insult to injury though, I was wildly embarrassed at the attire I still refused to look at. Whatever, I’d play it off somehow. How? No fucking clue.

      The newest arrival changed the atmosphere dramatically. Fate hissed and snarled in a manic fury like I’d never witnessed. I felt nothing for her—no pity, no sympathy. Nothing. She had earned this Tribunal fair and square. The old witch was now going to reap what she’d sown.

      For embodying all that was just, the last visitor’s wrath could match my own. It may not be nice to fool Mother Nature, but it was catastrophic to enrage God. Of course I was no slouch, but my pious brother showed his face so seldom he had more of an effect—a truth that annoyed me to distraction, but this was no time to quibble over things that meant next to nothing.

      The saving grace that made his obnoxious entrance and my appalling attire bearable was that my book was outselling his. If He gave me any shit, I was going to rub his face in the fabulous news that I was starring in my own movie and remind him that both George Burns and Whoopie Goldberg had portrayed him. I knew that dichotomy bugged the Hell out of him.

      Glancing my way, God didn’t even flinch at whatever the Hell I was wearing. No, he simply smiled and nodded. Pressing the bridge of my nose, I wanted to smite his ass. He could have at least had the fucking decency to laugh. I would have been in hysterics if the tables had been turned.

      “Shall we proceed?” God inquired kindly, appropriately dressed in a glorious white robe.

      “We shall,” I replied, quickly glancing down to make sure that at the very least I’d dressed myself in black.

      I had, but my fucking robe had feathers and sequins. Quickly jerking my head back up, I bit down on my bottom lip to suppress my scream of terror and clenched my sparking hands at my sides. The desire to try again on the ensemble front was overwhelming, but fear of the disastrous fashion unknown stopped me.

      “Proceed,” I growled, hoping my vicious tone outweighed the atrociousness of my girly robe.

      “What do you have to say for yourself?” Mother Nature demanded of a suddenly quiet Fate. “How can you explain destroying your own kind in a curse so vile it sickens me? How can you justify usurping the natural order of the triad before the beginning of time for your own disgustingly immoral benefit? How can you put words to something so wrong?” she roared, creating a split in the frozen floor beneath us.

      “I can’t,” Fate whispered, barely audible with her head bowed and her trembling body facing God. “I’m sorry. I have sinned and I want forgiveness.”

      This was utter bullshit and it took everything I had not to go at Fate and rip her deceitful and self-serving head from her shoulders. The feeling of Samuel’s small hand on my arm was the only thing that stopped me from ending the world as we knew it. The child’s huge and wise eyes met mine and he shook his head.

      “No,” he whispered, sounding bizarrely ancient.

      My mother’s eyes narrowed to slits as she glared at a falsely repentant Fate. Her hiss made thick shards of ice drop from the ceiling and crash to the ground with explosive force. “Repeat that,” my mother said in a tone so quiet that Fate blanched along with every other True Immortal in the room including God.

      We’d all witnessed my mother in a rage and it was abundantly clear that a doozy was about to erupt.

      What Fate had just done was not expected and I snarled my displeasure at the loophole the bitch might have found. If God forgave her, all was lost. My brother couldn’t be that shortsighted.

      “Are you truly repentant for your sins?” God asked, in a tone so neutral I wanted to blow the entire Ice Palace to Hell and back.

      Or maybe He could be that shortsighted.

      “I am. I have made a mistake and I want another chance,” Fate said in a meek voice as she dropped to her knees before my brother and clutched his robe. “Please, forgive me.”

      God placed his hand on her head and my fury grew. The whispers of confusion and anger from the others gave me hope that all was not lost, but my brother was a wild card. If he hated me as much as I despised him, he finally had a way to get back at me while following his pious beliefs.

      “It’s not that simple,” God told Fate with nothing in his tone to give a hint as to how he was leaning in the matter. “Clearly you haven’t read my book,” he went on giving me the stink eye. “If you had, you might recall the eye for an eye section.”

      Fate glanced up in shock and fear. The monkey wrench she had thrown seemed to have a few parts missing.

      “True repentance deserves forgiveness,” she insisted harshly and then pulled her demeanor back to compliant and docile. “I have committed transgressions that I can now see are wrong and I beg for mercy. What I did, I did for all of us. Nothing happens without a reason.”

      “With what you have done and what you have wrought, you have created a beast inside yourself,” my brother said, his voice booming throughout the ice chamber. “You have no place left to hide, child of destiny.”

      “You have no choice but to forgive,” Fate maintained in a voice less certain than it had been—although it bordered on shrill and bubbled with barely restrained rage. “It is how you were made. You can’t help but be the Angel of Mercy. Going against nature is not in your makeup.”

      “I don’t wear makeup,” God replied easily with an almost undetectable smirk at me. “That’s my brother’s thing. And again, I’m going to go out on a limb and point out that you clearly haven’t read my book. You should. It’s excellent.”

      “Mine’s selling better,” I said before I could stop myself.

      The searing electrical zap to my ass from my mother would normally have made me pitch an epic fit, but it was deserved. I took it like a man—albeit a man dressed in woman’s clothing. I just hoped it hadn’t burned a hole in my luxurious silk robe. If she’d singed the feathers I was going to die.

      Son. Of. A. Bitch. I needed my soul back. Now.

      “You can’t win,” Fate hissed, standing up and letting her eyes roam the occupants standing before her. “I knew this day would come and I have planned for it.”

      “You don’t create destiny,” my father said, stepping forward. “You see it. You don’t wield it. That is why there are three meant to preside—not one.”

      “Three Goddesses who preside over the birth and life of human and Immortal existence,” Dixie said in a sharp tone. “There are ten True Immortals who divide and compliment. Without that balance there is nothing. Nothing,” she repeated.

      “The threads of Destiny are cut by three,” Lucy said, producing a jewel encrusted knife so sharp, Fate gasped and stepped back.

      “True fate is a predetermined course of events,” Hayden added, taking Dixie’s hand in his. “Some say it’s a predetermined future, but…”

      “But one must not forget the gift that God has given both humans and Immortals alike,” Elijah stated and circled the now furious Fate. “The gift of free will which negates a set future.”

      “I said I was sorry,” Fate snarled, backing further away like a caged animal. “Do any of you speak English? Forgiveness is divine. I have asked forgiveness and I shall receive it. It’s the way it works, you stupid, stupid people.”

      “Sticks and stones,” Astrid snapped as she approached slowly. “With forgiveness comes penance, old woman. The price for repenting your sins will be high.”

      “You can’t kill me,” she said with a deranged and ugly laugh. “Unless you are ready for Armageddon.”

      “May I?” God asked, stepping up to the plate.

      “Go ahead, son,” Mother Nature said with a wink.

      Great… she winks at him and electrocutes me. Figures.

      “Armageddon is the final battle between good and evil,” my brother said. “Again, I’d recommend reading my book. It’s excellent. This Tribunal is not about a grievance between my brother and me—at all. There will be no last and destructive battle today. I love my brother. As fascinated as I am with his curious fashion choices at the moment, I love him with everything I am. Today is about an injustice older than time itself. It’s about you and your fate which you have created with your own free will.”

      “As eloquent as you may be,” Fate said, relaxing and smiling with a carefree shrug of insanity. “I have begged forgiveness. You have no choice.”

      “With repentance comes true remorse,” I replied, tersely. “There is no penitence for your crimes. None.”

      “My word against yours,” Fate purred with a triumphant smile. “Your words are lies, Fallen Angel. Everyone knows this. None of you have anything to stand on. Forgive me. NOW,” she demanded of God.

      He watched her as one watches a catastrophic event unfold before their eyes with very little to be done about it. I was unsure how He would proceed, but I was ready to end it all if He made the wrong choice.

      “You say you are sorry,” God said, folding his hands in front of him in prayer as He went to his knees.

      “I do,” Fate said, with a glare of victory to me and the rest.

      “And you mean it?”

      “I do,” she replied.

      “Then you will have no issue with a test,” he said.

      “A test?” Fate repeated, alarmed.

      “Yes. A test.”

      Fate began to pace. She had no clue what God had planned. I had no clue what God had planned. No one did. Or at least I thought no one did.

      However, I was incorrect. Wildly incorrect.

      “If you are truly repentant, you have nothing to fear,” God said staring at Fate with no expression on his face. “If you have nothing to hide, then you will assent. Two choices here. I’d suggest you make one as you are treading on very thin ice at the moment.”

      “Pun intended,” I growled at Fate.

      “Thank you, Lucifer,” God said with a grin. “I might have missed that stellar opportunity.”

      “You’re welcome,” I replied with my own wide smile. “My book is full of clever witticisms. You should read it.”

      “And you should read mine,” he shot back with a chuckle.

      “Touché,” I said.

      “I just love it when my boys get along,” Mother Nature announced. “Makes me want to dance.”

      “Please don’t,” I said with a wince.

      “Are you done?” Fate snapped, rudely. “I will take your test and you will forgive me.”

      “So be it,” God replied, getting to his feet and directing his gaze to the one who was more powerful than all the rest.

      The one who was barely a mere blip of time spent in this world. The one True Immortal who I would actually admit to loving. The very one that was far too young and inexperienced to even have to take part in this Tribunal.

      Samuel.

      Astrid’s body stiffened with maternal fury and my hands sparked so violently I could smell the silk of my robe burn beneath my touch.

      “No,” I said, stepping in front of Samuel and letting my body go to pure black flame. “I will take on his responsibility. No harm shall come to him. Ever. I will perform his task.”

      God gazed at me with such love and surprise, I felt his warmth wash over my entire being. This of course pissed me off to no end. I really didn’t want to like the bastard, but He was making it very difficult.

      “Your good is showing, my brother,” He said with a smile that made me roll my eyes. “However, there is nothing to fear. I would never put any child in harm’s way. Please believe me.”

      “Me believe,” Samuel announced at the top of his lungs, clapping his small hands with delight. “Me do it.”

      Without a beat to reconsider, the beautiful child turned to rainbow colored mist and cocooned Fate in the stunning colors. Only his small chunky hands were still corporeal. It was surreal and breathtaking.

      “What is this?” Fate demanded, outraged as she became immobile in Samuel’s magical enchantment.

      “Are you sorry for your sins?” God asked again. His voice was large and appropriately frightening.

      This was the brother I actually kind of liked. His thick wavy hair blew around his head and his body glowed an angelic gold. White hot fire surrounded him and spit menacing sparkles of silver and amber. It was an outstanding look for him. I far preferred it to the dove and halo look He usually worked. This was intimidating. Of course I was far more frightening than He could ever dream of being, but my brother was a close second. He was just on the verge of anger and even I had to admit I was impressed.

      “Answer my question,” God commanded.

      “Yes,” Fate hissed, struggling against the magic. “I said I was sorry and I meant it.”

      Samuel’s disembodied hands touched Fate’s face and she screamed in agony. As quickly as the mist had appeared, it evaporated and Samuel floated several feet away from the still bellowing Fate.

      “She lie,” Samuel said taking his human form back. “But she no lie about being sorry.”

      “What?” I snarled as my cold, black heart beat like a machine gun in my chest.

      This was not happening. Fate’s grating and unhinged laugh rang in my ears and my fury almost blinded me. It was only Samuel’s touch again that brought me back from purposely bringing on Armageddon.

      “You see,” Fate shouted. “You have to forgive me.”

      “More,” Samuel said in a voice that was no longer one I recognized. “More.”

      “Speak, child,” God said.

      “Fate is sorry,” Samuel stated, no longer a baby.

      The burden of his lot was beginning to show. A flash of golden magic laced with midnight black stuck like lightning and Samuel changed before our eyes. The childlike lisp was gone and years were instantly added to his life. He became a beautiful young man who appeared to be eighteen years of age. Astrid gasped and cried out, but Samuel simply smiled at his beloved mother.

      “This is meant to be,” he quietly told her.

      Astrid nodded jerkily and swiped at her tears, giving him a smile so loving I had to glance away. Not that I didn’t feel the same, I was just wildly uncomfortable showing such weak affections… or possibly, I was jealous.

      Samuel stood tall and regal. His power vibrated off of him and it was glorious to behold. Never in my many centuries had I seen a blend of all—Good, Evil, Emotion, Compassion, Balance, Wisdom, Temptation, Life and Death. The child was Utopia and it was awe-inspiring.

      “Fate is sorry she got caught. There is a difference. Fate has no remorse for her sins against her kind and the Universe. All that she has done, she did knowingly. From the beginning of time as we know it, Fate was aware of the triad and that she was the weakest of the three. She has drawn on the power of the others because of greed. We are all made of greed,” Samuel said, looking at Fate with pity. “But some have chosen to let the greed rule. That is the case here. There is no regret.”

      Fate’s crazed wail of ire brought ice crashing down everywhere.

      And then she made a fatal mistake. Even though she was weaker than Elle and Sadie, she was still one of the most powerful forces of nature alive. Conjuring up a spell of fire so hot I could feel it tear through my skin, she threw it.

      She threw it at Samuel and his newly formed body exploded in flame.

      And then shit got ugly.

      Fast.
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      “You will pay,” Astrid roared as she sparked like a mountain of detonated fireworks.

      Faster than a blink of an eye, Astrid was on top of Fate. She held her in a chokehold and was prepared to tear her head from her body. Astrid had muted Fate’s power with a blast of magic so violent Fate was still smoldering. My niece’s eyes were the blood red of a Demon and her fangs had dropped. Her body was covered in black glitter and her fury was so palpable I could taste it.

      “Check my son,” she demanded in a voice that bounced off the walls and caused more ice to crash to the ground. “Heal him. NOW.”

      “Samuel will be fine,” Mother Nature told her, staying back.

      All of the True Immortals watched the potential clusterfuck with grave concern. We came for justice—not a beheading.

      Astrid was like a ticking time bomb and I completely understood. However, she couldn’t kill Fate. As much as I wanted to watch and participate, it was not the way it could be.

      “Show her Samuel,” I insisted. “Show her.”

      Holding a weakened but the still very much alive Samuel in his arms, God floated toward Astrid and proved that her child lived. “He cannot be killed this way, child of Compassion. You know this. Remember what is true and don’t act on what you will regret,” he told her.

      “She tried to harm my baby,” Astrid spat and pulled Fate’s hair with such force, chunks of it were dislodged from her head.

      Fate’s grunt of pain caused no reaction from anyone.

      “Think before you act,” God advised. “Actions have far reaching ramifications.”

      “I want to kill her,” Astrid whispered in a pained voice while looking to God for strength. “I want her dead.”

      “No,” a voice that was dearer to me than any other cried out. “A crime deserves a punishment for the one who committed it. To punish all of humanity is not your call. It’s never one person’s call.”

      All eyes turned to my Siren. With a shriek and a massive blast of magic combined of her own and mine, Elle broke the icy curse around her and stepped out of it. Giving her my soul was the best move I’d made to date.

      And the side effects were outstanding.

      Clad in a superbly cut black Armani suit, my Siren was a vision in menswear. Her body, even covered in the suit, made my knees week and the front of my horrid robe tent. Her blonde hair was slicked back from her face, making it appear darker and her amethyst eyes glowed. Even without a stitch of makeup on her face she was the most stunning woman in the Universe… and she was mine.

      With a staccato clap of her hands, she broke the curse around her mother and made sure she was still alive. When satisfied that Sadie would heal, she stood up and took in the aftermath of Fate’s attempt at destruction.

      “She tried to destroy my child,” Astrid growled, still clutching a terrified Fate in her deadly grip.

      “I know,” Elle acknowledged, approaching a sparking Astrid. “And while there cannot and will not be a comparison, she has also destroyed my entire race. She has terrorized my mother and me since the dawn of existence and yet we’re all miraculously still here.”

      Elle paused and waited for Astrid to calm. Slowly, Astrid let Fate go and the evil woman dropped to the ground with a thud. Not taking any chances, Elle snapped her fingers and created a force field around Fate. I realized it was twofold. It protected us from Fate trying to wreak havoc while also protecting Fate from our own need for retribution.

      “Hello there, I’m God,” my brother said smoothly, stepping forward and bestowing Elle with a smile that made me want to blast the bastard bald.

      “She’s mine,” I snapped, shoving him rudely out of the way and staking my claim.

      Elle’s laugh rang out and made the somber mood seem light and sensually charged for a brief moment. “Lucifer is correct, but I prefer to say I own his fine ass.”

      “And his heart?” God inquired, giving me a strange look.

      “Would you like to field that question?” Elle asked me with a raised brow.

      “Do I have to?” I asked.

      “You do,” Mother Nature chimed in quickly. “Your gal likes to set things on fire and threaten your life and genitals. While I know you probably enjoy that kind of thing, since no one was told to bring eye bleach, I vote we stick to the matter at hand.”

      “Fine point. Well made,” God said with a laugh and a pointed look to me.

      With an enormous eye roll and a sigh that I didn’t really mean, I took Elle’s hand in mine and winked at her. “I love Adrielle Rinoa. She has my heart and my soul. Actually she has my soul literally and I have hers. Hence the disturbing attire.”

      “I was wondering about that,” my brother said with a wide grin.

      “Well, stop wondering. As soon as we do the exchange I will lose the drag queen look.”

      “I kind of like my new look,” Elle said, glancing down at her men’s suit. “Not sure I’m ready to exchange.”

      “I like this woman,” God said with a chuckle. “How do you want to proceed, Elle?”

      “Hello,” Gemma yelled from the other side of the vast room. “Can we come out now?”

      “You may,” I said, having completely forgotten about the Fairies.

      The Kev, Gemma, The Shelia and Lizard approached the Tribunal with caution and formed a small semi-circle around the outside of our circle.

      “That was some insane shit,” Gemma muttered, glancing around wide eyed.

      “Understatement,” The Shelia agreed.

      The Kev simply stared at me with an angry expression. I knew I owed him dearly and I would do what I could to make it right. Lizard popped his gum and stared at the wall. His social skills had not improved.

      “Not to be a Debby Downer,” Mother Nature said, eying Fate with disgust. “But Elle is not a True Immortal. As much as I’d love to give her the authority to decide the punishment, it does not work like that.”

      “Are you sure?” God asked.

      “If it works like that?” Mother Nature asked in confusion.

      “No,” he said with a little shrug. “Are you sure Elle is not a True Immortal?”

      And that certainly shut my mother up. In fact it silenced us all. With a surprised and doubtful expression, Elle turned her attention to God.

      “What do you know that I don’t?” she questioned him as Sadie stood and moved to her daughter’s side.

      “How many times in your existence should you have died?” God asked.

      The two Sirens exchanged glances and shook their heads.

      “Far too many times to count,” Sadie acknowledged. “Millions since the beginning of time.”

      “That proves nothing,” Elle said, shaking her head.

      “Do you think so?” God inquired and gestured to me.

      Moving to my brother’s side, I quietly stared at the woman I loved more than I loved myself which was no small amount of love. Could this be true? Nothing would make me happier. Worrying about Elle’s safety wouldn’t be a concern. My Siren was not a shrinking violet by any means and could definitely take care of herself, but Immortals could die. True Immortals could not without a tremendous amount of almost impossible effort.

      There were two ways to find out. We could bring a jury of Angels here led by Pam and discover the truth, or I could bind myself to my brother.

      “Your call,” God said, making direct eye contact.

      With any action there was a risk. And taking my brother’s hand was a large risk for both of us.

      “You’re willing?” I inquired.

      “I am. Time is of the essence since no one is guarding the fate of our Universe at the moment,” he replied. “It will march ahead and leave us behind if we are not careful and thoughtful.”

      His words humbled me. I knew I wouldn’t see him for centuries and a very small part of me regretted that reality. But we were who we were and we would part like we always did. Reaching my hand out to my brother, I met his piercing blue eyes and nodded.

      God placed his hand in mine and we were both rocked by the sensation of long forgotten memories flooding back—memories of times when the thought of being separated were impossible. I closed my eyes and let the feelings consume me.

      In the beginning there were two Angels bound by blood. One was created to lord over the light and one the dark. However, Fate had a devastatingly destructive sense of humor and had not made the destiny of these divine beings clear.

      The irony of this injustice was not lost on the angelic brothers, but they were connected by a love so great no one believed their fierce loyalty could be severed.

      They were wrong—very wrong. For only one was meant for goodness and light.

      One brother eventually emerged as the victor. He would be revered and adored. Always.

      The other would fall from grace in a spectacular tumble from the Heavens that tore a rift between the brothers for eternity.

      So one Angel came to rule the light. He was good, kind, and righteous. This Angel had wings of gold and was beloved by all.

      The other lived in the darkness. His wings were as coal black as his soul and he was feared by every living creature. This particular Angel was thought of as evil personified. However, to know true evil, one must have first experienced grace…

      “Regret is useless,” my brother said, squeezing my hand, clearly struggling with the same thoughts I was. “We have become who we were meant to be.”

      With a terse nod, I turned my attention to Elle and Sadie. My gasp caught in my throat and God smiled. Every True Immortal had a thin shimmering silver thread outlining their body. It never changed and it couldn’t break. The thread silhouetted my mother and father, Astrid and Samuel, Dixie and Hayden and Elijah and Lucy along with my brother and myself. However, it now also cradled my Siren, her mother and Fate.

      “You knew there was no chance of Astrid killing Fate?” I asked, surprised.

      God nodded. “But Astrid didn’t know that. As Compassion she needs to be put to the test as well from time to time.”

      “That’s a pretty shitty-sucky thing,” Astrid commented with a grunt and an eye roll, holding Samuel close.

      God chuckled. “Yes, well I do have my moments.”

      “You are a True Immortal,” I told Elle, releasing my brother’s hand and taking her into my arms.

      I felt the absence of my brother’s warmth acutely, but the feeling of Elle in my arms made up for it a thousand times over.

      “And my mother?” she asked.

      “Yes, Sadie is a True Immortal,” God answered as I nodded. “And Fate as well. So as I was saying earlier, what would you like to do?”

      Elle glanced at her mother and then looked around the room at the horrifying picture of her people frozen in a curse. Shaking her head in sorrow, she turned her focus to Fate.

      “I want her to answer some questions. I want the truth and I want to know how to break the enchantment on my people,” she said.

      “Umm… excuse me, but I think I might be of service here,” Lizard said, digging in his pockets.

      “And how could you be of service?” Elle inquired, taking my strange Demon in with squinted eyes and a tilted head.

      “Gum,” he replied with a thumbs up and an awkward bow. “I got the gum.”

      “Did he say gum or rum?” Mother Nature asked in confusion. “Because if he said rum, I could certainly go for a drink.”

      “He said gum, mother,” I clarified. “And I will step in here and accept your offer. Elle, open the force field and let Lizard do his thing.”

      “Seriously?” she asked. “Gum?”

      “Just wait,” I promised. “My man is every kind of crazy, but I trust his insane judgment completely.”

      “Thank you, my Liege,” Lizard said with a lowered head and a snap of his gum.

      With a wiggle of her nose, Elle created a hole large enough for Lizard to slip through. We all watched and waited.

      “What does the gum do?” God asked quietly as he stood next to me.

      “Watch,” I said with a grin. “Just watch.”

      “Would you like a piece of gum?” Lizard politely asked Fate as she growled and hissed at him.

      “Get out,” she snarled.

      “No can do,” he replied. “Now we can do this the easy way or the hard way. I’d really prefer the hard way, but it’s your call, lady. What’s it gonna be?”

      “Get away from me, you disgusting Demon. I will have nothing to do with this nonsense.”

      “I was hoping you’d be an asswipe,” he said with a wide grin as he grabbed his bat and pried a shocked and alarmed Fate’s mouth open while shoving more than half of the large pack into her mouth. “Zip her, Boss.”

      With a wave of my hand I clamped Fate’s lips together, forcing her to chew the wad of gum in her mouth. Her eyes watered and she tried to pull the rubbery sugar out of her mouth, but her lips were sealed shut. Lizard stood back and admired his handy work. Picking up his bat and wiping Fate’s saliva onto her gown, he backed out of the force field and saluted me.

      “How long until it’s at its most potent?” I asked as I saluted my Demon back.

      “You’re good to go now. Lasts about ten minutes—sometimes longer, but I’ve got plenty where that came from. No worries.”

      “What do I do?” Elle asked, looking askance at her nemesis who was practically choking on her gum.

      “You want the truth?”

      She nodded.

      “She is incapable of lying now,” I replied with a grin. “Go for it.”

      Elle’s delighted laugh was only overshadowed by Fate’s closed mouth shriek of fury. The Winds of Change began to blow and Fate backed into the corner of her protective bubble.

      “Why?” Elle asked, clapping her hands and freeing Fate’s mouth. “Why have you done this?”

      Fate spit the gum to the floor and wiped her mouth with the sleeve of her torn gown. She stared defiantly at Elle and tried to stay silent.

      She couldn’t. It was fucking fantastic.

      “None of your…” she started and then writhed in agony as she tried to lie. “Because I am the one. I am the strongest and the wisest and most beautiful. It was mine for the taking.”

      “You are the strongest?” Elle demanded as Sadie joined her.

      Fate’s face turned an unattractive red as she tried to swallow her words. “You,” she screamed shrilly, pointing at Elle. “You are the strongest. You were fated for the bastard Angel and I was fated for nothing. It wasn’t fair. It’s not fair.”

      Glances were exchanged between the True Immortals but we stayed silent. This was not our fight.

      “The curse? Why?” Sadie asked, staring daggers at Fate. “If Elle and I are the rest of the triad why did you destroy our people?”

      “Needed their power to keep up,” Fate choked out, slapping her hands over her mouth to muffle her horrifying words. “I bound them and took it. The same way I was going to bind you and you ruined everything,” she screeched, coming more unhinged with each new confession.

      “So only one needs to rule at a time?” Sadie continued her interrogation.

      Fate nodded her head and then pulled on her hair to try and halt her unwilling flow of information.

      “And do we need each other’s power to do so?” Elle pressed.

      Fate banged her head on the frozen floor and tried to knock herself out. She failed. Sadie grabbed her by the hair and got in her face “Answer, you horrid piece of work. Answer and there may be mercy for you.”

      “Neither of you will need power other than your own,” Fate hissed in a jealous rage.

      “Then why did you need our power and the power of the Sirens to rule?” Elle demanded.

      “Because I cheated,” she snapped. “The Winds of Change were slowly eroding my magic and that was unacceptable. I was supposed to consult with at least one of the triad. I didn’t. I am Fate, I didn’t need anyone to approve of what I saw fit.”

      “Were,” Elle informed her flatly. “You were Fate. You are now nothing and will stay nothing for a very long time.”

      “Over my dead body,” Fate said with a laugh that made my skin crawl.

      “Sorry,” Elle said with a shrug. “That option is not on the table. Tell me how to break the curse.”

      “You’ve already done it,” Fate snapped. “You broke out and you broke your mother out.”

      “Will my power work on curses that were set millions of years ago?” Elle pressed, leaving no stone unturned.

      “No, it won’t,” Fate said and then went into a convulsion. “Yes,” she screamed so the seizure would stop. “Yesssss, it will be painful, but you can do it. If the two of you work together it will happen quickly.”

      “Do you have any more questions?” Elle asked Sadie.

      “No. I don’t. We know what is important. We shall discover the rest on our own.”

      With a nod of agreement to her mother, Elle turned and faced the gathering. “I want her to be put in Stasis. She can’t hurt herself or anyone else there. If there comes a time that we need her we can pull her back.”

      “Or not,” Sadie added under her breath.

      “Ohhhhh,” Mother Nature said with glee. “That’s good. I was thinking somewhere in the bowels of Hell, but that’s so much better.”

      “Stasis?” Astrid questioned. “Is it a place?”

      I nodded. “Yes, in a certain sense it is. But it’s not a destination.”

      “Confusing much?” she shot back with a laugh.

      “Stasis is a state of inactivity,” God told Astrid. “Fate’s physical being can be anywhere, but her mind and power will be confined until another Tribunal is called to release her.”

      “And that will be the Twelfth of Never?” Astrid inquired with an evil little smirk.

      “We shall see,” God said, trying not to smile at Astrid’s irreverence as it wasn’t in keeping with his do-gooder reputation.

      However, it was completely in keeping with mine and I laughed. “That sounds good to me. My brother, shall we do the honors?”

      “No,” Fate shrieked. “I refuse. I will not go.”

      God silenced the harpy with a sharp wave of his hand. Like I’d said, pissing off God was not a good plan.

      “Silence. You have committed unspeakable crimes that could have resulted in the end of humanity. You are vile and immoral. You will be forgiven with time, but there is a price to everything and the price for greed such as yours is steep. You will be banished to Stasis until it is decided that you have done your time. At that point you will be allowed to return, but your probation will last for the rest of eternity. Am I clear?”

      “You are,” Fate replied in a hollow tone.

      She knew as well as everyone else there was no way out. If she was banished in a state of fury or panic that is how she would stay for the next millennia.

      “Calm yourself and prepare,” God said, gently placing his hand on her head. “Lucifer?”

      I nodded and joined him. Placing my hand over his we chanted in a language so old I had to think to remember it. It was haunting and dissonant. Our power joined and became one as it flowed into a defeated Fate and sent her to Stasis. Black and gold flame intertwined and danced above the head of the guilty party. Finally as the fire ebbed and the chant ended, her eyes rolled to the back of her head and her body slumped forward.

      “I will take her with me,” my brother said, looking down at her with pity. “She will stay in Heaven until her time is served. Also, you owe me, Lucifer.”

      “Your price?” I inquired, knowing it was coming.

      “I like blackjack,” He said.

      “So do I. Your point?” I asked, not following.

      “I understand you have Tuesday night poker games in Hell. Apparently quite a few of my own are taking field trips to Hell to play.”

      I was stunned to silence. I simply stared at him.

      “I want an invite,” He said, enjoying having shocked me speechless.

      “You’re not serious,” I choked out with a laugh.

      “Very serious.”

      Of all the fucked up shit that had happened today, God wanting to play poker in Hell and me having to perform Lizard’s wedding to the appalling Martha and Jane had to take the cake.

      “Fine,” I said with a shrug. “But I cheat.”

      “I’d expect nothing less,” my brother said. He raised his arms and a golden light encompassed him. “I’ll see you next week. And I’ll bring artichoke dip and Mountain Dew.”

      With that He disappeared taking Fate with him.

      Artichoke dip? Mountain Dew? Was he fucking serious?

      Son of a bitch. He was completely serious. Tuesday night poker was never going to be the same again. However, a small and forever silent part of me was looking forward to seeing the asshole.

      “Shall we break a curse?” Elle asked rubbing her hands together and adjusting her silk necktie that I was definitely going to pilfer.

      “We shall,” Sadie said with a joyous laugh. “However, before we do that, I would like to assure all of you that the Sirens will not be allowed off of Kismet until they have been trained to feed without taking life. I will stay here on Kismet and oversee the transition.”

      “And I will take Fate’s place,” Elle said and then wrinkled her nose in distaste. “However, I will not be going by the name Fate—too many horrid memories.”

      “Let’s pick a name for you,” Mother Nature said, clasping her hands with excitement. “How about Jezebel LaLucky?”

      “How about no?” Elle said with a giggle that made my heart soar.

      “The Greek Fates were called Clotho, Lachesis and Atropos,” my father offered. “Do any of those appeal?”

      “No,” Elle said. “They don’t feel right.”

      “Destiny?” Dixie suggested.

      “Chance?” Lucy tried.

      “Fortune?” Hayden added.

      “Star?” Elijah said.

      “No,” Elle said with a nod of gratitude for their efforts. “I’ll figure it out and let you know.”

      “Luck,” I said, gazing at my charm with desire and need. “You are the luckiest thing that has ever happened to me.”

      A slow smile spread across my Siren’s face and her amethyst eyes sparkled.

      “I choose Luck,” she said, staring only at me. “And I choose you. I will come to Hell with you, but I’m redecorating that damned Dark Palace. It’s depressing. You will also build me a closet larger than yours and I want a mother-in-law suite for my mother.”

      “Wait a minute,” Mother Nature grumbled and slapped her hands on her hips as she began to glow the way she did before mass destruction occurred. “I want one of those. If Sadie gets one, I get one.”

      Swallowing my scream of terror, I nodded mutely. I knew whatever would come out of my mouth would be appalling and earn me a massive electrocution. What I wanted right now was for Elle and Sadie to free the Sirens so I could take my lady Luck home with me and get very, very lucky. A smoldering ass wasn’t conducive to what I had in mind.

      “And I need a stripper pole and a mini kitchen in mine so I can create art and cookies,” my mother added as everyone bit back laughter.

      “Fine,” I agreed under duress. Right now I’d promise her a fucking zoo if she’d leave. “I believe everyone should depart. I’m certain the Sirens will need privacy when they are reanimated and men being here isn’t a good idea.”

      “That includes you,” Elle informed me with a raised brow.

      “Ridiculous. I don’t desire anyone but you,” I told her. “And it makes my dick hard to watch you work.”

      “Everything makes your dick hard,” Elle pointed out.

      “Untrue. Everything you do makes my dick hard.”

      “And on that nightmare and gag inducing note, I’m outta here. I’ve got some explaining to do to Ethan about how our son was a toddler this morning and is now old enough to go to college,” Astrid said with a grin. “Catch ya later.”

      In a blast of green and gold glitter, Astrid and Samuel left. The rest were quick to follow, clearly fearing my propensity for TMI at the moment. Soon it was just Elle, Sadie, the Fairies and me.

      “I want to thank you,” I said to the Fairies without wincing, much to my surprise. “I could not have accomplished this without you.”

      “You’re welcome,” Gemma said with a grin as she gave me a hug.

      It was clear she was unaware of what I might have done to The Kev. She wouldn’t be smiling if she knew. The Shelia hugged Elle tight and then punched me in the arm.

      “If you’re an asswipe to her, I will make your life difficult, Devil,” she said with a laugh. “And I’ll be visiting that Carnal Room in Hell soon.”

      “What about The Dave?” I asked her.

      “Have to take the edge off with some electronics first before I jump that Fairy’s bones or else my love might kill him,” she replied with a wink. “I’ll let you know.”

      “Please don’t,” I shot back with a shudder. “I’ll be just fine without that knowledge.”

      “I’m gonna go tell my goddess concubines about the wedding,” Lizard announced, chomping his gum in excitement. “Martha and Jane are gonna flip.”

      Swallowing my rude comment for the second time in the last five minutes was difficult but doable. I did lie, cheat and steal, but when I made a promise to my people I came through. I would preside over the marital debacle of the century and then I’d do a bit of a mind-wipe on myself to block it out.

      “Wonderful,” I choked out with a grimace that I hoped passed for a smile.

      Lizard disappeared through the portal with a whoop and a few dance moves that looked like his nuts were on fire. The Shelia followed and that left Gemma and The Kev.

      “I will be in touch,” The Kev said flatly as Gemma gave him a concerned glance.

      “I will be expecting you,” I replied.

      In a blast of glistening silver magic, The Kev and Gemma flew through the portal.

      “What was that about?” Elle asked.

      Sighing, I pressed the bridge of my nose. “Would a lie suffice?”

      “Nope. Not if you plan on getting laid later this afternoon.”

      “Then you shall have the truth. I think I might have made a mistake… The Kev possibly has some Demon in him,” I admitted.

      “But he’s a Fairy,” Elle said as lovely her eyes grew wide.

      “I’ll fix it,” I replied.

      “How?”

      “I have no fucking clue, but where there’s a will, there’s a way to bend it.”

      “I don’t believe that’s how the saying goes, lover,” Elle said with a laugh as she pushed me toward the portal. “Would you like your soul back?”

      “Do you think I’m hot in feathers?” I shot back with an arched brow and pursed lips.

      “I think you’re hot in anything,” she admitted and then touched her chest to retrieve my soul.

      I did the same and we placed them back in their rightful homes. The heinous black sequined and feathered robe now felt like slimy bugs on my skin. Dropping it to the ground and kicking off the matching kitten heels, I groaned in relief. I was as naked as the day I was born and it felt glorious.

      “If you’d like a preview of what’s to come, I’d be delighted to oblige,” I told her as she laughed with delight.

      “Umm… while it’s tempting, my mother is watching,” she said, nodding her head towards an eye rolling Sadie.

      “Shit,” I muttered. Waving my hand, I dressed myself in a sharp black Prada suit. “My apologies, Sadie. In the future, I’ll be sure to nail your daughter when you aren’t present.”

      Sadie covered her eyes and groaned. “Thank you for your attempt at manners, Lucifer. You failed miserably.”

      “Go now before she takes a page out of Mother Nature’s book and electrocutes you,” Elle whispered, taking my hands and levitating us toward the portal.

      “She can do that?” I asked appalled. One mother with electrical skills was enough for me. Two would be horrifying.

      “She can,” Elle replied with a giggle.

      I had no idea of my Siren was lying or telling the truth. I was certain I would find out soon enough as I didn’t have much of a filter. But I didn’t give a damn. I felt truly carefree and dare I say happy for the first time in my eternal life.

      “I love you Adrielle Rinoa, my light in the darkness—my luck. I always will,” I said softly.

      “And I love you, you horrible man,” she said, pressing her lips to mine. “Go now, I have work to do. I will meet you at home.”

      Home. The word had never sounded so appealing. However, my home would be wherever my Siren was. The Winds of Change would take us places and I would bend to their desires. As long as Elle was by my evil side, I knew I would be devilishly happy.
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      Six Months Later…

      My movie, Fashionably Flawed, was a blockbuster of epic proportions—largest opening sales of a movie in the history of film. I bought out all the tickets in the entire country and then had my Demons stand outside theatres and give them away… although I do believe some of the dishonest bastards were scalping tickets, which warmed my evil soul.

      The reviews were stellar. I bribed every single reviewer who mattered and then some.

      Of course, I’d been nominated for an Oscar for my performance as myself. I thought I was brilliant, but apparently staring straight into the camera the entire movie was a no-no. Whatever. I looked devastatingly handsome in every single frame. Again, bribery came in handy. Greasing the palms of the entire voting Academy was delightful. I even met a few lovely actors, directors and producers who were destined for my neck of the woods eventually.

      My mother’s performance in the film was excruciatingly painful. However, no one had the balls to tell her. Her insistence on pole dancing during several of the bullfighting scenes was horrifying to say the least. Strangely, all of her scenes that had been cut from the film were magically back in the movie opening night. There wasn’t a damned thing I could do about this one. Getting electrocuted sucked and I simply decided to close my eyes during her screen time.

      As brilliant as I was in my movie, I was never going to act again. It was boring and the food on set was inedible. I had a sneaking suspicion that my mother was helping out with the catering. Wearing makeup brought back fond yet horrifying memories of my cross-dressing days although I never had lipstick on my teeth due to the finger sucking method. I was the Harbinger of Evil and it was a rather large job. Creating chaos and punishing transgressions were far more interesting than pretending to be myself while wearing eye shadow.

      Mel Brooks not only wrote the script, but directed the movie as well. The overly tanned and coiffed Maury and Sal steered clear of Mel as they were unsure if he was aware they’d reported his false demise or he might indeed be a Unicorn… Mel nickered and neighed constantly when the imbeciles were nearby—it was delightful to see them squeal like girls and run for their lives. It still pissed me off that my life story was constantly mistaken for a comedy, but Mel had won the card game I held to pick a director. He’d cheated like a motherfucker and this sat well with me. The man was a comedy genius, so in the end I let him do his thing.

      Lizard had taken a part-time job with Maury and Sal in Hollywood. His negotiating skills were legendary and he was in high demand. Normally I preferred my Demons stayed in Hell, but now that he was getting tied to the heinous Martha and Jane I was perfectly fine with his absence. The less I saw of the two heinously dressed Vampyres the better. I’d already been tempted to incinerate them too many times to count. The only thing that kept me from burning the imbeciles to ash was Lizard’s adoration for the profane idiots.

      As expected, Immortals turned out in droves for the movie premiere. It was gratifying to be worshiped by everyone. Astrid and Tiara almost walked the red carpet with Elle and me until we remembered at the last minute they wouldn’t show up in the photos. That faux pas would have required an enormous clusterfuck of mind wiping. Thankfully it was avoided.

      Samuel did not revert back in age after the Tribunal. To say that his father Ethan was shocked was an understatement. To make amends, I had the entire contents of six hundred and sixty-six Office Depots delivered to the Cressida House. I figured this gesture would make up for what I’d stolen from the Vampyre Prince over the years and negate everything I would steal in the centuries to come. I received no thank you note for my generosity. Vampyres were such ungrateful shits. His lack of manners made me glad that I hadn’t returned the stapler that I’d pilfered on my last visit.

      Sadie had stayed in Kismet to train the Sirens not to kill when they fed. A few of them were testing out their new skills in Hell. We’d had a few close calls but no deaths yet. My Demons were delighted with the visiting Sirens. It was a carnal clusterfuck—pun very much intended.

      And speaking of puns… God had shown up seven Tuesdays in a row for poker. It cramped everyone’s style to have him present. Swearing while playing was at an all-time low. Not to mention getting fall down drunk was off the table. I was beginning to think my brother cheated as He won every damned round He played, but for the life of me I couldn’t figure out how He was doing it. I planned to have hidden cameras set up everywhere for next Tuesday. I was going to catch his pious ass in the act. It was one of my new life goals. However, his artichoke dip was outstanding. Clearly He hadn’t inherited the food poisoning gene from our mother.

      The only real problem I had at the moment was The Kev. We’d met several times to determine if there was any trace of Demon lingering in his body. All the tests were inconclusive. The only one that hadn’t been tried was having him go back to his homeland of Zanthia. If there was indeed Demon in his DNA he might not be permitted to enter, which was a tremendously bad fucking issue. Gemma was set to take her rightful throne as the Fairy Queen and needed his protection and knowledge. Not to mention, as part Demon he would never be allowed to claim Gemma as his mate. This one was making me lose sleep—unusual for me, but I’d evolved as of late—getting laid on a regular basis by the one who was meant for you could do that to a man… even a very bad man. In the end, I’d come up with a few plans that would change the course of the Fairy world. The Kev, Gemma and The Shelia were set to return soon and I would set my plans in motion. I just hoped they would work. Only time would tell.

      “Are you ready?” Elle inquired as she slipped an obscenely sexy lavender Prada gown over her head.

      “No,” I replied, pressing the bridge of my nose and breathing deeply. “I will never be ready for this.”

      “You promised,” she reminded me with a giggle that went straight to my balls and made my dick stand up at attention.

      “I thought those were made to be broken.”

      She shrugged and applied her lipstick with an expert hand. “Some are. Some aren’t,” she replied with a smirk. “Can’t see how you can lie your way out of this one.”

      “I already tried,” I admitted with a grin. “You should do the finger suck thing.”

      “I’m sorry, what?” she asked with a perplexed expression on her exquisite face.

      “You know, suck your finger to make sure there’s no lipstick on your teeth. Works like a dream.”

      “Do I want to know why you have this information?” she asked with a raised brow and a grin.

      “No you don’t,” I replied dryly. “Just be grateful for my latent drag queen knowledge. Mel Brooks was very thankful for my familiarity with all things feminine. The man was simply awful with lipstick—looked like he had a red mustache or a bloody mouth constantly. I really think he needs to have his color wheel done. His choice of lip hue is ghastly,” I explained and then smacked myself in the head with the palm of my hand.

      The side effects of having had Elle’s soul inside me were unfortunately still lingering. Thankfully wearing her clothes didn’t appeal. I was still firmly in possession of my man card and I wasn’t giving it up.

      “Umm, okay,” she said and slowly sucked her finger while keeping her amethyst eyes locked on mine.

      “That’s mean,” I whispered with a grin as I snapped my fingers and removed her clothing. “You shall have to pay for that.”

      “Later,” she promised, waving her hand re-dressing herself. “We have all the time in the world, Devil.”

      “That we do, Siren.”

      My Siren was correct. We had an eternity together. I’d never known what I’d been missing until she lied, cheated and stolen her way into my life… or vice versa. I was fated for Fate—or Luck, as she went by when she was working.

      The Winds of Change were an interesting phenomenon. They took my Luck where they pleased and I always followed. My job was easy to perform anywhere in the Universe as dastardly deeds didn’t have set locations. We were living like Immortal gypsies and loving every moment.

      “We don’t want to be late since you’re running the show,” Elle said against my lips as her tongue darted into my mouth and made me see stars.

      “If you don’t stop that, we won’t be going anywhere for at least a week,” I replied in a gruff voice as I grabbed her perfect ass and ground my body against hers.

      “Maybe a quickie,” she suggested, as her breathing accelerated and her eyes sparkled.

      “How about two quickies and we make them wait?” I said, removing my clothes with inhuman speed. “I always like to make a grand entrance. Being on time is pedestrian.”

      “Lizard is so excited to marry Martha and Jane,” Elle said as she pushed me to our bed and straddled me. “Marriage is such a strange concept.”

      I paused and looked at her. “Do you want that?” I asked, unsure if she was subtly hinting at something. Marriage was an absurd covenant for a Demon or a Siren, but I would do anything for Elle to make her happy—even marriage.

      “Absolutely not,” she said with a giggle and an eye roll. “I was made for living in sin with Satan—much more fun to be naughty.”

      “I couldn’t agree more,” I growled as I grabbed her and flipped us so she was beneath me. My heart raced and my body became heated. This woman was mine and there was nothing more right. “How about four quickies?” I suggested as I buried my face in her neck and nipped at her delicious skin.

      “How about eight?” she bargained as she writhed like an animal in heat shorting out my brain cells.

      “Deal.”

      My Siren was insatiable. This was outstanding as I couldn’t get enough of her. My smile pulled at my lips and I entered her with a swift thrust of need. Her delighted scream of pleasure made me feel invincible. With her I was. With my Siren at my side, all was right with my chaotic world.

      In the end, it was twelve quickies and two not so quickies. We were incredibly late to the human wedding of Lizard, Martha and Jane. However, since I was officiating the debacle they had to wait. Our entrance was exceptional. The ceremony and aftermath—not so much. It was every horrifying thing I thought it could be and unfortunately more as my mother had shown up with a dozen stripper poles for the reception. Visions of a barely clad Martha, Jane and Mother Nature falling off of poles repeatedly would be burned into my brain forever.

      However, Lizard was happy and therefore I was as well. Going forward, I would never make such a heinous promise again. This one almost blinded me.

      Fortunately, Lizard had gotten his happily ever after, and amazingly, so had I.

      No one was more surprised than me.

      And no one was more grateful—a fact that I would never admit. Except to my Siren.

      Elle was my world. My raison d’être. My life. She would know my truths and I would know hers. Of course I would still lie, cheat and steal, but that was to be expected. I am the Devil after all.

      There are happy endings even for the most evil…

      Some might say it’s fate. Some might say providence. And others might say destiny.

      I say it’s Luck and I’m sticking to that. I’ll take Luck over skill any day of the week.

      I’m a lucky bastard and I plan to hold onto my Luck until the end of time.

      Tomorrow will be another day like any other. Punishments must be doled out and chaos must be encouraged. A vacation would be lovely, but there’s no rest for the wicked. The Winds of Change pause for no one—not even the Harbinger of Evil.

      But with my Luck at my side, I can take on anything.

      It will always be show time, folks.

      
        
        —The End… for now—
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        What’s a witch to do when her magic is on the fritz and there’s a huge pile of laundry to be done? Easy. Flood the entire house. Everyone wants a bubbly indoor freakin’ swimming pool… right? 

      

        

      
        Just when everything is right in my life, something has to go wrong—times three. Number one: an unknown evil force wants to steal my power. Now, instead of protecting and healing the whacked out inhabitants of Assjacket, my power has wonked out on me and I’ve blasted ginormous holes all over town. Not to mention Roger the Rabbit is now sporting a pentagon of penii thanks to me and is keen on contacting the Guinness Book of World Records.

        Unacceptable.

      

        

      
        Armed with questionable voodoo skills and seriously frayed nerves, I’m Two: gonna do what any partially-sane, potty-mouthed, witch would do… I’m calling in the semi-evil, butt-ugly Bermangoggleshitz to train me. The warlock’s penchant for push-ups makes me hate him with the fire of a thousand suns, but if I can’t control my dark magic, it will control me.

      

        

      
        Way unacceptable.

      

        

      
        With Sassy and Cookie Witch by my side, I’ll Three: get a handle on my dark voodoo—or doodoo as I’ve renamed it—so Assjacket won’t end up as one massive crater. And I need all the help I can get. An evil like we’ve never seen is gunning for us—specifically me.

      

        

      
        Wildly unacceptable.

      

        

      
        We’ll be the Three Amigos. The Three Musketeers. The Three Stooges. Whatever. As the saying goes…three’s a crowd, three’s company, three’s a party.

      

        

      
        Nope. Three’s a charm. And I’m gonna turn it on for all I’m worth.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      “Would you rather eat a vat of salad dressing or six rolls of toilet paper?” Sassy asked as she dusted off her broom in anticipation of our afternoon excursion.

      “Can I soak the toilet paper in water first?”

      Sassy tilted her head and considered the request. “Yes, that would be okay I suppose.”

      “What kind of salad dressing?” I inquired as I shoved my profane and socially unacceptable familiar off the sofa.

      The obese furry butthole had been sharpening his claws on my leather couch. My choices were to declaw him, de-hair him or shove his enormous kitty butt off of it. I went for the kindest of the three. He landed with a thud and a string of swear words that made me grin.

      “Miracle Whip,” Sassy answered.

      “That’s mayonnaise.”

      “Noooo, Zelda. The jar says salad dressing. Jars don’t lie,” she informed me.

      “Umm, okay… but when you say salad dressing, I think of French or Italian.”

      Sassy’s massive eye roll alerted me that something appalling was about to leave her mouth. She rarely disappointed.

      “Listen, little missy, we’re playing ‘Would You Rather’. I asked you if you would rather eat a vat of salad dressing or six rolls of toilet paper. I did not ask you if you wanted to eat a country. Countries are entirely too big to eat. Period.”

      “I said French or Italian,” I repeated.

      “I heard you,” she shot back, waving the bushy end of her broom at me. “French and Italian are full of people and cars and shopping malls. It would be impossible to eat them. The game has to be real. You feel me?”

      “Youse want me to gag her or blast her ass out da front door, Doll Face?” Fat Bastard asked, leg perched high over his head without even looking up from his morning nad cleanse.

      I actually considered it for a brief moment and then sadly shook my head. While Sassy had come a long way, she was still sorely lacking in the brains department.

      “Youse is losing your touch, Zelda,” Fat Bastard pointed out as he took a quick break from his rank habit. “If youse ain’t gonna zap her, youse gotta call her something rude.”

      “You’re correct. Suggestions?”

      “Lumpy Bulge Spasm gots a nice ring to it,” Fat Bastard announced and then went back to his slurpy routine.

      “That’s almost as disgusting as you are,” I told him, trying not to laugh.

      “Thanks, Sweet Cheeks. I got tons of ‘em—Trashy Weiner Buccaneer, Crusty Turd Juggler, Rusty Ass Pixie…”

      “Stop,” I shouted. “I’m gonna have to go back to my idiot therapist, Roger the rabbit, to get my brain wiped if you keep that shit up.”

      “One more?” Fat Bastard pleaded with an evil little smirk on his kitty face.

      “No.”

      “Please?”

      “No.”

      “Steamy Ass Demon,” he grunted and then hauled ass out of the room at warp speed—amazing for an animal as rotund as he was.

      “Your cat is a Dumbass Dong Gremlin,” Sassy said, grinning from ear to ear.

      “I’d have to go for Ball Licking Foul-Mouthed Douche Canoe,” I replied.

      Sassy’s laugh bounced through the room and I giggled. She drove me all kinds of crazy, but she was loyal to a fault even if she did pilfer my belongings every now and then.

      Our introduction to each other had been under less than auspicious circumstances. We’d both been doing time in the magical big house for misuse of our power among other infractions. I swore to the Goddess that once I got sprung from the pokey I would avoid her like the plague. However, the grand plan of life didn’t exactly work out that way.

      Nope, here I was in Assjacket, West Virginia happier than I’d ever been in my entire life—a fact that gave me nightmares occasionally. I had Mac, my mate—the most gorgeous werewolf on the planet and we had two perfectly beautiful twin babies, Audrey and Henry. I was terrified I’d blow out puppies due to the fact that I was in a cross-species relationship, but thank the Goddess I didn’t. All of the violent threats I’d made to Mac’s man bits were for naught—which is a good thing. I loved his man bits.

      My job as the Shifter Whisperer, or Shifter Wanker as I preferred, kept me busy because Shifters were extremely fucking accident-prone. I complained constantly so my reputation as an uncaring, materialistic witch stayed secure, but sadly it was being systematically shredded. Everyone thought I was nice and good and kind. It was freakin’ horrible.

      Glancing down at her phone, Sassy gasped and then laughed. “Zelda, we have a problem.”

      “Don’t you mean, Houston?” I shot back with a grin.

      She stared at me blankly and then narrowed her eyes.

      “When did you change your name to Houston and why didn’t I know about it?” Sassy demanded.

      I sighed and sat on my hands so I didn’t zap her bald. “I didn’t. I was referring to Apollo 13.”

      “I just learned French,” Sassy hissed. “I do not know Chinese. If you don’t speak English, I’m gonna have to wax you.”

      With a flick of my fingers, I duct taped her mouth shut. The old me would have given her a massive wart in the middle of her face and turned her hair green. Goddess in gaucho pants, I was losing my touch. Fat Bastard was correct and it made me itchy.

      Deciding to make her bowlegged if she rode my nerves even an inch farther, I removed the tape—with my hands. It was far more dramatic.

      “Motherhumper on a unicycle,” Sassy grunted. “I was joking. I wouldn’t wax you. If I did, I’d live in fear the rest of my life waiting for your retribution.”

      “You just spoke Chinese,” I pointed out.

      “I did?” she asked, confused but clearly impressed with herself.

      “Yep. Now what’s the problem?”

      She handed me her phone and I scanned the text quickly. What the ever-loving hell?

      “No,” I said. “I’m not healing that.”

      “Don’t you have to?” she asked, wincing as she reread the text over my shoulder.

      “I fix wounds. I don’t heal stupidity. I’m not a miracle worker. I’m a witch,” I snapped. “Plus I have to take on the pain of the dumbasses when I heal them. I have no intention of taking that on.”

      “Don’t you mean patient?

      “Same thing.”

      “Right,” Sassy said, with a nod of understanding. “That’s why you gave me a frozen bag of veggies after the tragedy of my Brazilian.”

      Rolling my head to relieve tension and the desire to blow both Sassy and Assjacket off the face of the planet, I nodded. I didn’t trust anything nice to leave my lips, so I opted for silent communication. My maturity appalled me.

      “Do you think it will heal on its own?” she asked, trying not to laugh.

      “Don’t know. Don’t care. I didn’t sign up for shit like this.”

      “Did you actually sign up at all?”

      “No,” I shouted. “I did not sign up for this. I was blackmailed into it by Baba Yobuttinski, our fashion disaster of a boss.”

      “Not to mention your dad’s girlfriend,” Sassy reminded me as if I needed a reminder.

      “Do you hate me?” I asked with fingers twitching to give her a permanent Mohawk. However, the fact that my dad was dating the worst dressed and bossiest witch in existence wasn’t Sassy’s fault. At all.

      “Umm… no.”

      “Just checking,” I replied. “Because only mortal enemies who want to be bald would mention the gag-inducing fact that my Fabdudio is shagging Baba Yostuckintheeighties.”

      “My bad,” Sassy said quickly while checking to make sure she still had hair. “Won’t mention it again.”

      We both sat in silence after my outburst and stared at the offending text.

      “He seems pretty desperate,” Sassy pointed out. “He even offered to send a picture.”

      My gag reflex kicked in and I wiggled my fingers, blowing Sassy’s phone into oblivion. Goddess that felt good. “Well, now he can’t. Problem solved.”

      “That was my phone,” Sassy said.

      “Yep,” I said as my hair began to blow wildly around my head and my body began to glow. “Your point?”

      “Umm, no point,” she said, backing away and getting under my coffee table.

      “Grab your broom,” I instructed as I conjured up a broom for myself.

      We didn’t need brooms to fly, but Sassy loved riding hers so I thought I’d give it a try. I knew we’d look like idiots zooming through the air on cleaning apparatuses, but I figured it would alarm the dumbass we were going to visit. We didn’t need wands or any of the other witchy crap from fairy tales. The Goddess blessed us with our magic and it came from within.

      “You’re gonna ride a broom?” Sassy asked, delighted.

      “I’m gonna ride a broom,” I confirmed. “It’s all about the entrance and we’re going to make a memorable one.”

      “Where are we going?”

      “We’re going to pay Roger, the horny, jackhole, porn-loving, idiot rabbit a visit.”

      “Holy shit,” she gasped out, trying not to laugh. “For real?”

      “Yep, let me just leave Mac a quick note. He took Henry and Audrey to our secret garden. He thinks they might shift soon and doesn’t want them to tear the house up.”

      “I thought they didn’t shift till they were older.”

      “They’re… unique,” I said with a grin and a shake of my head. “My babies are one… I mean, two of a kind.”

      And that was an understatement. The Goddess had gifted my children with powers I couldn’t yet comprehend. I was still working on my mom skills since I’d had the world’s suckiest maternal parental unit. At least I’d found my dad, even though I’d accidentally run him over with my car when we first met—hence my stay in the pokey.

      Anyhoo, if their wet kisses and constant smiles were anything to go by, my kids loved me. And Goddess knew I loved them. I loved them with every fiber of my being.

      However, I didn’t love Roger the rabbit at this moment in time. And he was about to catch wind of that little fact.
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      Riding a broom sucked ass.

      It was uncomfortable and hard to stay upright on it. I’d flown upside down for a good fifteen minutes of our trip, much to Sassy’s delight. She’d laughed so hard I’d had no choice but to turn half of her blonde hair blue. It was the least evil thing I could think of with all the blood in my body residing in my brain due to my being head down and legs in the air. Thank the Goddess I wasn’t going commando today.

      “Will this wash out?” Sassy asked, pulling on her curls as we approached the town.

      “Nope,” I replied, scanning the crowd below and gripping the broom so hard I was sure it would crack in half. I was just hoping for a landing that didn’t give me a concussion.

      Our town, if you could call it that, consisted of Main Street. The town square was dominated by a cement statue of a bear missing one side of his head. The rest of the block included a barbershop, hardware store, gas station, diner, a few other rundown buildings, and a mom and pop grocery store.

      It was a total dump and that suited the Shifters of Assjacket just fine. Humans drove right through the dilapidated town without a backward glance. Inside the ramshackle structures, everything was pure enchantment. Everything from the Assjacket Diner to my idiot therapist Roger the rabbit’s office was charming and lovely behind the broken down exteriors. The town was a massive sleight of hand, so to speak. It was a testament to the brilliance of my friends since the Shifters and witches lived very public yet secret lives.

      The square was packed. Apparently, all of Assjacket was concerned about Roger’s problem and had turned up for the show… or showdown to be more accurate.

      “Incoming,” Sassy shrieked as we swooped into the crowd of Shifters staring in horror at Roger’s malady.

      “Motherfucker in a tutu,” I grunted as I slammed into the backside of my dear friend Simon the skunk and sent him flying into the cement bear. The gasps from the crowd at my horrifying arrival weren’t quite the reaction I was going for, but at least I hadn’t killed myself or anyone else. I called it a win.

      “Simon, you okay?” I asked as I flicked my fingers and burned my broom to a crisp. I was never riding that stupid stick again.

      “I’m good,” he said, jogging over and giving me a hug. “A little surprised, but fine.”

      Heaving out a sigh of relief, I hugged him back. He’d been one of my first friends when I’d arrived in Assjacket and I adored him. I’d feel awful if I’d damaged him—not to mention he tended to blow off stinkers when he was alarmed.

      Air was clear. Simon was fine. Broom was incinerated. However, there was still an issue.

      “It’s bad,” Wanda the raccoon Shifter whispered, trying with all her might not to grin.

      Wanda, another of my besties, was the owner of the Assjacket Diner, along with DeeDee the deer. She was no bullshit and baked the best cheesecakes in the Goddess’s Universe. If Wanda said it was bad… It was bad.

      Roger was going to be lucky to live at this point.

      The idiot in question was my therapist. He was a porno-addicted rabbit Shifter with a fabulous reputation as a head shrinker. I had to admit—albeit privately and to no living being—he was good at his job. He’d helped me get out of my own way and realize I was a lovable witch, but he was still a dumbass of epic proportions.

      The rabbit of the hour was sitting on a cushioned lawn chair in the middle of Main Street with a blanket draped over his bottom half. My asschiatrist was holding court and laughing with the good folk of Assjacket. However, he was a bit pale.

      “How did this happen?” I asked Wanda as I made my way toward Roger.

      “He humped a log,” she replied and then fell to her knees in hysterics.

      I froze. I was torn between joining Wanda on the ground or zapping Roger straight to hell.

      “Repeat,” I said, praying to the Goddess I’d heard her wrong.

      Wanda was useless. She was laughing so hard, she was crying. Whatever. I’d get to the bottom of this with or without any intel.

      As I approached, the crowd parted and Roger had the decency to blush.

      “I was hoping you’d come,” he said, giving me a weak wave and a chuckle.

      “You want to explain?” I asked, slapping my hands on my hips and giving him the evil eye.

      “Umm… no?” he suggested.

      “Umm… yes,” I shot back as my fingers began to spark and my wild red hair began to blow around my head.

      The Shifters were smart. Within seconds of beginning my little chat with Roger, they’d all run for cover. However, Sassy stayed right at my side. For as annoying as she could be, she always had my back. Not that her having my back was always a good thing, but it was a thing, and I loved her for it.

      “Shall I just show you?” he suggested.

      “Will I have to bathe my eyes in bleach if you do?” I inquired.

      “Yes,” Bob the unibrowed beaver shouted from beneath a bush in front of the grocery.

      “Who did I screw over in a former life to have to deal with this shit?” I muttered as I paced back and forth and tried to decide what to do.

      I was a healer witch and part of my job was to heal the Shifters of Assjacket along with keeping the magical balance in my area. But this was clearly not an accidental injury.

      “You humped a log?” I questioned through gritted teeth as Sassy started to laugh.

      “I didn’t actually intentionally hump it, per se,” Roger explained.

      “So you accidentally humped the unsuspecting log?”

      “It sounds so sordid when you put it that way,” he protested.

      “Umm… how else should I put it?” I snapped. “Did the log jump out and hump you?”

      Roger’s little head dropped to his chest and his nose began to twitch making him look like a human rabbit—a sad and embarrassed human rabbit. Now I felt bad. Damn it. Why should I feel bad that he humped a log and injured his joystick?

      “You want me to look?” Sassy volunteered.

      “You would do that for me?” I asked, shocked, impressed and grossed out.

      “Yes,” she said. “I love you. You’re my best friend and you have the worst gag reflex of anyone I know.”

      And now I felt awful. I’d just turned the hair blue of the person who was willing to assess the wanker damage of my shit for brains therapist. If that wasn’t true friendship, I didn’t know what was. With a wiggle of my nose, I turned Sassy’s luxurious locks back to their beautiful blonde glory.

      “We’ll look together,” I said, taking her hand in mine.

      “You sure?” she asked.

      “No.”

      “Okay, let’s do it,” Sassy whispered, pulling me forward with effort. “Should we take a picture? You know, for future blackmail purposes,” she suggested, yanking hard on my hand.

      “Already done,” Bob shouted from his bush.

      Jerking Sassy to a halt, I turned towards Bob’s voice. I was not happy that I was about to see the package of my therapist, but I really didn’t like that Unibrow Bob had taken a picture of Roger’s humiliating accident. I wasn’t nice, but I also wasn’t a dick—absolutely no pun intended.

      “Give me your phone, Bob,” I hissed with my hands raised ready to blast his ass sky high if he refused.

      “It’s new,” he protested.

      “And your point?” I asked, snapping my fingers and elevating him about twenty feet in the air.

      “No point, Zelda,” he choked out and tossed me his phone.

      I promptly crushed in under my fabulous Doc Martens hot pick combat boots and then let Bob drop to the ground with a thud.

      “Hear me now, people,” I shouted to the hiding townsfolk of my adopted city. “Clearly Roger and his peen have had an altercation with a log. This is unfortunate on many levels and Roger may not live to hump another day. But no one—and I mean no one—will bully anyone or take unflattering photos of other’s stupidity especially when it involves weenies. Am I clear?”

      A shamed chorus of yesses came from under buildings, trees and bushes.

      And then I saw it.

      Goddess, help me.

      It wasn’t pretty and I had no intention in this lifetime of touching it. Yes, it was my job as Shifter Wanker to heal my people, but this… This didn’t count. And if it did, I was going to quit.

      Not only would touching the painful looking wee-wee break some kind of patient slash therapist law, it would induce nightmares for the rest of my unnaturally long life. Not to mention whatever body part I healed on a Shifter or witch, I took the pain into my own body. Seeing as how I didn’t exactly have a man tool, I was unsure how I’d come out of this shit show.

      “I can’t do this,” I muttered as Sassy went over to a tree, broke off a branch and handed it to me.

      “Use this,” she said.

      “For what?”

      “To poke it and fix it,” Sassy suggested with a wince and a gag. “I mean, as a white witch, your Earth energy should be able to go through the stick and you can fix that pecker right up. That way you don’t actually have to handle the trouser snake.”

      “John Holmes,” Bob’s disembodied voice called out from the shrub he was hiding under.

      “Excuse me?” I snapped, pointing the stick at Bob’s bush.

      “Roger named his member John Holmes. It might be less confusing just to call his salami by its given name,” Bob suggested.

      I vaguely recalled a group package-naming debacle from a year ago, but I’d blocked it out. Of course Bob, in his infinite lack of wisdom and concern for my gag reflex, had to go and remind me. I was glad I’d smashed his phone. If he volunteered another piece of unsavory information he was going to pay.

      “Umm… Bob?” I said so calmly I heard the entire population of Assjacket gasp in terror.

      “Yes?” he squeaked out.

      “If you feel the need to say anything else, I’d suggest you keep it to yourself. Because if you speak I will lower your hairline to your upper lip. This will be permanent, wildly unattractive and I will let everyone take pictures. You feel me?”

      Bob’s grunt of understanding didn’t count as words, so I let it go.

      “I’m not calling your pickle John Holmes,” I told Roger.

      “That’s fine,” he assured me. “He answers to anything.”

      Closing my eyes, I counted to twenty-five and a half. This had been such a promising day. Now? Not so much. It took everything I had not to wiggle my fingers and remove Roger’s friend completely.

      “Here’s the deal. I’m going to wing this one and use a spell. I can’t touch it. I still need about twenty-two and three quarters more years of therapy and if I handle your wang, that disqualifies you,” I told him.

      Roger nodded in understanding. “I see your point.”

      “Plus I don’t think Mac would be delighted that I poked your wonder worm even with a stick,” I added.

      My man was the King of this ragtag group of Shifters and wildly powerful. He was also a little possessive. Actually I was equally as possessive, so we basically canceled each other out. It worked out great and the sex was off the charts.

      “I agree,” Roger said. “And by the by, I’m sorry.”

      Sighing, I smiled at the rabbit who had helped me beyond words. It was the least I could do to make his issue better. However, touching it was still out of the question.

      And if he ever pulled this shit again, he was on his own.

      “It’s okay… kind of,” I said. “I just hope you learned your lesson.”

      “What lesson?” Sassy asked.

      “Humping logs is a no-no,” I said, shaking my head in defeat. Never in a million years did I think that sentence would come out of my mouth.

      “Got it,” she said. “I’ll let everyone know.”

      “You do that,” I told her with a laugh.

      “Do you still want to change your name to Houston? Now’s a good time to do it since everyone in town is here,” Sassy suggested.

      “Umm… no. But thanks.”

      “No worries.”

      “All right Roger, you ready?” I asked, rolling my neck and cracking my knuckles in preparation for pulling a whopper of a spell out of my ass.

      “Will this be painful?” he asked, paling considerably.

      “Does the Pope sing karaoke every third Tuesday?” I asked.

      “I have no idea,” Roger replied with a wrinkled brow.

      “And there’s your answer. I have no motherhumpin’ idea either,” I told him truthfully.

      “If I had to guess, I’d say there’s a fifty-fifty chance it will hurt, a forty-seventy chance it will be painless, and a thirty-ninety chance you’ll be a eunuch,” Sassy told him.

      “You just spoke Chinese again,” I told Sassy.

      “I did?” she squealed and danced around the empty street.

      “Yes, you did. Now, I’d suggest you take cover. I’ve never done this and it could get messy.”

      Roger began to hyperventilate, but Sassy didn’t move.

      “I’m staying right here. If you go down in a blaze of exploding, projectile doinker, I’m going down with you,” she said.

      “Seriously?” I asked, unsure if I wanted to laugh or gag at her colorful description of what might happen.

      “No, but I’m still staying.”

      Sassy’s loyalty—or utter stupidity—humbled me. Note to self—stop turning Sassy’s hair different colors and let her borrow my Birkin bag. It was the least I could do considering she was putting her life in possible harms way of being hit by a projectile penis.

      “Roger, are you ever going to hump a log again?” I asked, narrowing my eyes at him.

      “No. No, I will never hump a log again.”

      “Good.”

      “Do we need the log for the spell?” Sassy asked.

      I paused for a brief second in thought and then gagged. “Umm… no. We do not need the log. I don’t ever want to see that log. In fact I think someone should get rid of the log. Forever,” I said, trying not to picture anything that would stick in my frontal lobe.

      “I’m on it,” Bob the beaver grunted as he crawled out from under the bush and jogged off into the woods.

      The fact that Bob clearly knew where the log was disturbed me, but I pushed that to a part of my mind that I never visited.

      “Okay, Roger. Try to relax. We’ll have that pocket rocket patched up in a jiffy.”

      With a quick, silent and very heartfelt prayer to the Goddess, I pulled on my magic and let her rip…

      
        
        Goddess on High, hear my plea

        Roger the dumbass had a mishap with his… umm… rabbit wee-wee.

        I know it is rare,

        To use enchantment to repair.

        But since I don’t own a schlong,

        I figured the regular way could go wrong.

        Goddess, bless me with your magic,

        And make Roger’s thingie not so tragic.

        Please, please, fucking please hear my call,

        Cause I’ll tell you this much—I’m not touching that freakin’ weiner—at all.

      

      

      “So mote it be!” Sassy yelled as the wind whipped up and I felt an unusual tingling flash through my body.

      Black sparks and fire left my fingertips, which was not the best of signs. It shocked me to the core since I thought I was using white magic for the spell. I was still trying to control the unwelcome dark magic in my body that I’d gotten thanks to my mother. However, I’d never healed with a spell. I’d always healed with touch. Dizziness washed over me and I felt ill. Quickly squatting so I didn’t fall over, I prayed to the Goddess once again.

      Roger’s little body stiffened and he fell off the chair with a gasp and a shriek. My eyes went wide and my stomach plummeted. I hoped to the Next Adventure and back that I hadn’t offed my therapist. He was a royal pain in my ass, but I secretly adored him. Killing him would so suck.

      I felt rooted to the ground as Sassy dashed over to see what I’d done to Roger. “He’s alive,” she shouted triumphantly as she looked under the blanket.

      “And?” I asked.

      “And… well, it’s definitely different from when we started.”

      “How different?” I whispered.

      “Five times different,” she said with eyes as round as saucers.

      And that’s when I passed out.

      Clearly spells don’t quite work for healing.

      Shit.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

        

      

    

    
      “Houston, are you okay?” I heard my father say in a desperately worried tone. Who in the Goddess’s name was he talking to?

      “Her pulse is fine and her breathing is normal,” Baba Yaga said, touching my forehead with her cool hand. “She’ll come to momentarily.”

      “Was it Houston’s spell or the realization that Roger now has five wanks that made her faint?” Sassy asked in a hushed tone.

      “Dat’s a lotta licking dat rabbit is gonna have to do,” Fat Bastard pointed out as my other furry familiars, Boba Fett and Jango Fett, grunted in impressed agreement.

      Oh my hell, this had to be a dream. Right?

      “This is not okay,” Mac growled as he adjusted the pillow under my head. “Zelda doesn’t need…”

      “You mean Houston,” Sassy corrected my mate.

      Mac’s sigh was long and I could feel his frustration even though my eyes wouldn’t cooperate with me and open. “You’re certain Zelda wants to change her name?”

      “Positive,” Sassy replied. “She called herself Houston like twelve times—or a least once—and came close to announcing it to the entire town before she turned Roger into a porno star for a freak show.”

      Damn it—not a dream.

      “Accident,” I croaked out, forcing my eyes open and trying to sit up.

      It was strange that I’d passed out. I’d felt no pain when I’d used the spell to heal… or rather enhance Roger. Normally when I healed someone, it took me an hour or two to feel okay again. Of course the first time I healed my friends, I was out for a week, but that was a long time ago. I was a pro now.

      Or maybe not.

      “Oh my Goddess, Houston. I was so worried about you,” Fabio, my dad, cried out as he took me in his arms and rocked me like a baby.

      My dad was still making up for being absent during my childhood. He was doing a really good job, but I didn’t tell him that. I enjoyed being babied and spoiled by him.

      “Who the hell is Houston?” I asked, making sure I hadn’t been dreaming when Sassy spewed her load of crap.

      “Youse are,” Fat Bastard announced, hopping up on my bed and planting his furry and very large ass in my lap.

      “No. I’m not.”

      “Would you prefer Dallas?” Fabdudio inquired, looking puzzled.

      “No.”

      “Austin?” Baba Yaga suggested.

      “Galveston?” Mac tried one out.

      “Fort Worth?” Marge aka Cookie Witch added.

      “San Antonio?” Jeeves the Kangaroo shifter aka Sassy’s husband aka Mac’s adopted son chimed in.

      “No. No. No. And oh my Goddess, no,” I replied with an eye roll. “Sassy’s confused… as usual. I’m still going by Zelda.”

      “Wait,” Sassy yelled in her outdoor voice, making all in the room wince in pain. “Were you speaking Chinese when you said all that stuff?”

      Now everyone was confused—except me.

      “Yes. Yes, I was speaking Chinese.”

      “Goddess, what a relief,” Sassy said, flopping down on the bed next to me. “For a minute there I thought I was losing my newfound brilliance. I’m clearly going to have to learn to speak Chinese.”

      “That would probably be helpful,” I said with the smallest eye roll I could manage without getting busted.

      “So do you think you might have been speaking Chinese when you did the spell?” Sassy asked. “You know the Goddess might not understand Chinese either and therefore thought you wanted Roger to have a pentagon of penises.”

      “I’m sorry,” Cookie Witch choked out with her hand over her mouth. “Did you just say pentagon of penises?”

      “I most certainly did,” Sassy huffed, totally offended. “Pentagon means five for everyone’s information. It’s a French word. Roger now has five love muscles. So it stands to reason that he has a pentagon of penii. You feel me?”

      “She kind of has a point in a rather unorthodox way,” Jeeves admitted, standing up for his deranged wife.

      “But a pentagon is a shape with five connected sides,” Fabio said, bending over at the waist clearly feeling phantom pain for Roger. “Does it actually look like a pentagon? Are they connected?”

      “Dat would be sumpin’ to see,” Jango Fett said, scratching his kitty head with his paw. “Youse would have a hard time takin’ a leak if the giggle sticks was connected.”

      The room went silent. I felt like passing out again. Did Roger have a pentagon in his pants or just five unconnected man bits? Goddess, the images were endless and gross. I was definitely going back to the pokey for this one—even I thought I deserved time in the big house for this mess.

      “Umm… what does a pentagon actually look like?” Sassy asked, looking somewhat bewildered.

      With a wave of her hand, Marge produced a drawing of a pentagon and gave it to Sassy. Sassy studied the picture thirty-seven seconds too long for my sanity.

      “Nope, it doesn’t look like this,” she announced to a very relieved audience. “Looks more like a hand and finger weenies with balls.”

      “Well, that certainly makes it all better,” I snapped, shoving Fat Bastard off my lap and Sassy off my bed.

      Hopping to my feet, I began to pace the room. I knew I was coming unhinged, but this was horrifying. Roger must be a basket case. He was always a slight basket case, but this… this would make a sane rabbit a freakin’ mess.

      “I have to fix it,” I muttered, pacing like a caged tiger hopped up on a vat of caffeine and multiple boxes of Twinkies. “I really didn’t want to touch it, but I’m going to have to. Maybe if I wear gloves I won’t puke on him. I mean, it would be bad if I hurled on him after I gave him a pants-full of peckers. And who ever even heard of a spell going this wrong? It’s appalling. I’m completely willing to hand myself over to the authorities and go back to the pokey. I just want you all to make sure my children know how much I love them and don’t tell them why I had to live out my life doing hard time until they’re at least thirty… or fifty… or never. Just make something up that sounds good. The only thing I request is that I don’t have to wear orange. It clashes so badly with my hair, I don’t think I would survive it. Do you all feel me here?”

      “Zelda, calm down,” Baba Yaga snapped in a brook no bullshit voice.

      I was actually relieved she was so bossy until I looked over at her and lost the use of speech.

      She was dressed in sunshine yellow spandex from head to toe. Her wrists were adorned with so many black rubber bracelets, I figured she could bounce or float on water. The silver sequined cone-shaped bra over the unitard could put an eye out. But the gauzy purple skirt trimmed in feathers and tiny pictures of Madonna’s face was the topper—from hell.

      Baba Yaga, aka Carol, was working an enormous hairdo that must have taken ten cans of hairspray to hold up and her eyes were rimmed with yellow glitter. The most shocking part of all was that even though the woman looked like a reject from a Madonna video, she was still gorgeous.

      Unreal.

      As much as I wanted the voice of reason to tell me what to do, it was going to be difficult to make eye contact with her and not laugh.

      “Trying,” I said, staring at her nose. It was the only thing on her face that didn’t sparkle. “I’m just going to have to reverse the spell.”

      “Bad idea,” Marge said.

      Thankfully Marge had taste and was easy on the eye. She and Baba Yaga were sisters and looked alarmingly alike, but Marge wasn’t permanently stuck in the eighties.

      “Why?” I asked. “I gave him too many John Holmeses with a spell. I can take them away with a spell.”

      “What exactly does John Holmes have to do with this?” Marge asked with tremendous trepidation.

      She feared my answer—as well she should.

      However, Sassy decided to take over and we all became terrified.

      “There was a genitalia—another French word or possibly Swedish—naming ceremony about a year ago,” Sassy informed an increasingly pale Marge. “Roger admitted he named his member John Holmes—which I have to say is wildly inaccurate. Anyhoo, Zelda is just avoiding having to come up with polite penis terms by calling Roger’s wang by its proper name.”

      “I see,” Marge said, pressing the bridge of her nose and biting back either laughter or bile.

      “So I say we just decide on one single name for the salami and this will all go much smoother,” Sassy suggested as if that would solve the heinous fact that I’d more than doubled Roger’s salami.

      “I put my vote in for rod, tallywhacker or dong. Youse can’t go wrong with dem names,” Boba Fett volunteered.

      “Youse is forgettin’ 100% beef thermometer, The General and pork sword,” Fat Bastard added.

      “Nah, youse guys got it all wrong. I’d go for tent pole or meat popsicle,” Jango Fett rounded out the disgusting suggestion pile.

      “How about this?” I stated calmly as I waved my hand and rendered my revolting familiars mute.

      “Thank you,” Marge said. “However, until we get to the bottom of what happened, I don’t think you should use magic, Zelda.”

      “That’s kind of harsh,” Sassy commented, coming to my defense.

      It was harsh—really harsh, but Marge was right. I’d used dark magic on Roger and didn’t even realize it was happening. Goddess only knew what other tragedies I could conjure up.

      Twisting my hair in my fingers, I sighed and plopped back down on the bed. “Marge is right,” I said, defeated. “I’m a danger to myself and others right now. If I keep going like this, we could have a town of seventy-five people with enough genitalia for three hundred.”

      Thankfully no one had a comment for that. I don’t think I would have been able to stop myself from zapping someone who agreed with my grim statement.

      “She needs to be trained,” Baba Yaga stated the obvious. “If Zelda can’t control the dark, it will control her.”

      “And who exactly is going to train her?” Mac asked, not liking the direction of the conversation any more than I did.

      “Has to be someone who has dark magic,” Fabio said.

      “I have dark magic,” Sassy announced with a shudder. “However, I’d like to go on record now saying I have no fucking idea how to use it either. And in solidarity—pretty sure that’s a German word—with my best friend Zelda, I’m not going to use magic either. If she gave Roger five… wait, what did we decide to call them?”

      “We didn’t,” Jeeves told her.

      “Okay then I’m just going to randomly pick a name. Cool?”

      When no one answered she took that as a yes.

      “If Zelda aka Houston gave Roger five badoinkadoinks, I’m liable to saddle someone with ten to twenty. That would be a total shit show and pants would be a real problem. I don’t even know if pants would be a possibility and since winter is coming… well, you all get my drift. Right?”

      “Unfortunately we do,” Baba Yaga said, shaking her head. “I think it’s best if you don’t say anything else for at least thirty minutes, Sassy.”

      “Is that an order or suggestion?” Sassy asked.

      “Order,” everyone in the room said in unison.

      “There’s really only one option,” Marge said as her lovely face turned pink with embarrassment.

      “And that is?” Mac asked.

      “We bring Bermangoggleshitz to Assjacket,” Marge announced.

      “My dad?” Sassy asked, clearly forgetting she wasn’t supposed to speak. “Here? In Assjacket?”

      Baba Yaga nodded her head and watched her sister with interest. “Yes. I agree. He’s working on redeeming himself. This might be just the thing for him to prove he’s serious about becoming a better warlock.”

      “I don’t like it one bit,” Mac said through gritted teeth.

      “Neither do I,” Fabio said. “But I have to agree with Marge and Carol on this one. He’s the only one to train the girls to use the dark sorcery without hurting themselves or anyone else.”

      “And you think he’ll do it?” Mac growled. “He’ll play by the rules?”

      “He wants something here,” Baba Yaga said, still staring at her sister. “So yes, I believe he will abide by any conditions we set. And if he doesn’t, I will end him.”

      “You can do that? You can kill him?” I asked taken by surprise.

      “I’m the Baba fucking Yaga,” she said with a wide grin. “I can do whatever I want. Plus there are many things far worse than death, my child.”

      “Yeah,” I muttered, leaning on Mac for support. “Five badoinkadoinks is one of those things.”

      “Trust me,” Baba Yaga said. “Roger is a bit… how can I put this politely… pervy. He’ll be more disappointed when he’s back to one than he is devastated that he has five.”

      “I hope you’re right,” I said, closing my eyes and breathing in the delicious scent of my mate. Mac’s presence alone gave me strength.

      All I wanted to do was curl up into a ball and pretend today hadn’t happened. I wanted to play with my babies and then act out a pornographic fairy tale with Mac when the kids went to bed…

      But all that would have to wait. I had penance to pay. And pay it I would.

      Shitshitshitshit.
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        If after reading all the above you are still wanting more adventure and zany fun, read Pirate Dave and His Randy Adventures, the romance novel budding novelist Rena was helping wicked Evangeline write in How Hard Can It Be?

        Warning: Pirate Dave Contains Romance Satire, Spoofing, and Pirates with Two Pork Swords.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About Robyn Peterman

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Robyn Peterman writes because the people inside her head won’t leave her alone until she gives them life on paper.

      

        

      
        Her addictions include laughing really hard with friends, shoes (the expensive kind), Target, Coke Zero Cherry with extra ice in a Styrofoam cup, bejeweled reading glasses, her kids, her super-hot hubby and collecting stray animals.

      

        

      
        A former professional actress with Broadway, film and T.V. credits, she now lives in the South with her family and too many animals to count.

      

        

      
        Writing gives her peace and makes her whole, plus having a job where you can work in your underpants works really well for her. You can leave Robyn a message via the Contact Page and she’ll get back to you as soon as her bizarre life permits! She loves to hear from her fans!

      

      

      
        
        Fun Ways To Connect With Robyn

        www.robynpeterman.com

        robyn@robynpeterman.com

      

      

      
        [image: Facebook] Facebook

        [image: Twitter] Twitter

        [image: Instagram] Instagram
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